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With a screwdriver in hand, you screwed the panel shut and pat the 
metal frame. "There we go. I knew there was some funny wiring back 
there, that's what I get for working with a bad sleep schedule." You 
snap a finger. "That would be a good one, The Deep Sleep Inator! A 
good eight hours of sleep at just one push of a button... Norm, clean 
this up!" 


"You got it, sir!" Norm, ever the helpful... assistant, takes away the 
screwdriver. And the blowtorch on the floor. And the plastic and 
metal scrap around you. He does a lot! Maybe you should pay him a 
salary? 


"Thank you Norm! Now, just to sit back and wait for-" 


PERRY! 


You turn to see your usual ARCH NEMESIS on a handglider coming 
towards you from the balcony, the hat flapping on his head. You 
know, you probably should get yourself a snazzy hat. Try to dress up, go 
out on the town, maybe try your moves? You could make an inator for it, 
and an EEEEEVIL wife would be the greatest~! Ah, but that means 
Vanessa might be uncomfortable-Oh he's getting closer, get your head out 
of the gutter! "Ah, Perry the Platypus, how totally unexpected. And by 
totally unexpected-actually, no, this time I'm a little surprised, I didn't 
even send a letter or a menacing implication to Monobrow. How did 
you..?" You shake your head. 


"Doesn't matter, I got some rope in the corner, you can trap yourself 
while I explain away my EVIL PLAN!" 


"Grerererer." 


"Look, I know I'm a little underprepared but in my defense I had a 
pretty sleepless night! I was busy working on the 2nd Dimension 
Inator - Oooh let me explain!" 


You gesture both your hands at the work of art you'd made. "Behold! 
THE SECOND DIMENSION INATOR! With one push of the button and 
some careful coordinate calibration I can open a portal to another 
Dimension, one with another ME! Double the Heinz Doofenschmirtz, 
Double the EEEEEVIL! Or double the backstories, we'll have to work 
that one out. Maybe a duet?" 


"Grerererer." 


"Oh hey that's a good idea, I could get the band that does my jingles 
and we could make a whole day of it!" You turn to look at the inator 
of a week's work, wiggling your fingers eeeevilly. "Now, to turn it o-" 


BAM! 


You rub your face, pulling it away from the buttons. Should be alright, 
you didn't hit it too hard! "Ow, my nose! Low blow, Perry the 
Platypus!" Swinging around, you engage with your now free nemesis. 
"Two can play at that game! Norm, help me out here!" 


Rushing at Perry the Platypus, you swing your fist and he jumps over 
it, then backs away and towards the clutter-filled corner of the room 
Norm was busy in. Perfect! 


Scrap goes everywhere as Norm shoots out of his pile, and Perry just 
ducks under the swinging arms. "Please stay still." 


"Norm, not the scrap! Now I'm going to have to clean it later! And by 
me I mean you." 


"Aw shucks." 


BAM! 


Your distraction of scrap going everywhere ears you a dropkick to the 
face! You stumble back, holding your cheek. "Ah!" 


The oddly familiar feeling of a button pushing on your back and the 
hum of an Inator leaves you with a sense of worry. "Uh oh. CURSE 
YOU PERRY THE PLATY-" 


AH, EVERYTHING IS WHITE AND BRIGHT! 
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[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 
Nezu was enjoying a nice, relaxing cup of Jasmine tea. 


Finals had come and recently gone for the students, and the current 
1-A class that Aizawa was having difficulties with were going to be 
shoved into General Studies for a time, mostly in order to let them 
see the error of their ways. That was getting the Commission 
breathing on his neck, but it always did; if the students required an 
Ultimatum, then something like that worked as a rather effective 
warning... albeit with minor problems. 


Not that Aizawa-San was doing a terrible job; on the contrary, the 
mammal was more than appreciative of the idea of a 'Logical Ruse’. 
He added such a thing to his own repertoire after all! 


But a 'ruse' of this magnitude has lead to a few students pulling out of 
the school entirely, and that was a problem. It needed a more careful 
hand, maybe something that could work well without stepping on the 
Eraser Hero's toes. Hence why he was sitting here, thinking possible 
solutions over his head with a relaxing cup of tea while flipping 
through the cameras and watching the progress of various classes. 


1-B had been excelling, and likely would take the place of 2-A for the 
hard work they were putting in for the coming year. Vlad was doing 
his best to teach and encourage them, of course, but he wasn't the 
greatest outside of hands-on work. 


2-A was, even after their exams, in the Unforeseen Simulation Joint, 
and the up and coming 'Big Three’ were making quick work of 
Thirteen's current practice. He had much hope for them! 


2-B didn't want to be left in the dust of course, so they were 
practicing in teams with Snipe and Cementoss on Ground Gamma, 
and from what he could see they were practicing shootout scenarios 
while minimizing risk and damage to themselves and terrain. Some of 


the students could use some work, but that's what the school was for! 


Finally, there was the recent email on the monitor affirming that All 
Might would be working here next semester, and that gave Nezu the 
room to smile a little wider than usual. The Symbol of Peace is an 
excellent way to deflect any concerns, founded or otherwise. 


Today has been good. 


Then there was the screaming and a portal opened, a lanky European 
man crashing into his coffee table and breaking said table with a 
scream. "AAAAAAGH-Ow." 


This was no longer going like the relaxing tea time he envisioned. 


You stumble to your feet, hand clutching your skull and crumpling 
something in the process. "Oh, my head... well at least that crick in 
my spine is gone. Man, my back must be terrible if a fall made it feel 
better. I really need to see a chiropractor." Uncrumpling whatever 
was in your hand, you look to find... a hat. A very snazzy hat. A very 
snazzy hat that would fit on a Platypus's head. 


You peer at the white tab inside. PROPERTY OF PERRY THE 
PLATYPUS. 


"Well, jokes on you, Perry the Platypus! It's MY hat now! 
HAHAHAHAHA!" You straighten it out, patting the dust and wood 
chips off of it before setting it on your head. Wood chips? 


You check your lab coat. "Oh no, I just had this all dry cleaned! Now 
I'm gonna have to get that sorted out. But where did the liquid come 
from..." A testing finger wipes up some of the brown liquid and puts 
it to your tongue. "Oh, it's tea." 


You look to see a mammal in a suit. "Huh. A mammal in a suit?" 


He hops to his feet from his seat, a small smile forming on a 
previously confused mammal face. 


"Am I a-" 


"WOAH WOAH WOAH WOAH." You cut off whatever IT has to say. 
"Woah. Woah! I know I can speak Ocelot and Platypus but I'm pretty 
sure that's neither of those." A pause passes as you think things over. 
"Oh and Whale, but whales are jerks so I forget I can speak that 
sometimes." 


"Yes, I can speak Japanese just fine." 


You snap a finger. "Aha! Good thing I took that course when Vanessa 
had that Anee-May phase. Sorry for making a mess of the place, you 
can send the bill to my EEEEEVIL counterpart in this world." 


"I'm sorry?" 


"You're sorry? For what, the tea?" You wave them off. "Don't worry 
about it, I'll find a dry cleaner sooner or later. I just need to know, do 
you know where Doofenshmirtz Evil Incorporated is?" 


The talking mammal in a suit has its smile twitch. "I believe you 
misunderstand. Who are you and why did you fall in here from a 
portal?" 


"Oooooh, I see. You want my Dramatic Backstory! Thankfully I have 
just the thing..!" You pilfer through your coat and pull out a small 
hand-held beam weapon. "It's battery powered but I recharged it last 
week. BEHOLD, THE DRAMATIC BACKSTORY INATOR! Just one 
push of the button and I can show you whatever Dramatic Backstory 
I want to talk about! It has to be real, of course, I can't just lie about 
Dramatic Backstories." 


You raise the Dramatic Backstory Inator and fire it into your face. 
Above you a film started to play, as if your mind was projecting it. 
"So it all started when I was trying to take over the Tri-State Area..." 


",,.I see." He was drinking a new cup of tea from a fresh batch. Man, 
could he go through his tea like nobody's business! It was really 
impressive, but maybe he just liked how it tasted. Was he British? 
"Do you mind if you stay here for the day, and I invite someone for 
you to talk to?" 


"Oh, sure! But only if you tell me where Doofenschmirtz Evil 
Incorporated is located here." 


"I'll need a day, but rest assured I will search vivaciously for any 
mention." 


"Thanks! Uh, so where should I, uh, go?" 


"If you could give me a second, I'll call someone up to help you get a 
little more situated in the meanwhile." The mink in a suit, he called 


himself Nezdu so you'll call him that, grabs a wired phone that's now 
on the floor and presses a key. "Midnight, could you please come to 
my office? Nothing serious, I assure you. Thank you." He puts it 
down. 


"It will be just a moment. Before she comes here, however, could I 
ask you a final question?" 


"Go ahead, go ahead!" 
"You said you have a brother that looks like you, correct?" 


"Oh, you mean Roger? Yeah, he's like me but he looks more like a 
jock. Don't tell him, but I'm a little jealous of it. Never could do gym 
work, and while I could make an Inator to help it would just be faster 
and easier to make a robot to do it for me. A Norm 2 would be 
useful!" 


"Perhaps this school could help with that." 
"This is a school? Oh, then you're the principal." You blink. "Huh." 
"Not what you expected?" 


"Not really, no. You seem pretty nice for a principal. Kids do better 
with positive reinforcement than negative." 


"I prefer a Carrot and Stick approach, myself." 
You shrug. "If you make it work!" 


At that point, the door opens and-"What kind of-Oh, that's just not 
right! That's worse than Evil!" 


"Eh? Principal Nezu, what's going on? What happened to your 
office?!" 


It's a long story, Midnight. Could you please escort Mr. 


Doofenschmirtz to one of the temporary apartments for teachers?" 


"Oh nuh uh, not when she's dressed like that! What would the 
children think?! What kind of school lets someone, let alone a teacher 
strut around in a dominatrix suit?!" 


"Ehbh..?!" 


",,.I believe he's going through quite the culture shock." 


You take off your labcoat and wrap it around the woman, looking at 
the principal you thought would be sensible with betrayal. "Nezdu, I 
thought you were a better principal than this! Come on, children are 
sensitive and can be permanently disfigured by what they experience 
in childhood! You can't be shoving this into their faces when they're 
at school! Come on, I'm EVIL, and I know that's wrong!" 


Without waiting for an answer, you step out of the office dragging 
the stammering lady in clothes she really shouldn't be wearing. 


When the door closes, you look back to her. "Ah! Sorry about doing 
that, I've been a little all over the place since I fell in there. I also 
might have a concussion. Is there an infirmary here or something?" 


"I-I'm sorry, you're evil? Are you... are you okay?" 


"Well I did hit my head in the fall, that's why I want to see that 
infirmary. There is one at the school, right? I know my school didn't 
have one, but modern schools do. Or should if they don't. Kids need 
to be taken care of!" 


",,.Right. L-Let's get you to Recovery Girl." 


You blink. "What's up with the names, anyway? Midnight I can 
understand, but that's not really a Japanese name, at least I don't 
think so. And Recovery Girl, that isn't even trying! What are you all, 
super heroes?" 


" " 
eee 


"So you're telling me that I'm in a super-powered society filled with 
nothing but crazy powers?" 


"You honestly don't know?" 
"Of course not, I just got here!" 
"I think the concussion was worse than you thought..." 


"I mean I feel pretty fine, my back feels better than normal, just feels 
like a bit of a bruise on the back of my head." 


Midnight mutters. "Doesn't sound like you're fine going off of how 
crazy you're talking." 


"You're calling me the crazy one, but you're the one wearing an outfit 
like... like that!" 


"This is perfectly fine, I'm expressing myself!" 


"You're expressing that you're repressed in ways I find uncomfortable, 
that or you have some very weird ways to 'express' miss dominatrix!" 


She clicks her tongue, still wrapped in your lab coat. "God you're too 
conservative." 


"T'm a socialist, thank you very much!" 


",,.Oh forget it, we're here!" The woman storms off towards a pair of 
double doors with the word 'Nurse' above them. "Recovery Girl!" 


You're reminded of Vanessa when she gets embarrassed. If you're gone 
for, say, a week or two, maybe you should be fine. Maybe you can get her 
some souvenirs? Toys in another world might be different! Oh, a few 
music albums as an apology gift for being absent for when she visits... 


Finding a way back's now at the top of your list, if only to tell 


Vanessa you're going to be away for a time and rub having Perry the 
Platypus's hat into his face! 


You walk into the nurse's office to make sure that everything is A OK 
in your head, following behind the woman that reminded you of your 
daughter but is way too old to be her. 


Oh, and there's someone reasonably dressed. They have a lab coat, 
too! 


"You're the one giving Midnight here a fit, right?" 


"I mean, I think she's overreacting a little, but yes I did." 


"He said I'm not dressed right to teach!" 
"And if I was principal I'd say he's right, Nemuri." 
"Abuh-! Not you too..!" 


"Oh thank God there's somebody else that agrees with me. Hi, I'm Dr. 
Heinz Doofenschmirtz, but you can just call me Heinz or Dr. Doof." 
You wince, rubbing the back of your head and taking in a breath. "I 
know my last name tough to say, so there's no need to try saying it. I 
think I got a concussion, could you look me over?" 


"Doof-San, go take a seat over on that bed and I'll take a look." 


You listen to the woman and go to take a seat as she clambers over 
on her little cane. 


",,.You're good, just some bruising." You feel a sudden wet spot on 
the back of your head and just like that, you feel... better? 


Helpful Nurse and Weird 'Teacher'. You're not sure what just 
happened, but you DO feel better. — Voting closed — 54 voters 
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You reach to the back of your head, rubbing it and finding it sore no 
longer. "Oh wow!" 


Recovery Girl walks around from behind you, then pulls out a jar 
with gummies in them. "Please take one, they're vitamin gummies." 


"Oh, don't mind if I do! Thank you very much, I usually would take 
supplements in the morning so this is perfect!" You pop a red one in 
your mouth. Cherry! 


As you chew on the gummy, you frown as you realize something. 
"You know, you gotta be saving one heckuva premium on health 


insurance with something like that. Is it more publicly available?" 
"Publicly available? Whatever do you mean, Doof-San?" 


"I mean the Inator you used of course! It was silent and I feel 
refreshed from it! It must be small, because I have no idea where it 
went." 


" 


Her brows furrow. 
heal you?" 


...Doof-San, do you think I used an... Inator, to 


"Of course! If I had one, say, a REJUVEN-INATOR! Then I could do it 
too! I'd need to work out how to keep the cell growth from causing 
cancer but... just inciting the growth rather than forcing it should be 
fine, right?" 


Midnight, still wearing your labcoat, just blinks in surprise. "Wha-?! 
You think you can make something to heal people with?" 


"You're a tinkerer, Doof-San?" 


"Well... most people think I'm a pharmacist when they see my 
labcoat, but really I'm more of an Evil Scientist type. I make Inators 
all the time, earned a degree and everything." 


Recovery Girl opens and closes her mouth, brow furrowing more. "... 
Do you do evil laughs? Monologues? Traps?" 


"Oh! All the time! I've even got a few musicals planned, had dance 
routine practice and everything!" 


"Okay, I see what's up." With a swing, she taps her cane on the 
ground to catch Midnight's attention. "He's an eccentric, not 
malicious." 


"Hey, I may be eccentric, but I have style! You can't be Evil without 
Style!" 


"No, no you can't Doof-San. Now, I'm sure Midnight here had 
somewhere to take you?" 


"H-huh? Oh, right, the temp teacher apartments." 


Recovery Girl waves back when you leave, she even gives you an 
extra gummy. How nice! 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


Nezu's chances for a good afternoon evening have become a roller- 
coaster. 


It went down rather quickly when the equivalent of a stringbean 
version of Detnerat's CEO crashed and shattered his coffee table, 
apologized profusely, then demonstrated technology that made his 
hairs stand on end with the casualness of the display. 


"It's battery powered but I just recharged it last week." 


That statement alone spoke volumes on the odd man's intelligence 
with the context included. 


Beside him was the 'backup Dramatic Backstory Inator', one the 
principal had since replaced the batteries in. "Of course I have an 
extra, why wouldn't I keep a spare in case the first one gets damaged? 
What kind of Evil Scientist would I be if I couldn't share my backstories 
properly?" 


He tested the original one by checking what he was doing before 'Dr. 
Heinz Doofenshmirtz' landed in his office, and he could not find a 
single flaw in the replay of the film. It was picture-perfect, and in the 
realm of technology, unheard of. 


With the backup, he first tried that memory again, and once again 
found no flaws. Even as he pushed his quirk, looking over every nook 
and cranny of the visual showing him drinking his tea and looking 
over the reports, he could feel that it was his memory. 


So he tried a different memory. 


Older and colder, of a time when he was caged. 


This is real. This is truly pulling from the subconscious mind and sharing 
what is there in perfect clarity. Even that which was forgotten... it is here. 


There were identical, memorable faces to the old pains, ones which 
Nezu would be sure to etch into his memory again of the sort of 
people to never see the light of day if he were to help it. And that 
alone was sign enough of the technology's accuracy and functionality. 


Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz is an enigma, one which has already left 
Nezu wanting to keep him here. 


And that, of course, is when a call comes into the office phone. 
"Hello?" 

"Principal Nezu!" 

"Power Loader San, is everything al-?" 

"Who's in the teacher apartments?!" 

"A temporary guest, why?" 

"There's been a massive spike in power consumption from there!" 


Nezu reaches for the smokes in his desk, then relents and pours 
himself another glass of tea. "I would ask you come to my office and 
ignore him if it isn't a threat to the integrity of the school. I have 
something of interest to share that would mollify you." 


",,.It should be fine, but it's going to be a dent in the budget if it lasts 
long." 


"We have money to spare, don't worry about that." 
"Alright... I'll be over in a few minutes." 


"See you then!" He ends the call cheerfully, then checks his vibrating 
phone. 


I'll be there in the morning - Tsukauchi. 


Things are progressing well enough. 
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You're dropped off in your new apartment, sans labcoat (Midnight 
said she'd get it drycleaned for you, how nice of her!) and you find 
just the right materials to get started on the Rejuven-Inator! 


...Well, not ‘just the right materials’; more 'Microwave and Toaster 
parts, the Recliner's springs and coils, some copper from the walls, a 
lamp, the lamppost, and a lightswitch knob’. But it works all the 
same, so what does it matter? 


Much like all your Inators, cobbled from the finest parts available to 
a man on a Drusselstein budget, it could look better and probably be 
made more carefully, but honestly for a slapdash work you're not 
going to complain! 


As a quick test, you prick your chest and let the Rejuven-Inator have 
a go at it, the green glow suddenly making the cut go right away. 


"Success! Hahah!" 


You toss a fist in the air, shouting in triumph before shouting in pain, 
accidentally punching the light fixture in the kitchen. "...Good thing I 
have this to fix it?" 


The bruised synthskin on your titanium arm is fixed good as new 
under the light, and just to make sure you're fine you use it on your 
back and head too. 


After that... you're feeling a little pooted from all the EEEEVIL of the 
day. 


One more thing! 


You fashion yourself a phone charger before checking your photo 
album. It's gonna be a little lonely until you have a place to actually 
work. Have a good night at home, Vanessa. And Curse you, Perry the 
Platypus! Good night, sleep tight! 


You close your eyes to have a good night's sleep, feeling like you're 
forgetting... something. Ah well! 


The Rejuven-Inator continues to run as Doofenschmirtz rests, burning out 
the lightbulb in the process! The U.A. budget has taken a small dent in 
electricity costs! 


Chapter 1: A Day of Detective V Doof 


You wake up the next day nice and refreshed before realizing you're 
not in your stiff and usual bed. 


So yesterday did happen. Huh. 


Well, nothing like the present! 


You check your phone to see it's early morning, matching up with 
you sleeping sometime in the early evening. What's the saying, early 
bird gets the worm? 


But now you're hungry, where's the worm? You still gotta make 
something to eat, don't you? 


English sayings are weird. You don't even want to get started on 
Drusselstein sayings; those actually make sense but nobody ever 
thinks so! Like: Never Call a Doonkelberry Bat Fat. Makes perfect 
sense! 


... There's no food in here, so you're... not really sure what to eat. Or 
where to eat. Should you just go see that Principal, Nezdu? Or would 
you be interrupting whatever he might be doing? 


You glance to your Rejuven-Inator. You could try to spend time 
improving it, but on an empty stomach... you might just make a mistake 
like you did with the Second Dimension Inator. 


Doofenschmirtz: Hungry! — Voting closed — 42 voters 
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...Well, it doesn't take you too long! 


Okay, it took you almost an hour to find the place, but by then some 
students were already filing in, so if anything you made good time! 


Getting in line gets you some odd looks, but hey if they got a problem 
with you being hungry, that's on them! 


"Thank you Lunch Rush Sensei!" 


The chef just gives them a thumbs up. Oh, you're next in line! 


",,.. don't think I've ever seen you before." 


"If you did I'd be concerned, because that'd make there be two me's in 


one place." You scratch your chin. "On second thought, if you do see 
another me, let me know! I'm looking for him." 


"Who are you?" 


"Oh, Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz. I've been here since yesterday. Met the 
principal with a bit of a crash but he let me stay in the apartments!" 


"I see... Do you have any preferences?" 


You shake your head. "Nope, just looking for a meal to eat if it's not 
too much to ask." 


After a moment, the man wearing a chef's hat as a hood nods and 
puts you a large and hearty breakfast. "Thank you!" 


"No problem." 


You eat quickly but without wasting a drop of the food, time already 
passing by when you need to go and see the Principal about your 
EEEVIL Counterpart's Doofenshmirtz Evil Incorporated! You're sure 
they've been more than successful over the years, and that Nezdu the 
Mink Principal has done all that he could to find what you need! 


After finishing your food, you put the tray where it belongs, have a 
feel-good cackle (and apologizing to students you scare), then head 
off to go see him! 


"What do you mean there is no Doofenshmirtz Evil Incorporated?!" 


Nezdu was sitting at his work desk, and you were standing where the 
table was yesterday. Somehow they got all the splinters out, and 
good job for that, but right now you were a little surprised. 


"I tried to search for any records, but I genuinely could not find 
anything on the last name 'Doofenshmirtz'. I even double-checked the 
spelling you gave me, and I could still find nothing with other ways 
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to spell the word outside of German translations tied to ‘idiot’. 


"Well I'm not an idiot, so I don't think that's quite right... Oh! Was 


there anything on Drusselstein?!" 


Nezdu laughs, setting his cup of tea aside. "That's the thing: I couldn't 
even confirm a country called Drusselstein ever existed. I know you 
described it as a ‘fourth world country', but despite that fact there 
wasn't even a shred of information leaves me... suspicious. It was why 
I wanted a friend of mine to come and talk to you." 


"A friend?" 
He nods. "A detective I know, yes. His name is Tsukauchi." 
When he says that, the door opens. "Ah, speaking of which!" 


A man steps inside, wearing a tan trenchcoat. 


Nezdu smiles as the man comes and takes a seat. "Not at all! I hope it 
wasn't tough coming here?" 


Tsukauchi shakes his head, before putting the hat back on. 

You adjust your own (stolen) hat in defiance! 

"Ah, you are Doof...Doofen shmirts-San, yes?" 

"Just Dr. Doof is fine!" 

"I see. Can I ask you some questions, both basic and complicated?" 
"What, is this like a lie detector test or something?" 

The man's eyes widen, then narrow. "Yes." 


"Ooh, never had one of those before! Are we going to do this like a 
spy flick, where's the suction cups you stick to my arm? Oh, is it in 
your trenchcoat? Maybe it's an inator instead?" 


The detective seems surprised, then shakes his head. "No, that kind of 
technology has been proven unreliable due to being foolable. My 
quirk allows me to detect truth from lies when people talk." 


",,.Sorry to burst your bubble, but I don't think that's a personality 
trait." 


He coughs into his hand. "Ah, that would be a translation error. In 
English, they're called Superpowers." 


"Oh! Well, that's convenient. Your job picks itself for you, right?" 
"I suppose so." 

There's a beat of silence. "Sooo, those questions?" 

"Do you mind if I begin?" 

You wave him off. "No, not at all! I'm curious how it works, even!" 


He pulls out a notepad and pen, clicking on the nub. "Well, let's start 
simple. What is your name?" 


"Heinz Doofenshmirtz." 
"How old are you?" 


"I'm... pretty sure I'm in my late 40s, give or take a few years? My 
childhood didn't make it easy to keep track of time." 


",,.. see. Do you know your date of birth?" 

"Sometime late 70s, early 80s? Definitely no later than '83." 
Tsukauchi nods. "Did you go to college?" 

"Yes, I did! Online." 

"What was your major?" 

"Evil Science." 

"|, .Evil Science?" 


"Well, it was a few degrees that was lumped into that... I got Majors 
in Mechanical Engineering, Electrical Engineering, Physics, 
Theoretical Physics, Quantum Mechanics, Thermodynamics, Optical 
Sciences, Computer Science, Molecular Biology, Neurology, Geology, 
Paleontology, Chemistry, Aeronautics, Astronomy, and Minors in 
Drama and Literature." 


He was holding that notepad pretty hard now. "I-i-is that all?" 


"Oh, I do have a Doctorate defending the position of Inator-based 
machinery, but that was way back, and also bought my Degree in Evil 
Science for a cheap fifteen bucks! Good deal right?" 


"Did you buy any other degree, or just the one in... Evil Science?" 


"What, and lie about my accomplishments? I only bought it because 
no college would accredit it!" You shoot a finger into the air. "The 
United States College System made a new enemy that day! I sent 
letters every week to try and get them to approve it. Never did, so I 
also started sending junk mail." 


"I... see." He turns to look at the principal, nods, then looks back at 
you. "So how did you get here?" 


"Oh, that's easy! With this here-" 


Nezdu raises a hand. Paw? Hand sounds less demeaning, so hand. 
"Would you mind limiting it to a, say, dramatic retelling this time?" 


"Oh sure, just let me do some vocal exercises real quick. If I knew I 
was going to perform, I'd have gotten ready first thing in the 
morning!" 


"Oh dear." 


You take a deep breath. 


[Naomasa Tsukauchi - Detective, Lie-Detector] 
Detective Naomasa Tsukauchi has been on the force for sixteen years. 


From murders vicious and premeditated, to abuse both domestic and 
disturbed, to things deeper and all the worse for it. He has seen 
things which strike terror into the eyes of lesser men. He was witness 
to pieces of the Villain Factory and the terrors within. He has been 
aware of the true nature of the Symbol of Peace's failing health. 


He has never had a suspect do vocal exercises and prepare an ad hoc 
song to testify about what he'd done just a day and a half ago. 


"Okay, I'm ready! Oh, wait, wait. Nezdu, can I use your desk for 
percussion?" 


The mammal lifts his glass of tea from it with a smile. "Be my guest!" 


"Thank you! Now, where was I? Oh yes, ahem... 


There once was a young man from Drusselstein, 


Who became a great scientist just to be mean, 


And take over the world one step a time, 


But not without his nemesi to climb! 


He lived in America, trying his hardest to succeed, 
trying and failing with bratwurst for feed, 
when a woman he dated cheered him on, 


and like that the fire was no longer gone! 


He really tried to take the world in his hands, 
starting with the Tri-State area first in his plans, 
when a platypus from an organization without a cool acronym, 


came by and brought disaster for him! 


The fire burned bright, and plans were made and foiled, 
when the greatest plan yet simmered and boiled, 
‘why work by myself’, he thought in his bed, 


‘when I could find another me to help with the dread!' 


So off I went, kept awakened from my sleep, 
working like a mad Shepard tending to my sheep, 
working on the Inator to the Second Dimension, 


and plans coming together with dramatic tension! 


Then when the day had finally come, 
when the exhaustion waned with Inator done, 
Perry the Platypus had come by, 


and foiled my plans while I cursed out 'why?!' 


The Inator, reconfigured, sent me to here, 
self-destructing in the place I held dear, 
bested in my time and place of old, 


I was in a new land and could try fresh and bold!" 


Nezu claps politely while he's left more than terrified at the constant, 
ringing, ever-present Truth. 


",..S0 you're not from here, is what you're saying?" 


"Nope, from another dimension! That much I'm sure of. Let me tell 
you, my Inators always work. So the Second Dimension Inator? 
Definitely did. Look, there's-there's no Drusselstein here, Nezdu said 
so! Then there's the fact that Doofenshmirtz Evil Incorporated doesn't 
exist! There's not even an OWCA here!" 


The detective just closes his notepad and puts his head in his hands. 
"Uh... you okay buddy?" 


"I think you've given him a midlife crisis, Dr. Doof." 
"Oh, one of those? I've had so many I've lost count!" 


The principal sips from his tea. "I don't believe that to be a matter of 


positive achievement." 


"Well, yeah... but you have to look on the bright side of life! 
Otherwise you end up sad and bitter. Like, look at me! I'm fine and 
I've gone through so many crazy and terrible things, but I don't let 
them get to me. Neither of my parents showed up for my birth, and I 
was raised by Ocelots for a good chunk of my younger years! It's how 
I learned the language." 


"You did mention that yesterday. What languages can you speak?" 


"Let's see..." You start counting off your fingers. "English, Chinese, 
Japanese, Russian, Romanian, Spanish, French, Latin, Italian from 
that time in Venice, Drusselsteinian, Dutch, German, Gaelic, Greek, 
Portuguese, Quechua from that one time in South America, and 
Arabic from that other time in Cairo, and... only some of the dialects 
of India." 


"You're quite the Polyglot!" 
"Aww, thanks! I tried pretty hard, you know?" 


Nezdu nods in agreement. "You certainly sound like you've had a 
hard life. But now that you're here, what do you plan to do?" 


"Well... is there a Tri-State Area to take over?" 


"Not that I could find, there wasn't any location explicitly called that 
in America." 


"Drat. Then when I was shoved into the console of the Second 
Dimension Inator, I probably futzed the coordinates... Huh. Well, 
step one would be to find a way back, which I could definitely do if I 
had, like, a week and a workshop." 


"And then?" 


"I don't know, maybe take a break from Evil? I'd been pretty stressed 
when I was back at home, it nearly caused me to cross my wires in 
the Inator, and if that happened hoo boy it wouldn't have been 
pretty!" 


The principal's brow furrowed. "You do Villainy despite the fact it 
stresses you out?" 


"Well... Yes. I love the work, it's fun being Evil, but sometimes it just 
grates on you, you know?" 


"Would you mind describing what sort of 'Evil' you've accomplished?" 


You open your mouth, raising a finger, before closing it and lowering 
your hand. "There was that one time-! ...Oh, the thing with the-! . 
The Whale-!" 


"Could it be you do not have an evil deed to your name?" 
"What?! No, I definitely, definitely do-!" 
The detective snaps up and startles you. "Lie." 


"No, nononono! That can't be right! I've been Evil, I know it!" 


You're stammering, mind running wild. "I-I-I've jaywalked, I've used 
pigeons to poo on the cars of people I don't like, I've insulted people, 
I've stolen meat, chickens, garden gnomes, chocolates, and aluminum 
foil! I am Evil!" 


",,.Dr. Doof, I believe you need to calm down." 


"No, I'm calm, I'm calm! But I'm evil! I've trespassed, I snuck a date 
into a Drive-In Theater, I've fought and tripped Perry the Platypus, I 
made a machine assistant and I don't pay even them!" 


"That's not illegal." 


That snaps you from the stupor you fell in. "You don't have to pay 
robots to work for you?!" 


"Why would you?" 
"That is true Evil. They do good work!" 


The two of them look at each other before looking back at you. 


Nezdu has set his tea down. "Dr. Doof. I think you misunderstand that 
Criminal Activity is not the same as Villainy in this world." 


",,.It's not?" 


"Yes! Villains aim to hurt people, stealing or injuring them for their 
own gain. You, at least by your proclamations, have stolen from 
others, but you never seemed to have gotten past pettiness. Would 
that be accurate to say?" 


You look down, feeling pretty bad. "I guess so." 


"Then you are not a Villain, even if you call yourself Evil. Just, 
perhaps, troubled. On the other hand, you are incredibly talented, or 
at least seem to be." He pulls out the Backup Dramatic Backstory 
Inator and sets it on the counter. "Did you made this yourself?" 


"What kind of self-respecting EEEv- ...Troubled and Petty Scientist 
would I be if I didn't?" 


"This kind of technology is unheard of. And yesterday, you had pulled 
a lot of electricity in the apartment. Did you make something else?" 


"Oh, I did! The Rejuven-Inator! Had it fix up a cut and a bruise after I 
met Recovery Girl. I had no idea-I still have no idea how she healed 
me!" 


The detective looked at you in awe. "You made a healing machine? 
From what?" 


"Oh, just some of the stuff in the apartment." 
"Could you take us there and demonstrate it to us?" 


"Sure! Just uh, know it was a bit of a rush job." 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


Principal Nezu took stock of the state of the apartment, looking over 
the scraps on the floor, the torn-open recliner and door-adjacent wall, 


the missing microwave and toaster, and the horrifically bent and 
adjusted lamp-post. There was a burnt bulb sitting in it, surrounded 
by a mish-mash of technology. "Oh drat, I left it on last night! We're 
going to need another lightbulb." 


"Would any old lightbulb work?" 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz waves his hand so-so. "Well, most lightbulbs 
should work, but LEDs wouldn't. Also, probably don't want to take 
any of the other bulbs from in here or it'd get too dark to properly see 
the Rejuven-Inator in action!" 


"I see. There's backup bulbs in the bathroom, behind the sink." 
"Oh, good to know! I'll go grab them. Sit tight~!" 

He looks to the Detective. "He only lied about being evil, then?" 
"...Y-yes." 


"Then he is just eccentric and brilliant, and entirely unexpected. I can 
use that." 


"The whole idea of their being other worlds... I'll be honest, it 
terrifies me Nezu." 


"Oh, I intend to drink and smoke tonight and let that horrible thought 
settle! But that's for later. Right now, I want to see if it is well and 
truly the real deal, and if it is, then I think I'll have a proposition for 
him." 


",,.] can't say that I can tell you how to run U.A., Nezu, but are you 
sure it's a good idea to have someone like him around the kids?" 


"His first reaction to seeing Midnight was demanding she put on more 
conservative clothes so she doesn't give them the wrong idea." 


The Detective blinks. "That's... I don't remember the last time 
someone told Midnight off." 


"He also called me a good Principal until he saw her." 


There's a beat of silence where the sound of Dr. Doofenshmirtz 
rummaging and a muffled "Aha!" was all that came to their ears. 


Then said Doctor finally barges out of the bathroom. "I got iiiit! Now 
to turn it off, switch it out..." 


",,.Huh. Anyone have a bruise, a cut, something to fix?" 


The Detective offers a knife from his coat. "I'd cut myself, but this is 
untested technology in my eyes. Sorry." 


"Oh, it's fine, it's fine! Ahem... BEHOLD! THE REJUVEN-INATOR! 
With one flick of the knob, any injuries in its light will be healed! At 
least, smaller ones. Bruises, light burns, cleanly broken bones or 
fractures... I'd need some time and more materials and equipment 
but I'm sure I can do better!" 


He lifts his shirt, then cuts his chest with a hiss, turning the dial 
while keeping the exposed skin visible. 


Within seconds, the cut closes up like it never happened. He cuts 
again in front of it, in a different spot, and it does the same thing. 
"Tada!" 


"Hah. Hahahahahaah..." 
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"Uh... do you know if he's okay?" 


The detective shakes his head. "I don't think any of us are okay 
today." 


"All of us having an off day? Sheesh, I feel that. This isn't anything 
like my best work either." 


He starts laughing harder. 


It takes him several minutes to calm down, several minutes you 
spend trying to work out what would be needed for a Returning 
Dimension Inator. Off the top of your head you'd at least need a 
proper extruder for the wiring, a good chunk of raw materials, and 
maybe a 3D-printer to properly panel up any unseemly wiring. 
Inators should look proper after all! 


You almost get some paper and pen to actually put down what you 
could immediately think of (and ways to make that if you can't get 
it), but by the time you try to ask the detective for some Nezdu's done 
laughing. "I must say! Dr. Doof, you are truly incredible!" 


"Aww, thanks. You know, it's pretty rare to get so much positive 
affirmation!" 


"You deserve it. Frankly speaking, you call this 'not your best', but 
some would pay massive fortunes to have this kind of technology on 
their hand. With that in mind... would you like to be a teacher?" 


"Me? A teacher? For what, science?" 

",,.Dr. Doof. Did you know that science is an elective course-" 
"WHAT?!" You're shouting in shock. "Science is an ELECTIVE?!" 
He nods. "In Japan, it's been that way for... quite some time." 


"That's unacceptable! I make these Inators with nothing but science! 
Without science, how does the world progress?!" 


",,.With the advent of Quirks, of Superpowers, other fields fell to the 
wayside." 


"That's... That's-! I don't even know how to describe that!" 
"I believe Evil would be a good word for it." 

"No! That's worse than Evil. That's Monstrous! That's Wrong!" 
"You think science is that important?" 


"Education is everything for people who try to do well in life, of 
course I think it's important! Without it, we don't get anywhere!" 


"Well, as the Principal of U.A., I believe you could make a difference 
here, if you believe in it so much. What do you say?" 


The detective seems unnerved. "...Principal Nezdu, are you sure that's 
a good idea?" 


The mink only smiles wider. "I do." 


A world with Science as an ELECTIVE?! — Voting closed — 58 voters 


Hearing that science is an elective * 25/39 
here is more painful then that time 

I lost both my arms and had to 

make titanium replacements. 


back to my world; my daughter.... 
but I might come back. I'll have to 
talk to her. And her mother. With 
that on the table....what's the pay 
like? And the budget, for that 
matter. I will be needing things, 
both in and out of class, after all. 
—So-what-branch-of-science-do—you———_—_———————— #15721 

want me to teach? You already 
know my degrees.... or should i 


just combine them all into a single 

course? 
—-tneed-atab HAH 215 7- 
—Wait—t—don't—have—a—PhD—in——_—_—__——*25/85- 
teaching! Hm....that shouldn't take 

too long to get I think. 

taken over then why aren’t there 

those that protest this 
—+Has—humanity—really—thrown——____ke7/8- 
aside there one tool that let them 

rise too become a civilization? like 

if you dont have science who 

invents a better spray cheece? who 

becomes the electrician? 

Wait you're saying that Sports 

Fitness became something more 

and that everyone in Japan can 

just see your kid's abilities out in 

the open? How come that's not an 

issue with some potential risk 

factors? Like, say a person that 

goes after them and can hard 

counter them? Like rock paper 

scissors but with 'powers' 
—+top-3?— 1S 
create a MANDATORY SCIENCE- 

INATOR !!! 


will teach will be EVIL 
("MANIACAL CACKLE" while 
flickering the light switch like its 
lightning) 


"Gotta be honest, hearing that's worse than the two times I lost my 


arms. It's why I didn't cut them when I used the knife. Proper 
titanium!" 


"...How?" 
"Are you sure you want to know?" 
The detective opens his mouth, but Nezdu speaks faster. "Do tell!" 


"Well... You see, when I was younger, I decided to try out a 
Disintegration Inator. But not just any Disintegration Inator, no, I 
wanted a Reverse Growth Inator! I could reverse someone's genetic 
time to the point of nonexistence! I thought that was a little dangerous 
though, and maybe not reversible, so I tried it on my arm. It, uh, 
never grew back." You rap your knuckle against your right arm, the 
metal ringing on your forearm. "So, made it titanium and covered it 
up in skin linked up to my nerves. Took a while to work that one 
out." 


"Incredible! And the other arm?" 


You suck in a sharp breath. "I went rock climbing on a date, and 
there was a rockslide. My date was fine, but I got pinned under a 
boulder. My arm, at least. It was pretty messed up, like a bratwurst 
squeezed into saucy chunks but still in the intestine wrapping. Long 
story short, neither the date nor my arm was salvageable!" 


"How long did it take to make a new arm?" 


"First time took... what, a month and a half? Second time was only a 
week, most of that was the hospital stay!" 


The detective takes a deep breath. "You're something else." 


"Well I might be considered a cyborg, so maybe?" You shake your 
head. "But back to the offer... Teaching? How? I don't have a degree 
for teaching! ...Well, not yet." 


"This school is unique in that sense; most of the teachers here are not 
actually licensed teachers!" 


".,.No offense considering you're offering me a job, but wouldn't that 


be a terrible way to run a school?" 
"You'd think so, but it's worked quite well over the years!" 


"Right... I might try for the degree anyway, if that's fine. That's... 
well, that's assuming I even stay. I am going back home, Remember 
My Words!" You raise a hand to the sky. 


",,.Don't you mean 'Mark My Words'?" 


"I know that's how the saying goes, but really, mark them where? I 
never liked saying that, so I don't! Anyway, I am going back, but for 
now I'm here and I think I'd come back here just to correct whatever 
terrible idea it was to have Science as an Elective. Like, who does 
that?!" 


"Dr. Doof, focus please." 


"Sorry, sorry. What I'm trying to say is... Do I get, well, benefits? 
Dental? Dental's required, just so you know. Ohh, do I get a budget 
and a lab?!" 


"We can arrange that!" 


"YES! Oh, and what would I be teaching, anyway? Science is a pretty 
big field." 


"That's where a bit of a... proposition comes in. You see, the current 
semester of first-year Hero Students-" 


"-ooooh, this is a Hero School. Suddenly having no teaching degree 
makes sense, but that's weird, isn't it?" 


"It could be to you, you're from another world after all! The point for 
this, however, is that the current semester has one of the classes 
being quite... troubling. The current teacher has seen little potential 
from the students in the way of Heroics, and has considered moving 
them out of Heroic into General Studies." 


"WHAT?! How does that help?! You just made a bunch of students 
with superpowers get hyped up to do good and fight crime or 
whatever, then you stop them from fighting crime and expect things 


to be fine? You're fine with that?!" 


"...1 allow my teachers freedom in their operations, within reason. 
Aizawa-San has done this in the past with good success. I will 
concede, however, that the consistency of it has been a little too 
heavy handed." 


Nezdu the Mink smiles. "So allow me to offer an olive branch that 
would remedy your concerns and lessen his intent. Simply as a way 
for you to work out how you handle education, I will have you teach 
them the basics of science while also applying your usual idea of 'Evil' 
in the classroom. And in doing so, they will also learn from the other 
teachers additional classes as they would have otherwise, simply 
more Heroics instead of general education, and keep them in the 
Course by the end." 


You think about it. Then think some more. 
"Am I allowed to make traps in the classroom?" 
"Traps?" 


"You know, rope traps, sticky traps, things to hold people down so I 
can monologue safely? Traps!" 


".,.I think this is the start of a beautiful work relationship." 
"Can I be excused?" 


"Sure thing, detective. Stay safe!" 


"So let me get this straight. What you want me to do is act as an 
alternative option to the students being shoved out of 'Heroics', putting 
them through a gauntlet of traps and teaching while figuring out the 
best balance between Trap, Monologue, Hero-Villain Interaction, and 
Lesson Practice?" 


"That's correct." 


"And I have about two months to do so?" 


"Yes," 


"And I will have access to a budget, a Student Lab, and Personal Lab, 
and a proper library of information?" 


"That's right." 


"And you'd want me to help with projects around the school, be they 
for students or for the campus?" 


He nods, sipping his tea. 


",,.Am I allowed to set additional class rules? And maybe get a 
primer on how superpowers work here?" 


"Sure, just run them by me first! And it's Quirk in this world, Dr. 
Doof." 


"No power... er, Quirk use in class is the first rule!" 

"Oh? That would normally be enforced, but you mean for the traps?" 
"That's right!" 

"Why, out of curiosity?" 


"Because what good is it if you can only beat a trap with a copout? 
Traps should be bested by the mind, not Quirks! If a Platypus can do 
it, so can a bunch of highschoolers!" 


"I agree with your reasoning!" 
",..I think that's the only additional rule I can think of." 


"Then, do you agree to work here for these two months as a test-bed 
for your viability as a teacher?" 


"Depends... What happens if I say no?" 


"Well, I don't actually know! You're a bit of a first, so it's hard to do 
anything to you besides kick you out." 


HMMMMMMM — Voting closed — 38 voters 


Sure! (Doofenschmirtz Vs. 1-A's *% 26/36 
Desperate Few) 
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You spend time on a fresh Inator! * 13/17 
—You-haveto-start-werking-on-the———______—\—#19/27- 
Return-To-Dimension Inator! 

..The Return Dimension Inator? 

The Recall Dimension Inator? Eh, 

name it later! 

loud Enelisl ker} 7 

your apartment! He has a 

microphone and indoor sunglasses 

for some reason. 


back! And brought a_ friend, 

someone named Ms. Joke. What, 

she was so funny her name too 

was a joke? 

For-the-fi ee : 48/34 
this Aizawa person. Here's hoping 

it goes well! 
—Prineipal—Nezdu—wants—yeu—te—_———————23738- 
figure out if you can stop any 

other, well, 'Warping Technology’ 

like yours. 
—Fhe—Rejuven-Inator—needs—more-———_———28/47- 
work! 

Apparently someone called Power 

Loader will be there to help 

familiarize you. Psh, like you need 

help! 


.. You feel a little bad for giving * 17/26 
that Detective such a bad time. 

You try to make something for the 

principal to give him as an 

apology! 

you've been a little glued to 

reading about them with some 

help! 


After everything was handled, you and Nezdu had a nice lunch in the 
cafeteria before you split apart and you went to sleep early. He 
wanted you to 'be up bright and early' for getting into your lab, and 
you really wanted that lab so who were you to say no? 


You follow your usual sleeping ritual of texting your daughter good 
night (even though she can't receive the texts now you're not 
stopping) and cursing Perry the Platypus before laying back and 
going right out of it. 


The next morning had someone knocking at your door when you 
were freshening up; the principal was kind enough to provide some 
extra clothes so you could get the current ones washed, and man do 
you feel cleaner for it! 


"Coming, coming!" 


You reach the door, and open it up to find the principal with... a 
shirtless man wearing fingerless gloves, stubs on his fingers, and an 
excavator claw on his head. 
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",,.What's with the getup?" 
"It's my costume..?" 


"Uhuh, without a shirt?" 


"I work in a lab full of heat and I'm normally alone when I'm not 
teaching." 


You blink. "You teach shirtless?" 
"And?" 


"Wait, wait wait wait. I thought they don't teach Science! What are 
you teaching?!" 


"I'm afraid it's slightly more complicated. I can talk while we walk, if 
that's easier for you?" 


"Sure, that works for me!" 


"So there's a Support Course that learns business and STEM, but not 
the Hero Course?" 


"There's also a General Studies course, but those are taught by 
licensed teachers much like the Support course." 


Power Loader, as he was apparently called, nodded in agreement. 
"I've been licensed to teach for about twelve years, and take my job 
seriously." 


"Hmm..." 
"Something come to mind, Dr. Doof?" 


"Yeah... I was wondering, if you're teaching Support, and you have a 
Lab, does that mean you also invent?" 


"Yes. I and all of my students that go through my class work on some 
kind of invention, even if some variant of it already exists. Simply 
getting their creativity flowing is important for a young Support 
Student." 


Nezdu interrupts before you can ask the question. "His major is 
Industrial Engineering with a minor in Computer Science. He's also 
licensed in Costume Development atop his other accomplishments." 


"Is that so..? Well, I'm not sure if I'll ever use a costume, but hey it 
could be useful for a Dramatic Reveal!" 


",,.My work isn't just toys to be played with." 


"Oh, I know, trust me. My Inators can be pretty dangerous when I 
design them, it's why I always put a self-destruct on them!" 


"You place Self-Destructs on all of your Inators, Dr. Doof?" 


",,.Well, not all of them. The Rejuven-Intaor doesn't have one, but it 
can only run so long before it stops working anyway! Lightbulbs, am 
I right?" 


"I have no idea if you're right. Power Loader?" 
"Planned obsolescence is a genuine issue, so I agree with Doof-San." 


"Ah, Humanity." 


The lab... has just about everything you need! Except for two, teensy 
little things. 


"What do you need Paint and an Electromagnet for?" 
"To help lift things up when I need to work under them, of course!" 


"There's a pulley lift right there.And I don't believe paint will help 
with that." 


"No no no, I'm going to be using that to paint the place the right 
colors before I build Norm 2. I'll need an Electromagnet to develop a 
lift for when I'm busy with that, and for my bigger projects!" 


"It's in your budget, so we can get it for you!" 


Power Loader rubs his helmet with a hand. "Of all the things... Fine, 
I'll have it ordered. Just be careful with the magnet, last time anyone 
ordered one the entire place had to be rebuilt from the top down." 


"Will do!" 


"Out of curiosity, Dr. Doof. You said 'Norm 2'. Was Norm the unpaid 
robot you talked about before?" 


"That's right, Norm did his job well and did it without a cent!" 


"We have robots here. Perhaps you would like to start from the base 
of a robot with built-in articulation that could then be enhanced by 
your touches rather than working from scrap?" 


Lab at hand, +20 to All Inator/Project Creation! — Voting closed 
— 25 voters 
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"Eh... Thanks for the offer, but Norm was the first robot I ever made, 
and despite his lack of payment it was made well and with my 
designs in mind. I'll make the new Norm with the same principles, 
but probably a different personality. And a different power source..." 
It would probably be insensitive to mention the use of squirrel power, 


so you don't. 


Power Loader nods at your idea. "I can understand inventors wanting 
their work to be wholly theirs." 


"I hope you can focus on it on your offtime, then!" 
"Oh I intend to! That and a few other things." 


Nedzu only smiles wider. "It's good to see you so productive already, 
Dr. Doof. But I would like you to know that you'll be teaching the 
kids starting the day after tomorrow." 


"Two days?!" 


"That's right. I started with leading you to your new lab because I 
wanted you to be properly situated before taking you to the 
laboratory class you will be teaching in. I have already prepared a list 
of profiles for you to sift through to try and understand the students 
you'll be working with. It will be a smaller class, though, so don't 
worry too much!" 


"Alright... But could we get breakfast first? I'm pretty hungry." 


"Keep me out of it. I have finals to grade." The shirtless Power Loader 
waves and walks out. 


Nezdu just shakes his head. "He likes to be isolated is all, he means 
well!" 


"Huh. You know, my daughter gets like that sometimes." 
"You have a daughter?" 


"And an ex wife. We're on good terms, though! But being here... 
They've gotta be worried sick! Or sorta worried, Vanessa will be at 
least. I usually text her good night, and now that I'm here I can't 
really do that. If she didn't go check on me or tell her mother I'd be 
disappointed in me for not teaching her about missing persons well 
enough!" 


"You sound like a good father, Dr. Doof." 


"You really think so?!" 
He nods. "Yes." 


That's the nicest thing he's ever said to you! You've known him for 
two days, but Nezdu the Mink is by far the best non-human mammal 
you know! 
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Of the Twenty Students in 1-A, only Eight have chosen to take 
the Remedial Challenge in place of Expulsion. 


For the Remedial 1-A... — Voting closed — 49 voters 
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2nd 1 -> New Ist pos, 2. 
2nd 4 -> New 4th pos, 10. 


1 - Misaka Mikoto, Electromagnetism Quirk, Powerful but 
Fighter and Rulebreaker 

2 - Olivia White, Smoke Body, Introverted but Well Learnt 

3 - Eve Namida, 'Live Hair', Extroverted and ignores Personal 
Space 

4 - Hajime Ogawa, Vector-Limb Rotation, Rulebreaker but 
Willing 


5 - Dokuzo Naomi, Toxin Secretion, Unwilling to break social 
shell 

6 - Yasuo Yano, Sensory Control, Hardheaded and Dimwitted 

7 - Yuu Gozen, Silent Body, Near-Mute and ignores Personal 
Space 

8 - Kenji Nojima, Camouflage, Nervous and Struggles with Focus 
9 - Yuka Iguchi, Snow Leopard, Tired and Hard to Motivate 

10 - Kana Ichinose, Enviro-Control, Arrogant and 'Deserving' 

11 - Sakamoto Maaya, Skin Tear, Twitchy and needs Lotion 

12 - Horie Kazuma, Psychokinesis, Domineering but Upstanding 
13 - Goya Kaori, Fire Hive, Standoffish 

14 - Midni-GET OUT. 

14 - Yasu Afuru, Limited Conductive Control, Studious but 
Uncooperative 


A happy breakfast with Principal Nezdu goes by like a montage, 
ending far too quickly but with an odd sense of time passing! 


After that, he leads you to a classroom that was... currently empty of 
students, but with a front desk with a pile of folders. Pretty big door 
though! "If you need anything, you can use the wired phone in the 
desk." 

"Wait, in the desk? Why not just on top of the desk?" 

"Because people never expect the hidden wired phone." 

"Oh, fair." 

"Anything before I go?" 

You shake your head. "I don't think so." 


"Then I'll be off!" And like that, Nezdu the Mink walked out the door. 


"O...kay, let's see what we have here..." 


You open the first file. "Misaka Mikoto. She can-" You gasp. "Control 
of localized Electromagnetic Fields?! That's pretty neat! Not from the 
local prefecture, yada yada yada... Good test grades but usually 
unwilling to work with other students, competitive streak, likes to 
yell." 


There's an additional note on the information, aside from all of that. 
It's in different handwriting. "Tendency to get physical... oh boy. 
Sounds like she needs something to focus all that pent-up angst on. 
What else? Chestnut hair and eyes, wears a hairpin and refuses to 
take it off, not the most physically-why is that one written here? Like, 
how is that supposed to help me teach? Whatever, next!" 


You open the next file. "Olivia White, a European transfer? That's 
interesting, this school has a transfer program? Quirk makes her 
body... smoke... huh. That sounds like it sucks honestly, like imagine 
the tactile feedback." You shiver at the thought. "Has a body to help 
with that, oh good for her! She can still use her smoke body through 
vents in there, too. That's not so bad after all! Bilingual and a fan of 
literature in general, she's... prone to keeping to herself and tune out 
her surroundings." You scratch your chin. "Maybe that's something 
tied to her quirk? That or she's just introverted. Nothing wrong with 
that though, sometimes people just need their space!" 


The additional note just has ‘lack of awareness'. How's that supposed 
to help? 


"Alright, the third... Hajime Ogawa. Can rotate his body along 
vectors. How does that work? Is he the reference point, or is it 
another reference point like the environment? Where does the 
rotational energy come from? Just how fast can he-" You cut yourself 
off. "I should look into that later. Right now I should juuuust read. 
Ahem! He has issues with Authority but not a terrible student, C- 
average isn't terrible because Cs get degrees but he got into this 
school with higher scores and that's definitely weird. At least is says 
that... Lack of motivation to go above and beyond, huh? I can relate. 
Short, black hair and blue eyes, strong jawline." 


You look at the note and frown. "Delinquent. Wow, are all of these 
notes gonna be unhelpful? Talk about nothing good to say!" 


You grab the fourth. "Yasuo Yoano. He can put any of his senses into 
overdrive or numb them. Hey, that sounds pretty useful! Imagine 
never needing hearing aids or glasses for your life, or making it so 
you can't smell something terrible. On the other hand... issues with 
education, and several notes of... physical therapy? Oh boy, for 
what? Hopefully it was just stretches or something." 


The notes' actually helpful! "...'Trouble keeping up with studies, 
possibly from missing education when younger.’ Wha-why isn't that in 
the main folder? That's pretty important!" 


The fifth file is... larger. "Yuu Gozen. Her quirk allows her to absorb 
kinetic energy from sound into her skin, making her extremely quiet. 
Oh man, does that make it easier for her to hear?" You rub your ears 
on instinct. "Sensitive hearing is hard to deal with. Let's see... was 
considered mute for a while, just very quiet and doesn't talk much. 
Bullied-oh come on, she's just quiet, that's no way to treat a kid who's 
done nothing wrong! Man, can kids be cruel." 


The note makes you pause, then reread it. 


'The energy absorbed by Yuu dissipates through her body and can 
leave it sore, causing tendency for numbness. Scars on hands and 
arms related to that. Vibrates in place at times. Covers head and 
cowers when startled. Always looks teachers in the eye. Defiant, just 
going through the motions instead of putting effort in. 


You write your own note, and for once you don't voice your thoughts. 
‘Request therapy? Maybe? Cowering when startled is a sign of abuse or 
serious bullying, I'd know! She might also be autistic, but I'd have to meet 
her first. Scars will need to be checked, that doesn't line up with just 


we 


"absorbing energy and getting sore skin". 


You start on the next one with a frown. 


"Kenji Nojima, can go invisible and partly intangible when staying 
still long enough. What, like Alice in Wonderlan-oh wow yeah, he's 
even got cat ears and a tail. Wait, how does that work? Why the tail 
and ears? That doesn't seem helpful, like, at all to the power. What 
are the rules?" You pinch yourself, yelping. "Focus, Doofenschmirtz! 
That's for tonight. Okay, he's nervous most the time and has issues of 
both having people trample over him and the ability to keep focus... 
That sounds pretty bad, but also like Attention Deficiency. Nothing 
on medication here, though. Huh." 


The note's the usual unhelpful comment. "Why do I need to know that 
he can't handle fighting? I can barely go toe to toe against a highly 
trained spy platypus!" 


The next one has the note first. "Arrogant and major god complex, 
self-deserving?" 


You nearly get into reading when the door opens. You snap your 
head up to see Midnight in more casual clothes (And glasses. Does 
she have eyesight problems?) 


with... 


"Oh wow, you really look like an evil pharmacist stereotype. Hah!" 


"Well I appreciate the Evil half but I'm not a pharmacist! So many 
people make the mistake, but I've never made any medicine!" 


"Sounds like a tough pill to swallow!" She's smiling wide and you're 


not sure if she just made a joke. 


Midnight walks towards you with your labcoat, and it was cleaned! "I 
said I'd have it drycleaned, here." 


You take it with a smile, putting on your familiar coat with a smile. 
"Thanks!" 


"No problem. I was told you'd be in here by Principal Nezdu and-" 
"-And she told me all about you, so I came over to check you out!" 
"Huh? Check me out? I'm not exactly check out material, lady." 


"Not with that attitude, you're not! Now come on, tell me about 
yourself!" 


",,.Who are you?" 


"You don't know who I am?! Oh, my heart can't take such rejection!" 
She swoons to one of the desks. "Woe is me, to be denied my own 
identity!" 


Midnight rolls her eyes. "She's Ms. Joke." 


"So the tough pill-oh I get it!" You clap. It's rare to find someone with 
sensibilities of Style! "That's classy!" 


She jumps back to her feet and bows. "Thank you, thank you! I'll be 
here for about five minutes!" 


"Oh. Well, what are you spending them here for?" 


"What else, you! You're new here and Nemuri couldn't stop 
complaining about something that happened between you two. Not 
only that, she dressed up for you!" 


"Wait, wait wait wait. That's a bit of a misunderstanding! I just found 
her teaching in a dominatrix outfit to be a little unsuitable for 
students!" 


"PFFT, HAHAHAHAHAH-!" 


Midnight (Or can you call her Nemuri?) looks pretty bitter. "I'm never 
gonna live this down." 


"I mean, am I wrong?" 


"I-it's not-that's-ugh!" She covers her face and walks out, leaving you 
with the still-laughing Ms. Joke. 


You're not sure if that much laughter is healthy. — Voting closed — 
48 voters 
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"Uhhh... should there be a laughtrack or something? A camera I 
should be looking into?" You look around in confusion. "Is-is this a 
bit, a routine or something? I mean you're Ms. Joke-" 


She's laughing even harder and you're running out of ideas. 
Nervously, you get out of your seat and come over to check on her. 
"Okay maybe not then, maybe you just like to laugh. I mean, I get 
that, sometimes I laugh maniacally when a scheme comes to fruition. 
Or when I'm planning. Sometimes just before it succeeds! Then fails 
because of Perry the Platypus. Point is I get laughing, but this is a little 
much." 


Ms. Joke finally starts to calm down, seeing you peering down at her. 
"Haaah... hahahahahahahah, Oh my god I haven't laughed so hard at 
anything in a while! Thanks for that." 


"No problem? I wasn't really trying to..." 


She winces, standing straight from her doubled-over position. "Hah, 
hit a girl where it hurts why don't you?" 


"What?! No, I'm an Evil-Petty Scientist but I'm not going to hit 
anyone! With exception, hitting is a sometimes thing based on 
context. Like during a dramatic fight!" 


The jokester (Hah!) nods to herself, cupping her chin. "So you do 
dramatic stuff instead of puns, I can work with that!" 


"I'd have my Appropriate Sound Effect Inator on hand if this was one 
my bits, but unfortunately I left it back home. ...Gonna have to make 
a new one, now that I think about it?" 


"Inator? What, like machines that do things?" 


"Sorta! They usually fire a laser beam to make them do those things, 


have a big reticle and everything. Style and substance are important 
to any well-made Inator, you know?" 


"You... Pffft, hahahahah! You're a literal Evil Scientist! Oh my god 
that's great!" 


"Why thank you, I really try! Principal Nezdu said I wasn't really 
'Evil', just misunderstood, but I'm sure I'm Evil!" 


"Wow. You're going to be teaching here, then?" 


"That's right!" Your smile falters. "I'm... not too sure if I'll do a good 
job. Are you a teacher here too?" 


"Not here, for another school. But I come by here sometimes. Why?" 


"Well, I'd like some second opinions." Returning to the desk, you grab 
the folders you read through so far. "You see, some of them seem like 
they're giving some pretty big red flags and I don't know if they're 
getting the help they need. I'm supposed to teach a 'remedial' class 
but I don't think I can remedy what I need to without making sure 
they get the help they need. I might be projecting though..." 


",,.80 you wanted to hear someone else agree or disagree. Okay, 
leave it to me!" 


You share the first folder. "First one seems like she just has a problem 
with authority, but where that comes from I have no idea." 


Ms. Joke nods in agreement. "That seems about right. Next?" 


"They seem to get lost in their world, but I can't tell if that's 
imagination or maybe something to do with her Quirk, or that's she's 
introverted." 


"It's probably the latter but masked as the former." 


You frown. "People hide their problems? Why? You can't get 
understanding if you don't share your problems for people to know." 


She shrugs. "Because society has some pretty twisted standards..?" 
"Ah, I'm Dr. Doofenschmirtz, but Dr. Doof is fine." 
"Got it!" 


"Next guy seems to lack motivation, but I have no idea if there's 
something else going on there." 


"I can tell why. Aizawa-San isn't the best teacher, in fact he's pretty 
crap at it." 


"Hey, no swearing in the classroom!" 

"Sorry!" 

"And why is he teaching if he's so bad at it?" 
"You'd have to ask him or Principal Nezu directly." 
"Nezu? There's a second principal?" 

"Pffft! No, silly, just saying his name differently." 


"Oh. Well... next one is someone going through physical therapy, or 
at least had gone through it. I have no idea who or for what though, 
because there's again nothing written down about it!" 


"You'd probably have to see if there is anything else publicly available 
for that. Medical records aren't easy to access, after all." 


"That's true." You take a deep breath. "Okay! Next one I want you to 
go over before I say anything, see what you catch and compare 
notes." 


She raises a brow. "You don't want to say anything first?" 
"I might be projecting about this one, so..." 
Ms. Joke nods and begins to read. 


Then pauses, goas back to the top, and reads it again. 


"What the Hell, Aizawa?!" 
"Language!" 


She winces. "Sorry, sorry. But that's a textbook red flag! How hasn't 
he said or done anything?" 


"I agree there's a Red Flag, but for what?" 


She goes back to the papers. "At least for self harm. The description 
of sores would result in bruises, not cut scars. And if they were from 
the Quirk, they should show up everywhere, not just on the arms. 
The bullying explains the fetal position defense, but odds are she 
won't go to therapy. I'm... not qualified or educated enough to say 
anything about being quiet or constant eye contact." 


"Well, that confirms at least one thing we agree on. I think she might 
be, well, autistic, but I can't say for sure without meeting her and 
maybe asking her some questions." You scratch the side of your face. 
"I've never really taught anyone like that before, but I've learned 
around common signs in college and in some psychology classes. 
I'm... huh. I'm really out of my element here, you know that?" 


"Tl say... Do you mind if I take a picture of this?" 
"Oh, sure, but why?" 


"I'm gonna see if I can't dig something up on my end, see if I can't 
lend you a helping hand." 


"Oh wow, you'd do that for me? That's so nice!" 


Ms. Joke smiles wide. "It's what any teacher would do for their 
fellow!" 


You let her hold onto it while you grab the next file. "Aaaand there! 
Okay, who's next?" 


"A kid with what I think is some kind of attention deficiency. I'm not 
really sure though..." 


She blinks at the profile. "I think it's secondary Quirk genetics." 


That's... what? "Huh? What's that?" 


"Basically, when humans have mutation quirks, like ones with animal 
traits, it causes them to have some parts of the animal in question. In 
his case, he probably has a parent with a cat quirk of some kind, 
which caused some of them to be passed down to him." 


"Ouch. So that's basically hard-wired into the genetics?" 
She nods. "Scientists have been pretty stuck on that." 


"I see... I, uh, haven't actually gone over the last ones, do you want to 
go over them with me?" 


"Sure!" 


"Next one. Kana Ichinose, noted by... you said it was Aizawa's 
handwriting, to have a God Complex?" 


"Of all the hypocritical things..!" She scoots beside you while reading 
the profile information. "Environmental Control via temperature 
manipulation. Came through via the Recommended Students 
program, ugh." 


"Recommended? What, like a scholarship?" 


"I wish. It's basically a ticket in for influential families or those with 
powerful quirks. She's both, a niece of the deceased Hero Couple, 
Water Hose." 


"Water Hose? What, are there no Fire Fighters?" 
The look on her face makes you wince. "Too far, sorry." 


"It was... recent. Probably messed with her too, made her pride flare 
because she felt she had to get ahead like this." 


"Sheesh, that's a lot of responsibility to just shove on a teenager, isn't 
it?" 


Ms. Joke nods, frowning. "It is, but there's unfortunately nothing we 
can do. It's a societal issue, something we can't change." 


That annoys you on a level you can't put to words. "Of course we can 
bring change! We're adults, and as adults we have the power to cause 
change!" 


"We can only do so much as Heroes, Dr. Doof." 
",,.It's a good thing I'm an Evil Scientist, then!" 


There's a beat of awkward silence before you clear your throat. "A- 
anyway, Goya Kaori, with... a flaming skull for a head. Huh. Absorbs 
heat and can spew it back out, doesn't handle cold well. Has a 
tendency to keep away from group work and cooperation in 
general... no bullying, but there's nothing about having any 
connections either. Maybe she just needs someone to coax her out of 
her shell?" 


The awkward air slowly flits away. "...Maybe." 


"Well, uh. I think that's that. I'm gonna have to do some study on 
quirks to make sure what I know and what I can do for them, and 
also maybe talk to the principal for some of them to get checked out 
for their health, maybe make myself an appointment-that's for later, 
not now. I think that's everything." 


"Have you... met the U.A. Therapist?" 
"There's a therapist here?!" 
"Wow, you really don't know. Have you been living under a rock?" 


"No, but I haven't actually been in japan until about three days ago. 
Until then, I was in the States." 


"Oh, you're American! That explains it." 
"I mean, sure, I guess so?" 


You're very confused, but you also had a lot to get done, so confusion 
would be Future Doofenshmirtz's problem! 
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You thanked Ms. Joke for her time, got a whoopie-cushion 
handshake, and just... sat for a bit in that classroom, thinking about 
where to start. 


You had a phone right there, so you could just ask the principal for 
help. But he's the principal, he has to be busy with all sorts of things! 


So instead, you go to your personal lab, carrying all of these files 
with you, put them down and start looking into every last thing you 
can about Quirks. 


First you drag over a whiteboard and whatever markers were 
available, then turn on the projector. 


A grin splits across your face. You haven't had the chance to do 
something like this in a long time! The last time was when you were 
trying to make that space ship, but you were stuck with working with 
the bathroom whiteboard on that scheme. 


This time you have a bigger and more expensive whiteboard to fill 
with your ideas! 


~- |_|. /-\.-~ 


Power Loader looks to the notification of one of the private labs 
being in use. What's that psycho doing now? 


He considers going to check on him, but after considering the odds of 
a headache that he didn't want, he shrugs it off. "Not my problem. 
Nezu wants him, and he's old enough to know to behave. Whatever 
happens, happens." 


Focusing on the lines of code in front of him, he sifts through one of 
the new robotics projects from a recommended student, one 'Hatsune 
Mei’, and the underlined 'prone to explosive work. 


"I'm going to have enough on my hands as is." 


stl [eye 


You've managed to puzzle out some of the Quirked Genome. 


It's not human, not quite. There's more chromosomes, completely 
independent of the ordinary Double-Helix pattern. It's a Quadruple 
Helix, and much like the jump from cartoons and 2D to the horrible 
3D CGI animation most shows use now, changing the Dimensions is 
pretty difficult! 


Fortunately, this isn't the first time you've changed Dimensions, you 
did that a few days ago! 


Also, it's closer to 1D to 3D given there's three sets instead of one, but 
that's just semantics. Besides, it stops working as way to curse the 
animation industry! Seriously, those animators need higher salaries. 
You'd know, you went for Fine Arts and lost to a Baking Soda 
Volcano! The how still eludes you to this day... 


Wait, oh drat. You forgot to call Principal Nezdu about the students! 


You quickly grab the landline and punch the number for his office. 
"Principal Nezu Speaking." 


"Oh hey, principal! I have some... concerns. Could I talk to you in 
person for a little while?" 


"Certainly! I hope it isn't too serious. Where would you like to talk, Dr. 
Doof?" 


You look to the incomplete state of your work. "Maybe in my lab. I'm 
in the middle of working something out and the topic slipped my 
mind, but if I leave I might lose track of what I'm doing. You know 
how it is." 


"Ill be honest that I don't, but I'm sorry you have to deal with Human 
limitations. I'll be there shortly!" 


...This place needs to be at least a little more presentable. Principal 
Nezdu is your boss technically, so if you're too messy it might leave a 
bad impression. 


The first things the principal saw was a set of whiteboards filled with 
details on what looked for be genetic data. "Ah, Principal Nezdu! 
Good to see you, have a seat!" 


He doesn't ask anything about that, not yet, and just smiles and sits 
down on one of the seats with a view of the full table. "Well I was 
requested, so of course I would come to see you! You said you had 
some concerns about the current students?" 


"Yeah, about that..." Dr. Doofenshmirtz clears his throat, then sets 
only a few of the files onto the table beside him. "Some of these kids 
need therapy. Like, more therapy than I need. Mostly because I've 
already settled a lot of my deep-seated issues by working them out 
through Perry the Platypus and the therapist I used to go to, but 
really, these kids need to talk to somebody." 


Nezu hums in thought. "Would you mind running by who and why?" 


"Oh sure thing. So, first off, there's two that definitely need it. Yuu 
Gozen, and Kana Ichinose. Based on these notes, Yuu has not only 
shown signs of abuse from the school system, but also signs of both 
self harm." 


He cocks his head. "Self harm, you say? You must be referring to the 
marks on her arms." The mammal was familiar with the injuries, but 
he was assured they weren't from anything to be concerned about 
from her parents. 


"The... scars, yes. Don't you think that's a little odd?" 


"Why would I? The parents had told me she was in good mental 
health, so I would assume this is something of the past that's simply 
not faded away!" 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz looks unconvinced. "I-I don't know about that. 
Mental health is a very complicated thing, even for me. I think she 
needs help and she hasn't been getting it." 


"Hmm... How about this?" He raises a finger in the air. "After you 
meet them, every student that you think needs mental help you talk 
to Hound Dog about, perhaps bringing up your own concerns 
alongside. He's a licensed therapist and counsellor for the students 
and staff, but usually just gets the former. If he agrees, then I'll see 
about getting them whatever help they need." 


The 'Evil' scientist thinks with a burrowed frow before nodding with a 
smile. "That sounds like a good idea! He could make sure I'm not 
projecting too!" 


He believes himself to be projecting when it comes to mental disorders and 
problems. Does he truly see himself as so little? I believe the correct 
response would be positive reinforcement. "You're a good person, Dr. 
Doof." 


"What? No, I told you already, I'm Evil! Evil!" 


"Not in the context of this world, Dr. Doof. Here, you've been nothing 
but considerate and thoughtful. Perhaps where you were, whatever 
actions you had partaken in were Evil. Not here." 


".,.Huh. That's still weird to think about it, isn't it?" 


"Probably!" He points to the board. "But I believe this is certainly 
taking the cake! Would you mind explaining what you've begun to 
work on?" 


"Oh, that?" The scientist taps the genetic diagram he drew, quite 
beautifully, and starts with a smile. "Well, after seeing so much about 
quirks and the fact they're really confusing, I decided to figure them 
out!" 


"To figure them out." He wants tea. Desperately. 


"Yeah! So I pulled up what I'd done already on genetics, compared 
what I know about chromosomal structures and did some digging. 
This here's the DNA model you should be working with, at least if 
we're assuming stability and nobody actually dying of freak genetic 
accidents. It explains the crazy variety though, just a really complex 
genome!" 


He's... "You're mapping the Quirked Human Genome? From scratch?" 


"Uh, duh? I don't exactly have much help here, the only scientist that 
ever tried doing it this way was laughed out!" He squints at one of the 
monitors in the corner. "Dr. Ujiko Daruma was his name it looks like, 
but he was a real nut. He tried to say they were getting too strong for 
the body to handle. That just seems like the human body adjusting to 
the genetic shift!" 


"I see! Could I have a moment to step outside? I would like to grab 
myself a cup of tea fairly quickly." 


"Oh sure! I'm gonna get back to this, I'll see if I can send you a 
finished report to help with later students!" 


Nezu takes a step out, closes the door behind him, and checks for 
anyone nearby. When he sees nobody in sight... 


Inhales 


Nezdu the Mink was back about 20 minutes later with two cups of 
tea and a pot. Aw, how nice, he made you a cup too! "How goes it, 
Dr. Doof?" 


"I think it's going great, principal Nezdu! Just trying to work some 
things out here..." 


"Work some things out, you say?" He sips from his tea. "What in 
particular is troubling you?" 


"Well... the whole ‘Quirk Factor' thing. I get it's in the bloodstream, at 
least by these papers, and that it's accurate, but how can you just up 
and define power? Like, what's the difference between flight and 
super strength, or x-ray vision or spider powers? How can some of 
these be considered low or high Quirk Factor?" 


"That is a good question. Do you think you have a solution?" 


You think about it, then snap your finger as it hits you. "I GOT IT! 
Okay, so, you know how birds have like a completely different 
genetic design?" 


"I do not, but assume I do!" 
",,.. could just, you know, explain it?" 
He gestures for you to continue. "If you think it would help!" 


"I do! Long story short, we used to have a hard time figuring out the 
genetics of birds, because they were in a completely different setup 
than a human's genes! This made it really annoying to figure out the 
traits in chickens, because you couldn't use a blood sample! No, you 
had to do it the hard way!" 


"And you believe this is the mistake humanity has made?" 


"Not just that! I think that the measure of Quirk Factor is actually 
following all of the DNA, but nobody has made the connection!" 


You pause your ranting to sip from the tea offered to you. Lemon 
Ginger, very good! "You believe Dr. Ujiko Daruma is correct?" 


"Correct? Eh... mostly. The idea of genetics being 'too much' for the 
body makes no sense, after all. Unless we're all mutants and going to 
die from it, but that doesn't make much sense! On the other hand, he 
was definitely right about the changes to the DNA! He never made a 
way to read it though..." 


"Could the Quirk Factor test be the first step to reverse-engineer a 


process to understand the Genome's specifics?" 


You consider it. "Eh, could be! But it might be better to start with me 
trying to piece together what I can here, though. And maybe some 
blood samples? Volunteers would be good." 


"One of our professors often donates blood. I can ask him for a 
sample?" 


"Oh good! Maybe get some variety though, data's important!" 
Nezdu nods behind his tea, smiling wide. "I agree!" 


You check the time, then look to the mink. "I think I'm going to start 
on working out more of the genome now. It's... going to be pretty 
boring here though." 


"Ah, I understand. If you need anything, then do let me know. Keep 
me posted, Dr. Doof!" 


He left with his cup, but left you the pot. How nice! 


Doofenschmirtz is partly done with a General Quirked Human 
Genome! 


...You don't rest well because you fell asleep in the lab. 


Really, what you did was spend an hour working on the Genome, 
remember you needed to hook up some traps in the classroom, then 
panic and head on over there to install them all... 


You decide to install it on all the seats rather than removing any, 
because you had no idea where storage was. After that, you took your 
tools and scraps and brought them back to the lab and just kept on 
with the QUIRK GENOME THEORY... Inator. 


Look it's not an Inator, but you'll use an Inator to PRESENT it so 
technically it counts! 


The morning is spent by you panicking, using the in-built lab 


showers, then rushing for a coffee from the cafeteria (Lunch Rush has 
warmed up to you, finally! He even made you a quick bratwurst 
breakfast!) before getting back to that classroom. 


You had about 20 minutes before-"ah." 
It was close, but you didn't shout. 


",..sorry." The first of your students was in class quite early, it 
seemed! Long, bleach-blonde hair and blue eyes. Long sleeves covering the 
arms. Yuu Gozen, based on the profile image! 


"No, no, it's alright. You just startled me is all." You kept eye contact 
with a smile. 


She doesn't say anything else, just staring back for a time before 
nodding softly, pulling out her notebook and a pen. 


You take the silence to write onto the whiteboard. 


DOOF 101: SCIENCE AND HYPOTHESIS TESTING 


Notice: No Quirk Use in class, unless it is medically necessary or 
uncontrollable. If so, please let me know! :) 


Some of the other students start to file in and you start to feel 
pretty... nervous. You've never really done this before, like sure it's 
like monologuing but it feels a lot more complicated! What if you do 
it wrong? What if you can't teach?! 


You glance at the clock as some of the other students talk to each 
other, seeing the clock hands get closer to start time. 


"Haah? Who're you?" The chestnut-haired and eyed girl looks to you 


with a glare. "You're not a hero. You're a damn labby!" Misaka Mikoto. 
Electromagnetic Field Manipulation. 


One of the other students comes up. "Ah... Misaka, maybe you should 
just sit down instead of antagonizing our professor?" 


You're mostly surprised she'd do it, not really intimidated. She's just a 
teenager, like Vanessa when she was younger! Meaner, but you can 
work that out. Oh, and the swearing, that would have to go! "Shut it, 
Yas!" Yasuo Yoano, Self-Sensory Control. 


The girl looks ready to fight, but she instead just snarls and drops 
into her seat at her desk. "Stupid class... stupid different desks..." 


All of the other students take their seats without complaint, most 
sitting perfectly within expectations for the trap lying in wait. Some 
might be a bit uncomfortable, but that's their fault for sitting wrong! 


The clock hits the time, and you clear your throat. "Good morning, 
everyone! My name is Heinz Doofenschmirtz, and I'm... well, the best 
way to describe me is an overseas doctor. And for the next two 
months, I'll be your remedial teacher!" 


"That so? It's your way or the highway, then?" Black hair and cool blue 
eyes; Hajime Ogawa. 


"Ehhh, I'm not like Aizawa. From what I've seen of his notes, he's not 
the kind of teacher I think of when I say 'professional'." 


"Hoh. Those are some strong words to say about another teacher, 
don't you think?" 


"Nnno, he's not qualified to teach. He doesn't even have a degree for 
it!" Not that you have one, but that's not the point, it's a work in 
progress! 


You shake your head. "Anyway, I have some very, very simple rules 
alongside the common courtesies. First, respect your fellow students. 
Some of you may not get along, and that's understandable! I don't get 
along with Midnight on principle, but I'm not plotting some Evil 


Scheme to force her to do something!" Not yet! "You're in this 
together, whether you want to be or not." 


"Second, no Quirk use in class unless you need to or can't stop!" 
"And if we do anyway?" 


You point to the door. "There's a perfectly good exit right there if you 
can't listen, Kana." 


She chokes on her words, and you shake your head. "I'm not asking 
you for a lot, here. Work with me, and I work with you, you know?" 


Silence fills the classroom. "Any questions?" 


No response. "Then let the first class begin!" You press the button in 
your offhand, and smile wide as all of the students gawk at being 
trapped. 


"Today, we cover what I plan to do for these next two months, the 
basics of science, and Hypothesis Testing!" You play the sound clip 
with the button, making use of the speakers for convenient ominous 
noise! 


Quickly, you get to passing around the syllabi you whipped up on the 
counters. "Here, for reading whenever you figure out how to break 
free, or to take home. ...Oh, notice to all students!" You raise a hand. 
"All of my traps will have a solution, just be calm and think it 
through!" 


"What the hell man!?" 


"Hey, language!" You give him the syllabus. 


After you pass out all of the pages, you clear your throat and grab a 
marker. "Okay! As this is the first class, we're going to be talking 
about nothing too serious for the first half, just the Syllabus. Have 
any of you ever had to read one?" 


Olivia White, her white smoky eyes behind her helm, nods. "I-I have 


Doofenshmirtz-Sensei..." 


You give her a nod back before frowning at the rest of the class. Was 
this too much? "Huh. Would have thought more would know... Oh 
well!" Don't focus on it, Heinz, you have to steamroll past it! "For those 
unfamiliar, a Syllabus covers the content of the class, what I will 
grade on, and expectations for one another. At the end is also some 
notes on what I will be talking about for science!" 


After a moment of watching some of the students struggle and others 
seeming... oddly apathetic, you continue on. "This class is DOOF 101, 
or if you want a more descriptive title, Trap Practice and the Basics 
of Science in General Application." 


You click your tongue. "So! firstly, this class will be on each day of 
the week, usually first thing in the morning. Mondays will cover the 
Big Topic for the week, and Wednesdays will be Labs. Anyone who 
isn't in class and seated in time will be locked out of the class, both 
the traps and the lesson for the day. I will also be available out of 
class, usually in my lab near the Staff Offices and Support 
Department, as marked on the syllabus! If you ever need help, go see 
me there and I'll do what I can to make sure your education is 
thorough. Any questions?" 


A few shakes of a head make you smile wider. "Great! So, then there's 
the content I'll be covering each week. For this week, I will be 
teaching you about what Science really is, and the Scientific Method, 
also known as the Hypothesis Test! We will also be covering traps 
and their prevalence in Evil, as well as methods to break out of them 
for the first Lab. Anything?" 


More shakes of the head. "Great, great! I don't want to spoil what will 
be next week's lecture and lab but if you want to read your Syllabus 
and spoil the surprise, you're free to do so! It's on page two. On page 
three is grading and my rules for working together. First, know that 
you will be graded for participation, quizzes, homework, exams, and 
lab effort. But finally, if you get out of any traps early, you'll get extra 
crediiiit!" 


"Uh, Doofen-Doof-" 


"You can just call me Dr. Doof." 
"Dr. Doof-Sensei... how long do we have until it isn't extra credit?" 


"Ehhh... twenty minutes, probably? I'll scale it based on the traps 
used. They'll be themed, after all, and some themes will be tougher to 
break out of than others!" 


"Why can't we use our quirks to break out?!" 


You frown at the girl. Kana Ichinose. Weather Control, in UA through 
Recommended Student Program. Troubled. "Not everything needs a 
Quirk to do. Learning about the world and understanding what you're 
capable of, what anyone is capable of, is pretty darn important, don't 
you think? Lockpicking is usually pretty quiet, and Weather Control 
doesn't really help with that without being pretty loud, right?" 


She's silent. "Think about it! Quirks are powerful and have their uses, 
but if you use it too much it's like using a crutch to walk when you 
don't need it! You'd have a shriveled up and weak leg; sure it might 
work fine for you, but now you have to have to focus on the crutch 
rather than just walking. Also a shriveled leg is just ugly." You raise a 
fist and rap a knuckle against an arm, letting the metal ring out. "I 
can't say I know what it's like for a leg, but I know what it's like for 
arms! Let me tell you, I don't recommend it." 


That gets some disturbed looks. "Any questions?" No response. "Good! 
Then I can get to the big part of today. Does anyone know what 
Science is defined as?" 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


Principal Nedzu was watching from his monitor, sitting alongside an 
annoyed Eraser Head. "I don't see the point of this, Nezu. How are 
any of them going to improve from this? A wackjob from Europe isn't 
enough to make them Hero material, additional remedial classes or 
no." 


"You seem to misunderstand the point of Dr. Doofenshmirtz's 
assistance here, Aizawa-San." He doesn't look away from the mad 


scientist writing away at the board, some of the students still trying 
to break their bonds. The looks on their faces are ones he would 
cherish. 


"And that would be?" 


Nezu sips from his tea, a jasmine blend this time. "When you throw 
someone into a scenario completely unexpected and unprepared for, 
entirely alien to what they had experienced in the past, what do you 
think they would do?" 


"|, .Sink or swim?" 


"Correct! When you're thrown into something completely new and 
something you cannot prepare for, you can only learn to adapt or 
collapse under the pressure. Your heavy-handed approach, combined 
with the stresses of the other classes the students much go through in 
remedials, is the absolute anathema to what Dr. Doofenshmirtz is 
doing here. He is supportive and extremely direct in what he expects 
and desires, he is making himself available for those he teaches, and 
actively has shown himself to dislike the traditional system that 
you've used." Aizawa's frown deepens. "More than that, he has 
staggered them. And when your opponent blinks..." 


A vicious grin covers the rodent's face. "That's when one strikes." 
"I don't like this." 
"Even if it works?" 


Aizawa pauses, brows furrowed deeply. "He's challenging how U.A. 
operates." 


Nezu tilts his head. "And? If we must change, we shall. If that is how 
it has to be, then it will be that way." 


"It's worked fine so far. Trying something untested now, when All 
Might is-" 


"I believe we're in the progress of a solution for that, actually." 


"What?!" 


The principal has returned his gaze to the hidden camera's video. "It's 
not a guaranteed thing. But things have been changing rapidly in 
these past few days. The impossible might be done by the summer, 
maybe sooner. Maybe not at all, but I have faith in what I've seen." 


",..Damnit, Rat." Aizawa stands from his seat, walking out with the 
shake of his head. 


Nezu's smile only widens as he sees one of the students break open 
the metal clamps with the picking of the lock. "I believe only humans 
go to what you call Hell, Aizawa-San. But perhaps I was there 
already." 


The class... went well! You think it did, at least. Nobody was 
screaming, nothing was on fire that shouldn't be (that one girl's head 
is always on fire, that doesn't count!), and some of them managed to 
get out of the traps in time! Yuu and Kenji didn't try to open theirs 
though, wonder why? 


Having it shift from a monologue to an actual two-sided discussion 
was... well it was nice, but you're not sure if you're any good at it. 
You think you were, but really you want a second and maybe a third 
opinion. Who to ask, though? 


Maybe the-"Uh, Dr. Doof Sensei?" 


"Oh, sorry, sorry! I got a little lost in thought there." You press the 
button to let the remaining students go. "Stay safe, I hope your next 
class isn't too hard!" 


As the students filed out the door, you returned to your thoughts. 
You had the rest of the day to yourself, and there was a lot to do. 


Like fix up the Rejuven-Inator! 


The first thing you did was drag it over to your lab, trying (and 
failing) to ignore the stares once you do, then close the door behind 


you and begin disassembly. 
You had a budget, and you were gonna use it! 


First to go was the horrible wiring. Copper worked fine, but it was 
exposed! What kind of crazy person uses exposed wiring?! 


Well, you did, but you were desperate to make an Inator! 


A proper schematic was designed on the backside of the whiteboard, 
hiding away your genetic study for the moment before a realization 
hit. 


You could make use of it once you were done to apply it not only to 
the physical health, but to the quirked DNA! Is there such a thing as 
Quirk damage? 


...It turns out that's sort of a thing. Huh. Not much information on it 
though. Shouldn't it be a big deal if the whole world's so focused on 
quirks? It's like how younger people ignore old people, you can't do 
that because without good social programs the old people ruin 
everything! Yourself included. 


That's one thing you can give Roger credit for; he made some really 
excellent social programs! You were going to steal them when you 
took over of course, just rebrand them as DOOFENSHMIRTZ Social 
Programs, but that's just the principal of the thing. 


The wiring schematic done, you grabbed a welder and got right to it! 


Plating designs were quickly put together, then the paint buckets 
were brought out and the metal given your traditional Green-Purple- 
Grey color scheme. While that dried, you wired up insulated copper 
this time, with the right gauge size instead of the mixed sizes from 
the walls. That should cut down on the power consumption. 


Then you reworked the delivery. 


The bulb was a problem; yes it worked, but it was a stopgap that 
wasn't nearly as effective as a proper dish with a laser beam. Not only 
did it work better though, it looked better too! Properly nefarious, it 
puts lesser Inators to shame! 


... Then you had to wait for the paint to dry. So you went and took a 
lunch break! 


After lunch, you get right back at it and put a new coat of paint, then 
after you see that it's been quite some time since the class ended, send 
the principal an email about your day! You know, like how you think 
things went for class, your thoughts on the students, and your 
progress on making a proper Rejuven-Inator! Oh, and the small 
improvements you've made on the Quirk Genome. That's going to 
take you a couple weeks, you make that much pretty clear. 


He responds with a 'thank you' for the update and a request to come 
and see your progress. You give him a quick ‘Sure thing!’ and get 
back to it. 


The time you have from when you responded until Nezdu the Mink is 
here is enough for you to set up a small demonstration spot. You got 
the tarp ready and everything! "Ah, Principal Nezdu, how 
unexpected! And by unexpected I mean COMPLETELY EXPECTED! 
How have you been?" 


"Quite good, how about yourself?" 


"Good, good! I haven't had this much fun working out a problem, 
scheme, or Inator in a while! It's oddly nice to teach the new 
generation the EEEVIL powers of Science, you know?" 


"Well, I suppose lording over staff and students alike has been rather 
enjoyable, so I can see where your glee comes from!" 


Your smile is wide. "It's so rare to find anyone who gets it! Now, 
remember how I developed the Rejuven-Inator a few days ago in my 
apartment? Well I moved it over here and did some work to fix up 
the insides over the past few hours. Even started the paint job on the 
covers and plating! Look, look, you see them sitting over there?" 


"| do. Hmm... Have you considered a different color scheme?" 


"And ruin my Evil Aesthetic?! Never!" 


Nezdu the Mink stops to think. "What if I find another sufficiently 
Evil-looking color scheme?" 


"Maybe... But then I'd be rebranding from my traditional style!" 
"Dr. Doof, you don't have a brand in this world, remember?" 


"Oh. Right... Huh." You shake that whole thing out of your head, 
grabbing the tarp. "A-anyway! BEHOLD, THE REJUVEN-INATOR! In 
progress!" 


You were smiling wide at Nezdu's own smile. It was rare to have 
someone appreciate the insides of an Inator! "This looks far more 
refined than your prior work. I feel that, perhaps you should share 
this with Power Loader?" 


"Oh, the schematic's on the back of the whiteboard!" 
"Do you mind if I take a photograph to share with him, then?" 
You tilt your head at the smiling mammal. "Uhh, why would I?" 


His smile lowers slightly. "The modern support industry is, shall we 
say... very competitive." 


"What, like they don't share their work?" 

He nods. "That's correct." 

"That's... That's stupid! Who does that?!" 

"Humanity is not prone to making logical decisions, Dr. Doof." 


"No no no, that's not just people being dumb. That's beyond stupid! 
People need one another to create a functional society, and if you 
don't share information and of course things would be harder! No 
wonder things are a mess. Sheesh, and I thought my America had 
issues." You pause. "Well, more LOVEMUFFIN, but that's a whole 
different basket of crazy things. Anyway, back to the Inator!" 


You tap the metal frame, pointing to the two new, properly marked 
red dials. "It can heal just about any burns and bruises, broken bones, 
and even shut wounds or fix internal damage without stitching! You'll 
want to be eating a big meal for that though, otherwise you might 
start to starve. Oh, there's a Cone setting for a weaker effect on a 
group, a Beam setting for a specific person or animal, and of course a 
Self Destruct that causes the Rejuven-Inator to unmake itself and tear 
apart whatever it hits!" 


",,.. know you brought up the previous version not having it. So why 
a Self-Destruct on the newer iteration of a purely helpful device?" 


"In case someone tries to steal it! I can just, y'know, make another." 
"I approve!" 


You're grinning wide. Nobody's ever approved of your Self-Destruct 
setting! "You have no idea what those words mean to me!" 


He nods. "I suppose I don't! But, despite all the work you put into 
this, I do have a favor to ask. I want you to look into something." 


"Huh? What would that be?" 


"You know how you managed to make a portal directly into my 
office? I want to see if there's a way to stop portals from forming on 
Campus. For the students' sakes." 


"I see... I can help with that! I need a day, a fresh whiteboard, and 
some coffee." 


"I can have an espresso sent to your lab first thing in the morning?" 
"Make it breakfast and lunch and you have a deal!" 


You already knew how to deal with most portal stuff, so you're just 
getting free meals delivered. Score! 


You actually go back and sleep in your bedroom, repeating your 
night-time ritual of texting Vanessa good night and cursing your 


Archnemesis Perry the Platypus! 


Then you dream sweet dreams of Inator-building and firing upon the 
Tri-State Area! Though it feels like it's missing something... Eh, it was 
a happy dream regardless, so you can think about it later! 


You wash up in the morning, change your clothes (and leave the 
labcoat, you're not going to be doing any lab or Inator work today 
after all!) then head to your lab. 


The whiteboard you wanted was already there, and on it were the 
times you'd be delivered coffee and the meals they'd give. You 
haven't had a cheeseburger in a while, so you're looking forward to 
it! 


You spend the first hour or so working out how to explain the 
important bits to the principal, then which comparison to make. At 
first you thought about using the cushion comparison, but you 
decided to go for the Chair instead; less room for confusion. 


After that came working out what was practical and what was just 
‘possible’. There's always some crazy solution to really simple 
problems, when really you can just do the obvious thing. Like when 
there's a building in your way, just get rid of it! What, walk around? 
Psh, why waste the time? Then you'd have to walk around the other 
way back too! 


The breakfast break was great, too. Pancakes and eggs with bratwurst 
and bacon! 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 


Power Loader nearly barged into the lab, but stopped himself before 
the door and took a deep breath. 


He had many questions based on the schematic, and Principal Nezu 
informed him he would be busy with a project he gave him, which 
would give plenty opportunity to come to him for a talk. But one of 
the biggest rules of a Lab is to never barge in when people might be 
working. 


After carefully knocking, he waits for Dr. Doof to give a muffled 
‘come in!' before coming inside. 


...what the fuck? 


"Oh Power Loader, how unexpected! And I mean that, I really didn't 
expect to see you today! Do you need something?" 


He slowly walks towards one of the whiteboards. "What... what in 
the world..?" 


"Oh that? That's just something I'm doing on the side. Genome studies 
aren't my strong suit, so it's a work in progress." 


"Work in prog..?! Are you insane? Do you have any idea how much 
this information can do?!" 


He shrugs. He just fucking shrugs. "Eh, it's really not much. They 
should've been focusing more on Biology. This kind of thing is really 
simple if you know the subject, you know? I mean, someone else was 
right and I'm just working off of where they left off." 


Power Loader blinks. "I think I'd have heard, much like the rest of the 
world, if something like the Quirk Genome was being worked on with 
genuine progress." 


"Well that's because the doctor was laughed out. He was right, and 
they just told him he wasn't! There are some lines you don't cross, 
and that? That's one of them!" Dr. Doof walks over, then flips the 
board over to the schematic he was sent, credit to Nezu for that. "But 
whatever, I'm sure you're not here to hear about me complain about 
people not getting credit they deserve. You want to know about the 
Rejuven-Inator! Is... Is that right? I don't actually know, I'm stabbing 
in the dark here." 


After a moment, Power Loader nods. "That's right. I wanted to ask 
about some of the details pertaining to the schematic, mostly in 
relation to the circuit board you developed and the output setup." 


"Ah, of course! Come over here, I can show you!" 


You spent an hour explaining the inside of the Rejuven-Inator before 
your fellow Inventor thanked you for your time and walked right out. 
You'll admit, he's pretty weird, but polite! 


The next few hours had you getting back into the whole ‘how to stop 
teleporting' thing, which man you should probably do this kind of 
thing more often. Or less often. Making Inators is one thing, making 
counters to Inators is mostly alien to you; you just make Self-Destructs 
and be done with it after all! 


But for the sake of your new employer you had to handle this very 
new problem. A problem that you can actually solve! ...Hopefully. 
Maybe. 


A few hours later, your push over the tarp-covered whiteboard to the 
front of the principal's office, then knock at the door. "Principal 
Nezdu, are you there?" 


"Yes, Iam. You can come in!" 


You open up the door and walk in to see Nezdu the Mink with 
another man. 


"Ah. You must be the Scientist that Nezu had mentioned. 
Doofenschmarts, right?" 


"It's Doofenshmirtz!" 


"Ah, apologies." While you're dragging in the whiteboard on wheels, 
he starts to cough pretty hard. 


"A-are you okay man? You need a lozenge or something?" 


His coughing starts to die down. "N-no, It's an old injury." 


"Injury? Ah, I can help with that. But, uhhhhh, maybe later? Right 
now I have to show the Principal some things." 


"Would you mind if Mr. Toshinori stays for your explanation?" 


"I mean, sure, that's fine, but is he just a bystander or like an investor 
or something? Cause uh, I didn't really plan this with any investors in 
mind." 


"Oh, not at all! He's-" 
"I'm the secretary for All Might's agency." 


You look blankly. "Uhuh. Aaaaanyway, onto the explanation!" 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might's Secretary] 


The weird scientist rips the tarp off of the whiteboard, and Yagi is 
just as lost as he was with the tarp still on. "So! You asked me about 
portals and stopping any from propping up. Well, the issue is that it's 
important to first understand what it's like to make portals. Messing 
with spacetime usually falls into some common routines after all!" 


Dr. Doofenschmirtz points to the image of a chair. "The last time I 
tried to explain this with the cushion I got some feedback and 
apparently there were some misunderstandings, so this time I'm using 
the CHAIR COMPARISON!" He pauses, then quietly mutters. "Duh 
duh!" 


"Did you just give yourself a dramatic noise to the end of your 
statement?" 


"Well look Mr. Wiseguy, I don't have my usual selection of Inators 
and I'm working with a whiteboard and myself. If you had a tool to 
provide perfectly timed sound effects then you do it!" 


Yagi leans back in his seat, looking at the scientist in surprise. You'd 
think if someone realized they were talking to someone so ‘close’ to All 


Might himself they would show a little more decorum! Maybe he really 
does have a screw loose? 


"Anyway! The normal way portals work is that they operate in two 
parts: The Poke, and Keeping the Poke! Or in the case of the CHAIR 
COMPARISON, Taking a Seat and Staying Seated. You see, when a 
portal is formed, this chair is sat in, and that causes the space to fold 
and shift. Bam! Now there's a portal, and until you get out of that 
seat it's not gonna budge. But when you sit down it can get pretty 
uncomfortable; you have to adjust in your seat, shift around, 
sometime your thighs get numb." 


Principal Nedzu chimes in. "And when they stand, the portals close?" 


"Bingo! So the normal solution would be to make the chair very 
uncomfortable. Like making it squeaky and creaky, or making it 
unpolished and give splinters! But if someone doesn't really care 
about being uncomfortable, that doesn't really work." Doofenschmirtz 
smiles wide, flipping the whiteboard. "So then comes the other 
option: Get rid of the chair!" 


",,.Get rid of the chair? I-I'm sorry, I'm not really following." 


The Doctor looks to Yagi with disappointment. "A-alright, look, the 
Chair is a heavily simplified metaphor for the piercing and stabilizing 
of interdimensional portal formation because explaining how that 
works in detail isn't really helpful for the how to stop from working. 
Keeping it simple and all that." 


"Ah... But wouldn't removing the... 'Chair' make it unstable?" 


"Good question! You'd be right, if I really did remove the chair we 
could have a universal crisis on our hands! Thankfully, there's a 
solution to that too, or just a very easy answer: We lie!" 


"I'm sorry, Dr. Doof. Did you mean we lie about stealing the Chair from 
space itself?" 


"What? No! Space can't be lied to. Trust me I tried. Instead, we'd lie 
to anything trying to warp to believe there's no chair!" He snaps his 
fingers. "Think about it! Imagine you're trying to sit down, but when 


you go down to sit, you drop to the floor! What's your first reaction?" 
",,.Jump to my feet? Oh!" 


"Now you get it!" 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


"But what if they don't jump? I suppose the warp would also work 
fine, but would they be disoriented in the process?" 


"Ehhh..." Dr. Doofenshmirtz gestures. "I wouldn't say that. It's more a 
surprise that, well... Imagine if you were in some kind of really good 
Virtual reality, and you're going to do something crazy to yourself, 
like cut off your hand. You can feel the pain and the sensation from 
the technology, but when you take it off, surprise! It's all still there 
just like you left it!" 


Nezu rubs his chin in thought. "That means it can easily fail. 
Following the visualization, would it be possible, to, say, shake 
someone off the chair? Perhaps make it too difficult to sit on?" 


The scientist visibly winces. "W-well it's a little more complicated than 
that. See, making it hard to sit on, that works but you need a lot of 
setup for it. Maybe for a dedicated location, sure, it'd work like a 
charm. But trying it across a large area would probably cause some 
tears in space-time. That's a little too much miracle work, no thank 
you!" 


"I see! And getting them off the chair?" 


The wince changes to a grimace. "That's... Have you considered what 
might happen if you collapse the support to a building while still 
inside it?" 


"Oh. It would be lethal, then?" 
Dr. Doofenshmirtz nods. "Most likely." 


"We can't use that..!" Yagi starts to hack and cough into a 


handkerchief, blood coming up alongside. 
"No seriously, are-are you okay man? That can't be healthy." 
"I can explain that, if you don't mind Yagi?" 


His coughing gets worse before it gets better. "Are you sure that'd be 
a wise decision, Principal Nezu?!" 


"Calm down, you'd understand if you were here a few days earlier. 
Dr. Doofenschmirtz, Mr. Toshinori here has some very serious 
wounds from a disaster several years ago." 


"Well I mean he's coughing blood, I'd hope that's a wound and not 
natural. I mean, jeez, if that was natural I would hope you have a 
funeral set up!" 


Yagi coughs hard at that. "..!" 


"But anyway, what kind of wounds are we talking? I can do a lot, but 
biology isn't my best field of study. It's why the Genome thing's gonna 
take me a couple months instead of weeks!" 


Nezu barely keeps from cackling then and there. "He damaged his 
liver, caused irreversible damage to his lungs, diaphragm, nervous 
and cardiovascular systems, partially destroyed his stomach and 
pancreas, and lost his spleen." 


"Oh jeez, how are you still alive? That's... I'm gonna be honest, I was 
joking about the whole funeral thing but maybe you should get that 
checked up just in case." 


The skeleton of a man's voice is quiet and pained. "I would rather not 
be told I'm at death's door when I am well aware, doctor." 


The doctor in question only shrugs. "Eh, fair! I wouldn't want to do 
see a doctor either, most the time they tell me to stop slouching, but 
do you know how much easier it is when you have a natural hunch? 
Anyway, I might have just the thing to help you out." 


"Huh?" 


The principal's smile has to be hidden by a shaking hand holding a 
glass. "Yeah, convenient timing but I actually made something to help 
out with healing when I got a bruise a few days back. Then after that 
I fixed it up and made it a nice and proper Inator. So if you can take 
some time to come by my lab maybe I could give it a whirl?" 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz then pauses. "Wait... Principal Nezdu, he's not a 
staff member of the school is he? Because I don't think I should be 
sharing one of my Inators with some random secretary, injuries or no. 
I mean, what if he just scampers off after a sob story?" 


"My word-!" 


Nezu can no longer help the laughter, bursting out at the idea of All 
Might being denied medical assistance for not being a teacher. 


"T'll have you know I'm... I'm...! I'm becoming a teacher's aide next 
semester!" 


Inhales 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz, you have earned yourself a raise already. 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might's Secretary] 


Yagi is... hesitant. 


Not to question Principal Nezu's judgement, but-no, scratch that, 
there are plenty of reasons to question the Principal. He was clearly at 
least a little unhinged despite being highly stable, running a Hero 
School like U.A. needing someone with a few screws loose. More than 
that, while it wasn't clear to those not closely familiar with the 
mystery mammal, Nezu did not have the mindset of a human. 


No; it would be better to describe his mindset to be that of a Predator. 


And when a sadistic Predator masked as a kindly mammal of a 
principal asks one to do something, they listen and follow instead of 
facing whatever vicious savagery he can cook up. 


Like now, when Yagi found himself sitting on a crimson-painted 'X' 
on the floor, shirt held up, and some kind of satellite dish on a stand 
pointed at him. "Is this all really necessary?" 


"I mean no, but it's the principle of the thing! The dramatic feeling, 
the obvious tension! Really gets your blood flowing, right?" 


"Yes, but not in a pleasant way." Recovery Girl's going to blame his high 
blood pressure on cheating his diet. He didn't, it's just this mad scientist 
and the principal's doing! 


"A shame. I'd say my blood's pumping in the good way!" Of course the 
sadistic mammal thought that. "Is everything ready, Dr. Doof?" 


"Almost..! Aaaand there! Okay Yagi, this is going to sting just a little 
then it's going to feel much better." 


"I can handle pain. Just give me a warning, Doctor." And maybe check 
if it's safe? Has anyone else ever signed off on this? Where's Recovery Girl 
when you need her? 


Like blood in the water, Principal Nezu looked at him with a vicious 
smile. "I can say with confidence that you're in capable hands, Mr. 
Toshinori." 


He groans. "Why did you have to say that?" 


"Because I'm going to enjoy this. When you're ready, Dr. Doof!" 


"Got it! A one, a two, a one-two-three-four-!" 


There are very few things that make Yagi gasp in pain. One of which 
was the punch from All for One causing all of this damage in the first 
place. For an instant, that punch came back to him, and he found 
himself doubling over in his seat. 


Just as soon as it came it went, pain vanishing and an uncomfortable 
shifting feeling bubbling up from inside. "Alright, you should feel 
some of your organs moving to accommodate the regeneration, so if 
you feel any itchy or queasy sensations they'll go away once 
everything's in place!" 


",..What..?" 


"Your organs? They're all over the place from whatever happened, 
serious injuries always do that, so before any repairs can really 
happen everything's gotta be in place! Otherwise you'll be deformed 
on the inside and that's not fun. Do you know how much harder it is 
to reposition internal organs when they're fully grown? Let me tell 
you, it's not just gonna get fixed by the Rejuven-Inator!" 


",..What?" 


Nezu was laughing in the corner, a high-pitch cackling that the 
Doctor considered, then joined in with. It was then that Yagi 
Toshinori realized why Nezu liked the Doctor. 


They're both Predators. 


"I-I can't believe it..." Yagi just kept patting where the big and nasty 
wound was. It looked a little better, but it would need a lot of 
foundation to hide all that red ugliness. But hey, it was a start! 


You give him a wide smile. "Well you better start believing it, 
because this is still just version two! I gotta make the version three, 
but I'm not done with the Genome so it might be a few months..." A 
moment of pause. "Unless I make Norm 2 focus on medicine, then 
maybe I can skip some of the more tedious parts and get right into 
the fun stuff!" 


He left a hand on there, sunken eyes blinking. "This... this isn't the 
finished product?!" 


"Now you see why I said you were in perfectly capable hands, Mr. 
Toshinori." 


"I-I-I suppose so... Dr. Doofenshmirtz?" 
"Yeahuh?" 


"I hate to be a bother, but could I please make regular use of this... 
Rejuvenator?" 


"It's Rejuven-Inator, and sure! Just uh, schedule a time. My students 
will be coming in when I'm here so I'll need time to set aside for you 
to use it. Oherwise people are gonna have to see that nasty wound 
and sheesh, that'd be vicious to show teenagers!" 


",,.You... have office hours? Why?" 


"What do you mean why? Does whatever teacher you're the assistant 
to not have office hours?" 


Yagi blinks, leaning back. "O-of course he does! But, uh... why are 
they important?" 


You can't believe how bad these heroes seem to be at basic Teaching! 
Sure you've only done some basic study of several dozen textbooks, 
but that's a bare minimum! "Uh, because students can need help 
outside of the classroom? Sometimes they don't want to look bad in 
front of other students so they talk in private?" 


He rubs his chin. "I see..." 


Nezdu the Mink smiles. "Dr. Doof. Can I trust you to continue 
assisting Mr. Toshinori with his healing, discretely? Perhaps moving 
the Rejuven-Inator elsewhere?" 


"Oh no, nuh-uh! You never move an incomplete Inator! Maybe once I 
finish it, but until I finish the Genome and improve it to a proper, 
final version, no way!" 


"Hmm... are you sure nothing can make you move it?" 


"It's the principle of the thing! If I move it now that'd just make it all 
more complicated and pull it away from where I did all the hard 
work! And when I pull the thinking room from the working room, 
everything gets jumbled and messy and... you know what, I'm not 
going to explain my thought process. I'm not moving it and that's 
final!" 


There's a quiet pause, but Nezdu eventually nods. "I understand. 
What do you intend for your students tomorrow?" 


"Well I'm using some of my budget to give them all those lockpicking 
set I bought, and I'm going to teach them how to pick locks!" 


Yagi opens his mouth to talk, but his stomach growls. "Oh yeah, you 
might want to go and eat a big meal. Just make sure you eat it slowly 
with your, uh, 'damaged organs' thing. You're gonna need it." 


",,.T will. Thank you." He left quickly after. 
"Lockpicking?" 


"Yeah! First lab's gonna be all about it. It's the most important part of 
breaking out of traps!" 


"And next lab?" 


"Oh, that? I'll be talking about the various forms of energy and how 
they convert to one another." 


"I look forward to seeing the results of your effort!" 


"So do I!" 


That was another night of good dreams, but... 


The feeling you were missing something was stronger. 


[Olivia White - Mistborn, The Smoky Heroine] 


"Okay Class!" Dr. Doof-Sensei stood at the front of the class, a zipped 
up bag in front of each of the big tables. "Like I told you on Monday, 
today is the day you learn how to pick locks! Every other week, your 
lab will be some kind of lock you will practice on, alongside some 
dummy locks you can take home and keep working on." 


Olivia picked up the faux-leather zipper-laden package, opening it up 
to see a plethora of tools inside. Clearly, they looked well made out 
of durable material, but it was hard to say whether or not that was 
the case. No identifying markers for the company that made them, 
either... 


"Now, pay attention to the board!" With a dramatic gesture of his 
arms, he immediately got to drawing a diagram. "There are all sorts 
of locks, but did you know that most lock models have not been 
changed over centuries?" 


The diagram took Olivia's attention, Sensei's words sort of gliding 
over her. "Back in the Industrial Revolution in the 18th Century, the 
base ideas for most locks were put together... and never really 
improved upon. You see, companies of the past, due to the nature of 
Apprenticeship rules, never really saw a reason to make old designs 
better. Because how would anyone know there's a problem if you 
don't share it around?" 


Someone spoke up. Yasuo? It sounds like him. "So the modern world 
never changed it? But that's so dangerous!" 


"No shit sherlock it's dangerous. But that's the whole idea of big 
corporations making easy money by just hiding their flaws!" 


"Language! But yes, you're right. Most companies just hide these little 
issues with their designs, and it allows criminals to easily sneak by 
and rob them blind! AHAHAHA-Ah, sorry, not the time for a laugh. 


Anyway!" 


The diagram was of a cylinder in a tall box. There were holes 


between the cylinder and box, and even smaller cylinders of different 
lengths sitting in there with springs. "This is a basic visual of the 
inside of the modern Pin Tumbler lock! These top cylinders being 
pushed by the spring are the Driver Pins, the ones below them the 
Key Pins, the cylinder the Plug, and the box the lock's Base. Keep in 
mind, those Pins are tiny. Now!" 


He points to the bottom cylinders. Key Pins. "When the Key Pins are 
pushed up by a key, they all line up at the point the Plug and Base 
meet, the Shear Line. And when it does that... the lock turns!" He 
takes a lock and key in his own hand and puts the key in, turning the 
lock. "Tada! Now, when it comes to actually picking the lock, it's not 
so easy to just ‘lift pins' and be done with it. No, this is where the 
limitations of modern industry rear their ugly heads. You see, these 
holes in the keyline... aren't perfectly aligned and machined. Not 
really; you can't tell with your eyes, but you can tell when you pick it! 
By applying careful tension, we're going to talk about that in a future 
class, with a Tensioning Wrench, we can find which Pins can be 
locked up early, and which have to be done later!" 


Sensei looks to a student behind Olivia. "Yes, Hajime?" 


"So modern industry is just... that bad? They don't even care that 
their products are this terrible?" 


"Well... Yeah? Why would a company care about the customer? 
They're raking in the profits as is, and nobody can make them change, 
not without major effort put in by everyone. But as they say, money 
talks. Not literally though, that would be terrifying." Sensei shivers, 
but Olivia's more focused on looking over all the different tools she 
has. Tensioning Wrench... 


She pulls out an L-shaped tool that doesn't look like it can actually 
mess with anything small like the pins. Is this it? 


"Yes, Olivia?" 
"Is this a tensioning wrench?" 


"Yep! Good eye for finding it so soon! But there's not just one 
Tensioning Wrench; no, there's all sorts of sizes based on the lock! 


Not important for the locks you'll be trying on today though; I just 
bought a couple from the closest thing to Japanese Masterlock." 


He passes around locks in a bucket to each student, even 
enthusiastically suggesting taking several locks to 'experiment on'. 


She's going to like this class after all. 


You watched on with a wide smile as the students were working 
away at their first locks. Yuu was very fast with hers. Maybe she could 
hear the clicking better? Goya finished soon after her, pumping her fist 
with a quiet Hell yes! You'll let her have that swear, but really she 
should tone it down! 


While there were some making good progress... there were some 
having some serious troubles. 


Kenji's hands were shaking when he tried to pick his, looking ready 
to give up already. "Hey, do you need help to work it out?" 


".,.Yeah. Please?" 


"Of course! Now, carefully put the wrench into the lock, then turn it 
enough where you feel the pressure on your hand and the plug tilt 
just a little bit. Too much and you'll damage the wrench or leave a 
mark on the plug, too little and you won't be tensioning the plug core 


properly." 
"Okay... I think I got it." 


"Good! Next, start by testing each of the pins with one of the small 
picks. I think you were using one that was a little too big for the lock, 
so maybe try one a size or two smaller." 


He has an expression of concentration, playing with the pick and 
testing the pins. Then when he gets one to click, he loosens the 
tension in his joy before frowning. "You did good! Now you just have 
to do it from the top." 


"Yeah... Thanks, Sensei." 


"No problem!" 


You leave him to it, going to another student. Oh, Olivia got it while 
you were helping Kenji! "You need any help, Kana?" 


"No, I got i-!" The wrench flings out of her hand, clattering to the 
floor. "Ugh!" 


"You know it's not exactly a bad thing to ask for help." 
"I can do this, without your help!" 


"Alright, your choice!" You leave her with a shrug. Her grades, you 
tried. 


Hajime was fiddling with his lock, but he seemed fine, so you left 
him alone and went off to check on Yasuo. He was... huh. 


You're not really sure how he got it this wrong. 


[Yasuo Yoana - Sensual, the Sensitive Hero] 


Dr. Doof Sensei surprised Yasuo, the boy jumping from his seat. "Oh, 
Sensei! Sorry about that, I was trying to figure out the clicking noises 
when I shift things around." 


"Ah, I understand that! I used to slave away to figure out all sorts of 
things. Problem is that you will want to focus on the here and now. 
Perhaps later, once you've practiced." 


",,.Oh... Could I do it with you in your lab, then?" 


"Of course! Just come on by later on and I can help you with it. For 
now though, just try to get it open instead of finicking with the plug. 
You might snap a wrench or something if you put it in like that, so 
switch that around too." 


"Got it! Thank you Sensei!" 


"Don't mention it." He walks off and Yasuo focuses back onto the 
lock. 


For a moment, he considers using his quirk. In his mind's eye he 
could imagine it: the feeling of the pads of his fingers pressing against 
the wrench, the sensation like a bolt of lightning through his skin. 
The little details, the scratches and slight indentations in the patterns 
from the machined metal being soaked in by his eyes. The clicking 
and ticking of the metal being levered into place... 


But he doesn't. Doof Sensei believes in me! 


He tries, a dumb smile on his face even when he struggles, eyes 
showing pure concentration. 


Click on the first one. A little click on the second. Click on the third. The 
fourth was loose. 


Again. Click. Hard Click. Click. Light Click. 

Again. Click. Binding, loosen up a little and go back. 

Click. Click. Click. Click- The lock turns open. 

For a moment, Yasuo looks dumbly at the lock in his hands. "... YES!" 


Then he grabs one of the other ones and starts trying that one with a 
wide grin. 


Almost everyone managed to get a lock picked (Olivia and Yuu 
managed a small pile which is great!) except for Kana. She... almost 
got one, but she's trying a little too hard. She snapped a tension 
wrench even, which you'd be impressed by if it wasn't entirely 
unexpected. 


It's a good thing you bought some backup kits! You just pull one an 
extra wrench and pass it to her before setting aside the broken one. 


You walk away from them all, watching with a grin. All of the cases 
are open. Perfect! "Okay, everyone! Good work. You'll be using these 
kits for the next two months, so take good care of them! And now 
that you've all had time to practice in an ideal setting..." You press 
the button in your hand, and suddenly a set of belts shoot out from 
the case and onto the students! "It's time to practice in a not-so ideal 
setting! First two to get out will get extra credit!" 


Ignoring the complaints of some students, you watch on with a smile 
as you pace and watch the students in their own struggling poses to 
work away at the traps holding them down. 


Some of them are in more ideal positions than the others, but at the 
same time the difference in skill has made a few students do really 
well, even with the trap. Yasuo is the first to his arms free with a 
shout of surprise, which... makes Yuu flinch. 


You hide the frown and give Yasuo a thumbs up as he picks the rest 
of the trap off, one after the other... 


Then Olivia gets her own hands free! Then Goya, then Yuu. 


The rest need a lot more time, but it's fine! You have plenty of time 
to let them work away on the traps. There was a half a class left after 
all! 


But that was about when the door was shoved open. 


"Hey hey hey every-!" He freezes up when he sees the multitude of 
students still in their traps, and one of the students not trapped 
backing away in surprise. "Uh. Am I Interrupting?" 


"They're in the middle of a lab, so yes, yes you are." 


"Oh. Uh, sorry everyone! I'll be right outside!" He steps out. Then 
steps back in. "Could I talk to you for a sec, Doc?" 


You look to the students currently trapped. "Sure, just one second. 
Could one of you stick around and make sure nobody uses their 
quirk? I'd really appreciate it." 


"S-sure, Doofenschmirtz-Sensei." 


"Thank you, Olivia!" You walk out the door to meet whatever wacko 
this guy is. Who wears sunglasses indoors? 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 


",..S0, uh. What do you want?" The scrawny man scratched his chin, 
looking at Present Mic oddly. 


"Well my man, I was curious about you! But, because you're busy, 
maybe we can talk later?" 


"You took me out of the lab to talk to me, just to say you want to talk 
later?" 


Mic winces. Tough Crowd! "I don't want to take up your students' time 
any more than I already have, doc!" 


"I mean, you'd be taking their time if you're coming to my lab, too. 
That's when they're supposed to come if they need help!" 


Office Hours? "...You're American?" He was speaking in English now. 


The doc shakes his head. "No, Drusselsteinian. But I can speak English 
just fine! Who are you by the way, I-I don't think I've been introduced 
to you? And why the sunglasses?" 


"What, these?" Present Mic plays with the frame. "Gift from a friend 
some time back. I've kept 'em on from sunrise to sunset since!" He 
never had a chance to get me anything better. "And I am... PRESENT 
MIC!" 


The doc covers his ears. "A little quieter please. And where did the 
microphone come from..?" 


"Oh, that? I hide it in my sleeves." With a flick of a wrist, the mic on- 
hand vanished back into his right sleeve. "It's both fashion and 
function!" 


"Huh. You know, not too many people use the sleeves to hide 
something. It's clunky, can slip around, and can be pretty obvious 
without the right clothes. But you make it work, good job!" 


I like him already. Mic bows playfully. "Why thank you, thank you! I'll 
be here all week! Now doc, I'll leave you to it and come by again at 
your lab later, alright?" 


"But I already told you, that's when the students will come by to ask 
questions!" 


He snaps his fingers. "Right, right. But you're in class now, and I think 
that's a bigger priority. Besides, I can wait 'till you're done with any 
students to come by and talk, no worries!" 


"Alright... Talk later, I guess?" 
"Will do, doc! Ciao!" 


He's good in my book. At least at a glance. 


What a weird guy. You head back inside the student lab, giving all the 
students wrapped up and finished the all-clear to go ahead and leave 
early. The few remaining students were your focus, watching them 
and giving pointers for where they struggled ("Kana, you should use 
less pressure or you'll snap another wrench. Same for you, Misaka!" 
"Hajime, while jacking the lock works on less advanced locks, you'll 
have to do things the normal way on these." "Kenji, take a deep 
breath and try to keep track of the numbers with a mental jingle. Or 
just repetition, but that can get tough to focus on."). Out of the four 
remaining, all but Kenji manage to get out of the locks before the lab 
should end, leaving you alone with a boy that... now looking terrible. 
Oh boy. 


"I can't do it, Doof Sensei!" 


"Yes you can, Kenji. You just gotta practice." With a casual push of 
the button, you disable the remaining traps on him and let them 
clatter to the ground. "You're not going to pick every lock in a day. 
Besides, you did get a few of them, so it's not like you didn't do any of 
it!" 


",..1 guess so. It's just that this is our last chance and I really don't 
want to fall behind just because I can't focus on a stupid lock." 


You consider it for a moment, then with a grin lean in. "Well, keep 
this between me and you, but I think you'll get an A for Effort." 


"Huh?!" 


"What, you think I won't recognize when someone tries to improve? 
Who do you take me for, a blind man or something?" 


"None of the other teachers do that!" 


"Well I'm not one of the other teachers, now am I?" You start to pick 
up the trap clamps lying on the ground. "Now what are you waiting 
for? Class is over, go to your next one or you might be late!" 


"G-Got it!" Kenji runs off, leaving you to get to work cleaning up 
whatever's left here. You can leave the bucket of locks here, you 
already put a second bucket in your private lab in the case the 
students need it (or you need to gut a lock or three for traps), but the 
current traps would have to be set aside. 


You're... still on the fence of using repeat traps for the sake of 
teaching, but these past few days have been mostly firsts, so adding 
another might not be so bad. 


By the time you actually get to your lab, you find yourself free of 
distraction and decide to get back at working on Norm 2. 


...Would it still be a Norm if it's different in almost every way? You're 
not making this specifically to get rid of your Archnemesis Perry the 


Platypus after all, this is for research and/or education! And maybe 
also destruction just in case. 


That's not really Norm material, that's definitely something else. 


There's always the 'name in a hat' trick, and you conveniently have a 
hat that was... Owned by Perry the Platypus. 


You miss him already, and you want to get to work on that Inator to 
get you back now. 


On the other hand you've been hired and are now working an actual 
job besides being a businessman, and they've been pretty nice so far. 
It'd be a real low blow to just ditch them! 


You start writing down names for the hat while thinking about your 
options. 


How to pick 'Norm 2' Name? — Voting closed — 14 voters 


Make a List of Names, I Roll to * 11/14 
pick one. 
-¥'all Vote-on-O1e-—#——————-- 


TOTAL VOTES DON'T MATTER, this is just to cross out things 
that don't work/fit Doof. ACRONYMS ONLY PLEASE. — Voting 


closed — 41 voters 


HIRO (Highly Intelligent Robotic *6/10 
Operator) 

DAVID—_E \nalvsine—Virtuall 40/14 
Intelligent Device ISAAC- 

Interfacing Supporting Algorithm 

Analysing Computer ADAM- 

Autonomous Data Analysing 

Machina CHASE-_ Calculating 

Human Analog Simulacra 

Equivalent 


~Totally Original Machine (TOM) ST 72— 
assistant 

—Powered—Auttonmous——Utility—— —__——+"| 
Learner (PAUL) 


—Nor-MAN eee 
No Acronym, sorry. 
~Norm the Second See 
Doof was against Norm 2, unfortunately. 
esd wadines roid 


Would not work, I'm afraid. 


Dice: 1d10 
4- 


1: DAVID 

2: ISAAC 

3: ADAM 

4: CHASE - Calculating Human Analog Simulacra Equivalent 
5: HIRO 

6: HERA 

7: TOM 

8: PAUL 

9: BAST 

10: QM CHOICE 


It took you about fifteen minutes to sort out a list of names, then toss 
out names you didn't think of an acronym for, then toss out the ones 
with bad acronyms, then stuff the nine strips of paper into the hat 
(carefully, you didn't want to damage it!) before letting it all shake 
and shuffle. 


"Alright, moment of truth! Norm 2, your name is..." You reach in, 
eyes closed and tongue poking out before grabbing one of the strips 
and looking at the result. "...CHASE. Calculating Human-Analog 
Simulacra Equivalent." 


Great, it's gonna be like a human. Which means it's going to have 


emotions and act like Norm does sometimes. At least they might get 
along once they meet up? If they're the same then surely it should be 
fine! 


...Well, Norm might get jealous of Chase's design and different 
personality (assuming you DO go for that, of course), but... huh. 


You look back to the hat, then consider the design currently in 
progress. There's plenty you can do to change that up, so getting this out 
of the way before you're too deep into the design process might be smart. 


"Well uh... I guess I should get the graphing paper. And another sheet 
of paper to rip into slips." 


CHASE'S PERSONALITY. — Voting closed — 50 voters 


Helpful, like the original Norm *% 24/32 

—€an't-ge—wrong—with—some—more—H+———————#9/16-— 

cheer in the world! 

these days! 

—We-are-ateachr,something to-help— + —\—\— *6/H1-— 

with that? 

Laid Bael)-——_?AAABo a + 

—+Skateboards-—#£ HH at 2- 
i . 

, J ) ) it] it] 9/3 

instead of using Honorifics. 

Example: Student Nejire, Fellow 

Teaching Assistant Yagi, Colleague 

Nemuri, Principal Nezu, Doctor 

Doofenshmirtz, Medical 

Practicioner Recovery Girl, Hero 

Gang Orca, Hero Commission 

Agent Hawks, Criminal Twice. 

Notably only uses Criminal and 


never villain. 

Female, future plan to hook her with —————————eSSeSeSeSeSeSeSSe 
norm? can robots even procreate 
Not touching that with a Ten Foot Pole. 


Yes/No, Maybe/So? — Voting closed — 19 voters 


Yes to late 'Refers to people in * 15/19 
Title' Option. 
—No-totate-optiens—-?A—S$A _—a>Ha_—_—_-- 


FUNKY? — Voting closed — 27 voters 


How do you do, Fellow Kids? * 11/16 


BOT DESIGN — Voting closed — 41 voters 


Norm But Color Scheme is *2/2 
Different (Fully | Weaponized, 

+Bonus to Defensive/Offensive 

Research) 


(Unarmed, Hacker, + Bonus to All 
Inator Work) 
Switch (Lethal League) (Melee/  —<—ss DD 
Defensive, Speedy, +Bonus to 
Mobility Research) 


—Pathfinder——{Fitanfal)— Fully __-*6/9-- 
Weaponized, Student Aid) 


(Unarmed, Small, Semi-Mute, 

Speedy, +Bonus to all Research, 

+ Bonus to All Inator Work) 
—Galeulester-——(Monster-—Prem)—_*19/26- 
(Unarmed, Hacker, Bioscan, 

+Bonus to all Research, Student 


Aid) 
—Ganti—(Fleb—(Unarmed,—Haeker,——__—_—————*9A2- 
Observational, +Bonus to all 

Research, Student Aid) 


It's not long before you get a list of contenders, both for the various 
bits of personality and for the actual design of the robot. 


Instead of picking one for the personality, though, you just grab a 
fistful of them and check them all over. "Okay, so Norm's basic 
personality... minus the insecurities, with a love for... classic funk? 
Wha-who put that one in?" You look around. You're the only one 
here, and you definitely didn't write that one. "It's in the hat so I guess 
its going to happen regardless. Oh, and it uses a ‘unique’ 
identification system. Ohkay. Great. This is definitely going to go 
fine." 


Sure you could ignore the pick-from-a-hat selection, but that is a 
sacred part of Evil Ideas, if you ever did it you could never use it 
again! Not without feeling guilty about it, at least. 


Then when you looked back at the designs you made, you had to get 
rid of most of them because they didn't really work with what you got 
from the hat. 


The three you liked the most all conveniently had the same idea: 
human-like body with a screen for a face. 


The first of the three was meant to be everything Norm wasn't. Slim, 
tall but not towering (you had a lot of high shelves in Doofenschmirtz 
Evil Incorporated so it was useful at the time), a little less unsettlingly 
human, actually helpful, and with a taste in the 80s you know well. 
Unlike Norm, the design was focused on research and smarts, and 
would probably be smarter than you on some very specific, very 
niche topics. 


...Unfortunately, the design wouldn't let you turn the face 90° 
Clockwise. You tried to see if there was some kind of software 
solution but honestly it wasn't worth the trouble at that point. You 
can read tilted text no problem after all! 


The second was similar, but the monitor would instead be more 


expressive, and the design would be geared towards building rather 
than studying. It would do what Norm always messed up, help you 
make Inators, fix your current ones, and help you improve them! But 
with such a focus on all things Inator you'd still be left alone for the 
students. 


The third was, while the snazziest-looking design, rejected for the 
inability to show a face on the monitor. You're not sure why, but 
some of the wires make the screen only show sound waves, no face or 
expression. 


Between the top two, you go for the first; Inator-building was 
something that gave you a sense of comfort and joy, and while 
having something to make it easier would be nice it'd take away an 
important part of what you love. 


By the time you finish the framework for the design, a knock came 
from outside. "Come in!" 


Yasuo poked his head in, looking at what you were doing with 
surprise. "Are you free, Dr. Doof-Sensei?" 


"Yep, let me just get this last plate on, one second!" 
The whirring of a drill sounds in the lab for a few seconds. 


"Okay, so! What did you want to talk about?" 


"Could you help me practice with lockpicking? Maybe help me get 
ahead?" 


"Oh, sure!" You reach under the table, hefting the small bucket of 
locks. 


[Yasuo Yoana - Sensual, the Sensitive Hero] 


Yasuo looks around the lab with intense curiosity. While much of it 
was the same as the student labs, the fewer tables, the additional 
whiteboards, the metal parts, tools, and machines, and the 
incomplete robot hanging on a lift all made a drastic difference. It 
was like a blend between a Support Department engineering room 
and a room meant to hold old project ideas. 


"So! Let's start with an easier lock, one of the three-pin ones. Are you 
comfortable with hearing and feeling the pins click?" 


He nods. "I am, yeah." With care, he grabbed the case for lockpicking 
from his backpack, zipping it open and getting started with the lock's 
insides. "But I don't really feel confident. Like, I know I can pick this 
if I take enough time, but my focus can tunnel and that can make it 
hard for me to do anything. Do you have any suggestions?" 


Dr. Doof-Sensei is quiet, only making a hum of thought. "...Well, I 
don't know if I can help get rid of tunnel vision, but I can at least 
help with ways to try getting around it. First is to make a list!" 


"Why a list?" The lock was finnicky, but it was trial and error. 


"Simple! Because instead of focusing on one thing, you focus on 
everything on there!" 


Yasuo's brow furrows. Almost... "That seems really obvious. And 
easy." 


"And? Just because it's obvious and straightforward doesn't mean it 
won't work. Like going through a building instead of around it; sure 
you'll get odd looks but you cut like three minutes off your daily 
trip!" 


"I guess..." 


The lock pops open. "Oh, good job! You want a harder lock than the 
one in lab?" 


",,.Sure! I want to try that list idea." 
"Good thinking! I'll teach you about Security Pins then." 
"Security pins?" 


Dr. Doof-Sensei grabbed one of the extra whiteboards (one of the 
only empty ones) and starts to draw. "So there's normal pins, those 
are just cylinders, sometimes with a fillet to smooth out the edges. 
The locks you've been practicing with so far have all been with basic 
Pins. Then there's the two common Security Pins. The first is the 
Spool Pin, which can replace Driver Pins." He points to the drawings 
comparing a cylinder to a tall English 'l'. "By having a thin waist, it 
tricks you into thinking that you fixed the pin in the right position 
when you've just locked youself up!" 


"That's pretty clever." 


"Yep! They come in different lengths and based on that you get 
different tricks to solving them. One with only a small cut would be 
noticed by pushing up on it to check for pressure on the wrench, and 
most forms of the Spool Pin would use a variation of that to check for 
it, plus a sudden shift in the rotation when it slides up. They can be 
pretty tricky, especially for someone just learning, so don't sweat it!" 
Dr. Doof-Sensei points to the next pin, with a thin cut into several 
parts. "And this is a Serrated Pin! It also replaces the Driver Pin, and 
when forcefully locked up will force you to, at least for now, loosen 
up and start over. They're especially nasty when they get caught at 
the Shear Line, and unless you keep your head cool and hands steady, 
they can take way too long!" 


He's about to say more, but there's at knock a the door. "Hey Doc, you 
in?" 


"Hold on!" He focuses back on you. "You mind practicing alone for a 
second, Yasuo?" 


"Not at all! I'll try to get this one open!" 


"Good luck with that!" He walks out the door, leaving him to pick in 
silence. 


It's Mic again. You're gonna mentally call him Mic because 'Present 
Mic' just sounds... weird. Not exactly sure what part makes it weird, 
but it is and that's that. 


Instead of having him come in, you step out and meet with him in the 
hall. If you let him in, he'd just distract Yasuo! 


"Am I interrupting again?" 


"Sort of, but they're busy practicing so I can step out. What do you 
want?" 


"Well, I wanted to get to know you! You're a bit of a new teacher 
here, after all. I know Aizawa and Nemuri were grumping about you, 
and A-Yagi was pretty adamant you were a great guy, but not why. 
Principal Nezu agreed with him, and damn if that's not a rare thing." 


"W-well... I haven't actually met Aizawa ye-" 
"WHAT?" 


"Argh, my ears!" You stumble, a high-keen ringing that reminds you 
of all that time you spent learning Whale left in the wake. 


"Shit! Shit, sorry." 


You raise a finger. "Just-just give me a second. Can't really 
understand what you're saying right now, still-oh there we go, I can 
hear. What did you say?" 


"I said sorry, but what? With how he was complaining about you, I 
thought you'd met him already!" 


"He was complaining about me? For what? I've never even met him!" 


Mic shrugs dramatically. "I thought he knew you and you him based 


on how he talked! Now I'm gonna have to get the two of you together 
and work all of this out." 


"I don't know... If he's already made up his mind about me, I don't 
really want to go through the trouble of meeting him just for it to 
blow up in my face." 


"Oh come on! You should get to know your fellow professors, even if 
it's just a formality!" 


"Are you sure that's a good idea?" 
"How bad could it be?" 


There are many ways it could be that bad. It could be ever worse! 
"Very." 


Mic winces. "Please give it a go?" 

"Argh, fine! Fine, I'll see him sometime." 
> 3 

"Tomorrow good?" 

"Tomorrow?" 


"Yeah! Have him meet you here in your lab, I can come too! Maybe 
Nemuri or Yagi, if he's coming by then... We can make a whole day 
of it!" 


He rushes with a "Gotta go!" before you can get a word in edgewise. 


... You've got a bad feeling about tomorrow, but choose to focus on 
'today' to stave that off. 


There wasn't much to do for the rest of the day, though. You had the 
Genome to work on, sure, and the 'anti-teleport' work, and Chase, and 
now a student to teach. 


But the Genome would be helped by Chase more than by your own 
slow trial-and-error approach, the anti-teleport needing a dedicated 


setup to really test which means a lot of preparation and a completely 
different room (which the principal has approved, it just takes time to 
get one of the rooms ready), and Chase needs time and focus you 
can't put with a student to teach, and that leaves you spending most 
of your time watching over them instead of doing anything really... 
sciency. 


But it's nice! 


The night sleep's definitely missing something, though. 


[Shota/Shouta Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head] 


Pro-Hero Eraser Head rubs his eyes, the ever-remerging film of crust 
brushed away with an annoyed groan. "I can't believe I let you talk 
me into this." 


"Oh come on Shota, it's not going to be that bad! He's a nice guy, 
honest." 


"He's softer than you are." 


The glare leveled his way washes around like water down the drain. 
"And? He's not teaching Heroics, he's teaching a trap class or 
something!" 


"He's teaching Science, Hizashi." 
"What does science have to do with trap-making?" 


Nemuri chimes in, walking into the teacher's lounge in her usual 
costume. "He's teaching both. He even made a syllabus." 


"What kind of high school teacher needs a syllabus? Most colleges 
don't use them either." 


Present Mic clears his throat. "Most Japanese colleges, Shoto. He was 
living in America, remember? The college and high school system 
there is completely different!" 


"He's a no-name scientist teaching in the most established and 
accredited Hero School in Japan, he should respect the systems in 
place!" 


Mic and Midnight look to one another, before looking back to Shoto 
and saying the same thing. "You mean Nezu?" 


"The Rat doesn't know what's good for students. We all know that." 
"I mean, you can't really say-" 


"Traps across the halls. Making U.A. a hellish maze. The Zero Pointer. 
The idea of using terror-tests." 


",,.Okay, fair, but-" 


"He wanted to turn U.A. into a flying fortress with a plutonium-bomb 
self-destruct. You were there for that staff meeting." 


",,.Maybe Nezu doesn't really know, but he's not human so you can't 
blame him for that!" 


"He's the principal of a major school, if anything I can blame him 
more. I give a damn about the students and what they teach, but 
having a second nut in the staff that supports the Rat does him no 
favors. What we have works, having him here is nothing but a threat 
to that." 


Mic takes a deep breath. "Okay maybe this was a bad idea." 
"Then cancel-" 


"Nope! I told him we're doing it and I'm not going to lie to him. Drink 
your coffee Shota, then we're going to his lab whether you want to or 
not!" 


The day starts, you wash up, change clothes, do some laundry, then 
head to get breakfast from Lunch Rush before going back to your lab. 


You munch on your everything bagel while getting more work done 


on Chase (you should call him CHASE but you call NORM Norm so it 
evens out!), adding in the wiring for a screen and the actuators for 
the limbs is easy enough, getting it all hooked up to the 'brain' of the 
whole thing just takes time and careful precision. 


Then it's about time to start coding! 


You take a seat in your swivel chair, boot up a text file and crack 
your fingers when the door to the lab gets three knocks and a quick 
muffled "He's not here." 


"Yes Iam!" 
"I'm leaving-" 


"Oh no you don't!" Your door is opened, Mic and Midnight (still in 
clothes unfitting for a teacher of any kind except maybe a teacher for 
things you don't want to consider) dragging in a man in black. He 
looks pretty tired. 


",..Fine. Let's get this over with." The man walks in, then jabs a finger 
at you. "You're Dr. Doofenshmirtz, a no-name scientist barging into a 
school to teach Heroes. I'm Shota Aizawa, Pro Hero Eraser Head and 
a teacher of several years here. I don't like you, and you don't like my 
style of teaching." 


" mo " 
eee eee 


",,.Sheesh, cutting deep man." 


His eyes narrow. "We're not here to make friends. We're here to teach. 
Your method of teaching in a known establishment is untested, 
unnecessary, and a threat to the students' future education to be so 
antithetical to current practices." 


"Shota, don't you think you're taking this a little too far-?" 
"No, no I don't." 


Your frown deepens. "I haven't even done anything, this is literally 
the first time we've met. I thought first impressions were pretty 
important?" 


"Your first impression was how you taught your class." 


"But-but you've never sat into the class! I've taught once!" You pause. 
"Wait, how do you know anything about how I teach?" 


",,.Principal Nezu told me." 
"You're judging a book by it's cover, then?" 


"I'm not-!" He takes a deep breath. "Look. I didn't want to do this. You 
didn't want to do this. We never have to interact with one another, 
ever, if we ignore each other. But let me make myself clear. I am 
against you and the kind of teaching you stand for. I am against your 
subpar standards, your desire to 'conform' to students rather than to 
have them change for the better, I am against your pandering and 


your insane ideas of 'science’. 


You wait for a moment, ignoring the gaping expressions of the two 
others. Then another moment. "You done? Good, because I'd like to 
say a few things too." 


Without waiting, you start counting off fingers. "First. You don't think 
before you speak. Do you know how inconsiderate it is to do? I may 
not look it, but my feelings are hurt! Second. The methods I use can 
be questioned by the Principal, much like he does not question Miss 
Nemuri wearing exhibitionist spandex as a teaching outfit. Third. I am 
not conforming, I am encouraging those struggling to improve by 


giving them a hand and offering them ways to excel they wouldn't 
otherwise. Basic decency to kids is not wrong, it's the right thing to 
do! Fourth! I am fair to them by giving them the help they need, not 
pandering. I have expectations for them, but unlike yours mine can be 
met! Fifth! How dare you say that I'm not a Scientist!" 


You take several deep breaths, looking him in his stormy eyes before 
the man thunders off and out the door. 


With an angry sigh, you shake your head and swivel your chair back 
around to the computer. Oh, it has the pipe screensaver. "...I'm sorry, I 
got a little, uh, heated there." 


"Yeah... I think you're fine doc. I gotta go find Shota before he does 
something dumb." He hurries out the door. 


"A-and I'm going to go, too!" Nemuri rushes behind him, leaving you 
alone. 


"Why do coworkers have to be so annoying..?" You try to get into the 
mindset to code, tying away at your keyboard. 


CRACK. 
... You were angrier than you thought. You broke the keyboard... 


"Okay, maybe something else then. Something to blow the steam 
off..." You snap your fingers. "Ah, the power source for Chase!" 


You quickly get a notebook and start writing them out, using a pencil 
and writing slowly to keep from ripping the paper. 


Power Source! — Voting closed — 44 voters 


Nuclear Power. (Needs Nedzu *1/2 
Approval [GRANTED], locks Chase 

out of any Fighting ability to avoid 

detonation, Slight Research Bonus 


—ARE—Reactor.—(Needs—time 3k 337/40- 
Days), Can support Energy 
weapons. ) 


Bother Nezdu. Allows ACME-Level 

Arsenal.) 
—Renewables?——{Bonus——during————___-_k78-- 

daytime operations, but Chase will 

be forced to sleep rather than 

constantly run.) 


DAYS? — Voting closed — 32 voters 


Next Set of Votes is Seven Days «5/7 
(Weeks will start on Fridays) 
—Next—Set—of—Votes—is—Fen—Da ys 227/25- 
(Shifts weeks to start Mondays 

from now on.) 


Chapter 3: Doofenshmirtz V 1-A Desperates, Part 2! 
Placeholder because thanks Akun 
I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


TOP 10. — Voting closed — 67 voters 


You have that Anti-Warp Tech to * 36/44 
Work on. Power Loader promised 

he'd help with it, and you have a 

special room just to get working 

theories through! 
—tt's—been—too—tong—already—You—-———————*27/35- 
have to get started on the Way 

Back Home Inator! ...Name's still a 

work in progress. 

And it really surprised Yagi. 

Maybe Recovery Girl would 

appreciate seeing it? She was nice 

to you, it'd be good to be nice 

back. 

vagi—whd inet] ¢ b25/93 
his new sessions with the Rejuven- 

Inator, starts asking you for 

pointers on Teaching. You thought 

he was a Teacher's Assistant? 
—Some-Students-have—been-raising #23 80- 
concerns over your teaching style 

and ‘refusal to allow quirks'. You 

don't really get the problem. 
—Nedzu—pulled—through—with—the-———————————— 227/28- 
blood samples! At least some of 

them. Apparently there was a 


vampire of some kind on campus 

that did regular donations. Who 

knew they're so generous? He also 

wanted to talk another project 

with you... 

Wii roar ae eee 44/48 
Shota acted, so he made you a 

present? 
—-¥ou've-beeritehing-to-make-a-new————_____-*5/6-- 
Inator! 

Principal Nedzu about Chase. 
—Fherapy's—important,—not—just—for—_—_——————————*248t- 
you but for your students! You 

know there's a therapist called 

Hound Dog on _ campus... 


somewhere. 
Midniel ae 24/97 
seeming... conflicted about 


something. You're not sure if 
you're the right person for the job, 
but you're there. 
“Double Down on that Anti-Warp isti—‘i—sSOSCsSMR BH 
Tech! 
—Double-Dowrrer getting Home+———_______-k8/40-- 
—¥ou-just-made—Chase;—but-maybe——___# 247 
you can get some _ additional 
modules in advance! 


—Double-Dowr-on-Chase-Modulest— #273 


You spend the rest of that day working on an ARC Reactor, the 
comfort of something so familiar, building and making things, giving 
you an outlet to vent the frustration of the day away without 
breaking anything else. 


It wasn't good to be angry, you knew. But... but he was being so 
stupid! You couldn't stand for that. Shota, Eraserhead, whatever he's 
called, it doesn't matter. You're going to prove that you're a scientist, 
one way or another. 


And you're going to rub it in his face once you do. 


Before you could focus on that, though, you had your normal ritual 
before bed, then sleeping and dreaming of something you'd been... 
neglecting. 


You had to go back, or at least send a message back to home, just so 
they know everything's okay. And to rub in that you have Perry the 
Platypus's hat, but that's just standard practice! 


But making an inator like that would take a while... and your phone 
would have the warranty void if you modified it directly... You'll give 
it a few more days, just until the room for working on the Anti-Warp 
technology is finished for you to use, then you can get to work on 
both the tech and the way back. At the same time, even! 


Really, you might want to take things a step back for a bit later 
though. You've been going pretty constant with your work, and 
you're not sure if you can keep up the pace too long. 


Maybe after you see or hear Vanessa, it'll be okay? 


It'd have to wait. Just a few more days to see your little girl. 


You didn't have much to do, not today. There was work on the ARC 
Reactor, which was just going to be a lot of careful metal machining 
combined with a burst of power and a handful of fueling materials 
which would be easy to get via Nezdu the Mink. It would just take 
time to make sure it was all done right. Probably it'd be done after 
you start work on a way back home. 


You also wanted to take a bit of a break... and maybe have a happier 
interaction with someone instead of a bitter reminder of yesterday. 


Breakfast was still delicious as the last ones have been, and it's 
something you savor as you take in the morning air, walking with a 
coffee and a fresh blueberry nut muffin. 


Nedzu the Mink was nice to you, but you talk to him often. Mic was 
nice, but you don't want to talk to him right now. Recovery Girl was 
nice to you... and even gave you flavored vitamin gummies! You 
can't think of any reason not to go see how she's doing. And maybe 
show her progress on something that might help her work? 


You go to her office, chewing on a bite of the muffin with your 
sugary black coffee in your off hand. 


The doors swing open casually, and you poke your head in. "Uhhh... 
Hello?" 


"I'm coming dearie, one second!" You can hear her coming closer, 
slow steps and the clacking of a cane on the tile floor. "Did you get 
hurt again?" 


"No, no! I actually wanted to come by and see how you were doing. 
You were nice to me; it doesn't hurt to be nice back, right?" 


You can finally see her, coffee of her own in hand. "Aw, dearie... I do 
appreciate it. Most people come in here just when they're hurt. Good 
to know some still have manners. I've been good, but these weary 
bones still have stresses to relieve." 


"Oh, I know how that feels, at least for my back and neck." As if on 
instinct, you rub the base of your neck. "I hope you feel better, that's 
the kind of pain I can't wish on anyone else." You'd just use an Inator 
for it! 


"Aww, thanks dear. Would you like some gummies?" 
"Yes please!" 


She lets you take two, and this time you grab an orange flavored and 
lemon flavored one, savoring them for a moment as she put the jar 
back in her coat pocket. 


"So, what have you been busy with since coming here. Doctor Doof?" 


"Oh, I actually wanted to show you something I was working on! I 


started it when you first healed me, it gave me a great idea!" 
"Really now?" 
"Yeah! When are you free?" 


",,.Well I suppose I'm free right now, the clinic isn't supposed to open 
for another half hour or so. Is that fine?" 


"It's perfect! Come on, it's in my lab!" 


[Chiyo Shuzenji - Youthful Heroine: Recovery Girl] 


There was a beat of silence as Recovery Girl looked around the lab. 
",,.It's certainly a well used space, but I'm afraid I don't know much of 
what you're doing, Doctor Doof." She could, at the very least, 
recognize he was hard at work on some kind of robot, and there was 
an important-looking device on one of the countertops beside a 3D 
Printer. In the corner there was something covered in a tarp and a 
seat with a Red 'X' on the ground, but it was hard to say what "You 
certainly seem busy, though. It's only been a short while since you 
came here, right?" 


"Well yeah, but I've been a little all over the place. Oh, right!" He 
clears his throat, setting aside his coffee on the table before walking 
over to the tarp. "So, after you healed me I had a bit of an idea. What 
if I made something to do healing for me! Or for you if you can bring 
them up here for now-ahem." He grabs onto the tarp, ready to tear it 
off. "BEHOLD, THE REJUVEN-INATOR! Version Two! It can be fired 
in a targeted beam or in a cone, healing any injuries they have! It can 
do cuts, bruises, burns, and fractures, and broken bones! Also slowly 
fix internal organs, but that takes a while and a lot of calories." 


"|,.1... see. And this works?" 


"Yep! Used it on myself when I first tested it in front of Principal 
Nezdu and his Detective Friend! Then I made it better and 
demonstrated it on Mr. Yagi, not sure if you know who-" 


"You what." 


"I used it on Mr. Yagi?" 


"You used unverified healing technology on a man with one foot in the 
door of death without asking his doctor, let alone a doctor." 


",,.Okay I can see your point, but in my defense! Principal Nezdu 
didn't say anything about it. I only suggested it when I saw him 
coughing up blood!" 


She looks at the eccentric scientist carefully, making note of the 
guilty look on his face before sighing. "I know it's been pretty bad for 
him, but please, let me know when he's coming back to make sure 
everything is fine." And to collect data to see if it is, in fact, helping. 


"How did you know that?" 


"I've known Yagi for years, Doof-San. If he has a chance, a hope to 
heal, he's going to fight to get his hands on it. I also need to give him 
a talk for not coming to me first, either!" 


",..Should I tell him?" 


She shakes her head. "No, because if you do he'll hide like a dog with 
their tail between their legs." 


"Oh. Uh... huh. This isn't how I expected this to go, honestly. Are 
you, uh, interested in it?" 


"I definitely am, dearie. But you said you can't move it yet. Maybe 
when you can move it, could you bring it to my clinic? Or could you 
make a second one?" 


",,.1 don't know about making a second one... but I could definitely 
get it moved to your office once I've finished it though. It might be a 
while for that. A month until it's fully finished, give or take two 
weeks if I manage to get the details done." 


Recovery Girl smiles widely, rubbing the top of her cane. "I would 
appreciate that very much. Thank you." 


"And you're welcome-oh, actually, could I ask a favor?" 


"Yes?" 


"I wanted to ask, do you know what wavelengths of light would be 
good for medical scans?" 


"For X-Rays, or for something else?" 
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It was a good time trading notes and details for what to expect for a 
proper composite medical scanner, especially when 'quirks' come into 
the equation, and you spend the rest of the day working away on the 
ARC Reactor and the internal components for the scanner. 


Partway through that, you got an email from Nezdu the Mink that 
you'd be able to start on the Anti-Warp defenses tomorrow. Meaning 
you can start working on the Inator to get you back home! 


You had your best sleep (here) yet that night. 


"So let me get this straight. You want your class to watch us work." 
"And Principal Nedzu." 


"Yes, and the principal, but your class? Are you sure that's a good 
idea? I don't do the best on making things when I'm being watched." 


"If you feel the need to take breaks, I don't think anyone's going to 


complain. Besides, it's not a full class; only the ones who wanted to 
come, and the pool for that is even smaller than a regular class 
because students should be on break." 


"Alright, but if I make a mistake from being under pressure-" 
Power Loader raises his hand. "It'll be my fault, I know." 


"Good! Now let's try to make this work!" 


The actual room was rather spacious, with a nice central podium 
meant for where you'd probably set up the defensive test. 


Above, there was a glass viewport with a few students poking their 
heads down, the mink-head of the principal among them. "Testing the 
Comms system. Can you hear me?" 


Power Loader speaks while you give a thumbs up. "Loud and clear, 
Nedzu." 


"Excellent! Today, the two of you will be working together on the 
theoretical ‘Anti Warp' technology. Aside from the on-hand materials, 
additional supplies can be picked up and brought over from the storage of 
the Support Department via one of the various service machines that have 
been linked to this facility from there. Is there anything missing you may 
want before you begin for the day?" 


You have Whiteboards, markers, materials... you need to give that a 
second look, some heavy-duty 3D-Printers, common parts, and a large 
rack full of tools. "I think we have everything!" 


"Then please begin." 


A quick double-check of the materials has you find what looks like... 
pale copper? The voice of your 'partner' spoke up behind you. "Nu- 
Copper, it's a superior conductor to Copper." 


...Maybe you can use this to make some shortcuts, then. The sooner this is 
done, the sooner you can find a way to call Vanessa and Curse Perry the 
Platypus! 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 


Doof-San looked over the result of a half-day's work nervously. "Is 
everything wired up?" 


Power Loader pokes the various segments of still-exposed wiring with 
the voltmeter, assuring that current was running through. And if 
there's Current, there's a closed circuit. "I believe so. Is this the right 
voltage?" 


He glances at the OLED screen with a frown. "A little high, but it 
should be fine." 


"Then we should be ready, going by your schematic." 


The scientist takes a deep, careful breath, then nods. "Alright, then it 
should be ready. Could you go turn it on?" He closes the panel shut, 
bolting it into place. 


"What will you be doing?" 
"I'm staying put in case something goes wrong." 
Alright, then. I can respect that. "I'll be turning it on now." 


Power Loader walks over to the small, heavily bolted-down terminal 
that was set up near the doors. He flips the main power supply on, 
then slightly adjusts the knob. "One percent power." 


Nothing. "Two percent. Five percent." 
Still nothing. "Seven Percent. Ten. Fifteen." 
There should be an EM-Field forming by- "Twenty-" 


A gust of something buffets Power Loader back, iron claws nearly 
tearing through their caps from the deathgrip he has on the terminal. 


Ahead of him, just above the device... "Good God. D-Doof-San, are 
you okay?!" 


He was struggling, getting up off the floor as the students panicked 
and the winds continued to buffet. "Get them out! Get them out now! 
This is why I don't do things with people watching!" 


On cue, the windows showing the unfolding disaster slam shut and 
the tear in space shivers. "And this is why you don't kick the Chair!" 


"WHAT THE HELL DO YOU MEAN, KICK THE-?!" Whatever words 
were on his lips choked off when the thing started to reach through. 


Whimpers came from the small forms clinging to it, the 
incomprehensible void in its chest and face making the tear seem like 
film. The mass of tentacle and glowing mist following behind it had 


begun to leak into the air. Then- "Oh no you don't! You don't belong 
here, you oversized dog!" 


It recoiled as the absolute batshit scientist approached, Doof-San 
threatening the thing with wide swings of a torn pipe from the still- 
buffeting winds, using his offhand to hold down his brown hat. The 
fact he could stand his ground and push it back was shocking, the 
thing best described as Eldritch backed into the rift, where Doof-San 
kept poking and swinging at it with the pipe. It started to wail and he 
wacked it harder. With his arm on the other side. "Cut the power!" 


"WHAT? But your arm-!" 
"Just do it!" 


Power Loader took a sharp breath and twisted the knob off while 
flipping the switch, severing Doof-San's arm in the process. I need to 
go get Recovery Girl! "Doof-San I'll be right back with-! ...Help." 


"For what?" He waved the sparking stump around. "She doesn't 
exactly know how to make a good prosthetic. Ugh, and now I'm going 
to have to make more synthetic skin and everything... Can we take a 
day? Maybe a week off?" 


"Uhhh, Uhhhbh..?!" 


"I'm gonna take that as a yes. Have a good day, I gotta go make a new 
arm now." 


Power Loader looks to the nightmarish mess that is the room and his 
psyche, then decides that yes, a week break is warranted. As is a hard 
drink, a long hot bath, and an appointment with Hound Dog. 


You spent the rest of that day working on a new arm, but because 
you had so little time you were left with getting a skeleton of a full 
prosthetic. It wouldn't be pretty, won't have full tactile sensation, and 
won't have the strength of the Pure Titanium Arm you previously 
had... but you can work with both arms again. 


For the sake of not having an uncomfortable sleep, you choose to 


sleep on your left side tonight. Ah, but not before singing a song of 
apology to Der Kinderlumper! You texted Vanessa and Cursed Perry 
the Platypus in advance, of course. 


The next day started out pretty good, yourself not being cursed to 
chest of back pain for sleeping on your left side being a sign of great 
fortune! 


Then when you went to grab breakfast, Lunch Rush stopped midway 
to giving you your meal. "What happened to your arm?" 


"Eh, accident with an experiment yesterday. I'll have it back in no 
time!" 


"Huh? Has it always been one then?" 

"That's right! Both of them are. Just uh, one got cut off." 
"Hm. Stay safe." 

"T'll try!" 


You leave with your food and a smile. 


For the issue of voiding your phone's warranty... you had an EVIL 
solution! They heard of The Ship of Theseus, now they'll hear The 
Cellphone of Theseus! 


It took about three hours to make a perfect copy of your original 
cellphone, which is where you put your Simcard and transferred all 
your contacts and files! And Samsung would be none the wiser! 


Then you just gutted your old phone and refitted it with some basic 
dimensional Destabilizing-Restabilizing loops alongside a trajectory 
for your actual world! You boot it up and wait for it to go through all 
of the logos and software updates. 


After about five minutes, your phone gets to the startscreen (with a 


signal!), so you send a message to Vanessa-Shoot, she's gonna be in 
school! Oh no, you're going to make a fool of her aren't you?! 


...Okay, no angry response yet. That's... good-? Oh, there it is. 


DOOF: Hi Vanessa! 
Vanessa (My Daughter [PROTECT]): Dad?! 


DOOF: Yeah, it's me. Sorry I haven't been talking this past week, long 
story! 


Vanessa (My Daughter [PROTECT]): Yeah, I just recieved them all, 
but what happened??? Where are you? Are you safe?! Norm said you 
just poofed! 


DOOF: Yeah no I'm fine! Promise! Call me when your classes end for 
the day, I'll explain everything! 


Vanessa (My Daughter [PROTECT]): Dad it's a Saturday! 


DOOF: Oh, right! 


You call her right away, and she picks right up. "Dad, what the heck 
happened?" 


"Okay so! Long story short, I'm in an alternate dimension." 
"You're WHAT? Dad what were you doing?!" 


"I wanted to meet another me and compare notes! Like a whole 
doppelganger situation, you know?" 


"We were worried sick! Mom's been trying to get a hold of you, Norm's 
inconsolable, and-" she pauses on her end. "...Even Perry's been-" 


"WOAH Woah woah! You've been talking with Perry the Platypus?! 
My Archnemesis?!" 


"Dad, you were missing for over a week, who else could I talk to for 
information?!" 


"Well, there's Nor... Okay maybe there was nobody to ask." 
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There's an awkward pause. "Well the next time you talk to him, first 


tell him I'm okay, then tell him I curse him, and then tell him I still 
have his hat!" 


She sighs, but it's more a relived sigh than an insufferable sigh. You 
know her well, she is your daughter after all! "Sure Dad, I'll tell him." 


"Thank you Vanessa! So, how's school? Nobody's giving you trouble?" 
"It's been okay. No trouble like usual, Dad, classes have been fine." 


"That's good!" You're running out of things to say... "Oh! Speaking of 
school... I got hired as a teacher!" 


"Wait, you did? Congratulations, but aren't you unlicensed?" 

"I'm actually working on that!" 

"Oh... wow. Good job, Dad! What subject, science?" 

"Yep! Just a, uh, small problem." 

"What's that?" 

"I was hired over here." 

"You were hired in an alternate dimension to teach a science class?" 


"Well this dimension doesn't really have science as a core class, more 
an elective. I've been trying to push its importance, and I think I'm 
making some headway!" 


"Oh, that explains why you were gone so long. Do you know when you're 
gonna come back?" 


"Maybe a week? It's been difficult making a full-scale portal with 
what I've been teaching, so I'll need some time. I promise to keep you 
updated, though!" 


"Got it. Have you... been taking care of yourself?" 
"Of course! Three meals a day, shower in the morning, Curse Perry 


the Platypus at night, the usual!" You pause. "Though I have missed 
doing Evil Schemes..." 


"Maybe you could implement that as a part of your lessons or something? 
Assuming you're allowed to by the principal." 


You blink. "Vanessa... I'm so proud! You just gave your own Evil 
Scheme! You're growing up so fast! Oh, do you want anything from 
over here?" 


"I don't think so... at least for now." 


"Lemme know if you change your mind then! Gotta go, Vanessa, 
Scheme's on the mind! Love you!" 


"Love you too Dad." 


You end the call and hurry up with the ARC Reactor. The sooner 
Nezdu the Mink could witness Chase, the sooner you can bring up the 
idea of Evil Schemes for your students! 


You finish it by the day's end, and to highlight that accomplishment 
you take a picture of it all and send it to Vanessa before texting a 
quick 'Good Night’ as you head off to bed. 


And she texts it back! Haha! 


Sleep is great that night! 


The next morning has you hurry over to the lab, not even taking a 
moment for breakfast to get this done first. You wanted him ready 
and you want to see what Nezdu the Mink thinks! 


You call him as soon as you're in the lab, letting the room's wired 
phone go on speaker while you get things ready. "Dr. Doof?" 


"Principal Nezdu! I'm just about finished with what used to be Norm 
2, I want you to come and see!" 


"Oh! An early morning demonstration? I1l be there in a few minutes. 
Would you like me to grab a coffee on the way?" 


"Black with sugar, yes!" 
"Will do. Don't start the fireworks without me!" 


The call ends and you get everything ready, shifting the lift holding 
Chase's body and lining it up with the mount holding the inactive 
ARC Reactor, then prepare the Hohlraum for the ignition. 


Principal Nezdu knocks and enters while you're confirming the in- 
body Deuterium-Tritium fuel creation is operational by filling the 
back tank with water, then hurry over to the mink Principal. "Ah, 
Principal Nezdu, just in time for the GRAND REVEAL!" You gesture to 
the robot, Reactor in position to be put into place. "This is Chase, an 
acronym for Calculating Human-Analog Simulacra Equivalent, and 
he's going to be my little assistant!" 


"It's an AI, then?" 


"That's right! I just need to put the reactor in place and activate it..." 
Nezdu passes you the coffee and you take it with a smile. "Oh, thank 
you for that!" 


"No problem! So when you say reactor, what kind is it?" 
"Oh, Fusion!" 
"Isn't that a little small for a Fusion Reactor?" 


"Ehbh.... It could be bigger, but it's big enough for the power output 
needed for basically everything Chase will need to do." 


"I meant for miniaturizing the model. At this current moment, you're 
claiming to have built the first Fusion Reactor in this world at a scale 
that would be considered naught but Fiction. In fact, based on the 
level of the AI, you may have done two feats previously believed to 
be Fictional." 


"Ooooh. Well, you could just watch?" 
"Oh I fully intend to! Can I record this?" 


"Sure!" 


"Why thank you. Allow me to get into a good position..." 


You clear your throat as the he gives you the thumbs up. "Hello! My 
name is Heinz Doofenshmirtz, and today is the day I activate Chase! 
As you can see, I have the ARC Fusion Reactor, that's short for 
Affordable, Robust, and Compact Fusion Reactor, sitting out beside 
the triggering Hohlraum. Inside of Chase's body here is a combined 
setup for the production of Deuterium via sunlight and Tritium via 
thermal evaporation, with waste removed as cleanly as possible! 
After all, the only thing he needs to be fueled is sufficient water to 
drink!" 


With care, you put the Hohlraum into the ARC's core, then push it 
into the center of the chest. "Now, let's turn him on!" 


You pull the mount back, then activate the switch in your hand while 
snapping your fingers. "AWAKEN, CHASE! FOR YOU. ARE. 
ALUTTHVE !" 


The reactor shines with bright white light before being closed up on 
by a front armor piece, the lift automatically disconnecting the 
robot's body from the links as he starts to stand on his own two feet. 


Then the screen turns on. 


"Eyo, Waddup! What's crackalackin', Doctor Doofenshmirtz?" 


You feel a twinge of regret for not disregarding the sanctity of Hat 


Picking just once to get rid of the Funky option, but you swallow it. 
"I'm good, Chase. How are you?" 


"Me? I'm totally tubular! Like, the place is def kinda zeeky for my 
funky fresh tastes, but I know you've been going mad ham on some 
super gnarly research, so it's been cool beans!" 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


Nedzu can only barely turn off the recording before laughing, the 
veneer of calm exuberance shattering at the absurdity in front of him. 
"Dr. Doof, you made him speak in incomprehensible slang?" 


"Hey, I can understand him just fine thank you very much!" 


At his question, the robot (‘Chase’) turned to look at him. "Oh, how's 
it hangin', Principal Nezdu? You feeling legit fantabulous?" 


They both say it wrong. Peculiar. "I believe so. To be frank, this is a bit 
of a culture shock for me!" 


"Ah, you jonesing for a change of scenery, Principal? We could wrap 
up and motor on out of here to try for a radically righteous sesh!" 


".,.1 don't think he knows how to skateboard, Chase." 
"No, but I can skate." 


"Then it's happenin'!" 'Chase' snaps over to Dr. Doofenshmirtz. 
"Permission to trick out a fresh board, my homeboy Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz?" 


"Only after I go through your diagnostic checkup. Reactor 
Efficiency?" 


"Runnin' like a clutch sneezy technical, homeslice!" 
"Input lag?" 


"Running mad choice primo!" 


"Fuel life?" 


"I kid you not, I got a half day before I need a tap of that schweet H- 
double-O!" 


"Emotional and Personality control matricies?" 
"Cheeuh! All cool in the main brain, my man!" 
"Bioscanner?" 

Bioscanner? "Bombdiggity!" 

"|, Right... Intranet access nodes?" 


Chase points to one of the 3D Printers. "Check it, yo!" And it turns on. 
"Them skillz proof enough for you that I'm funky fresh and free to 
book it?" 


With an almost choked sigh, he nods before raising a finger. "First, 
get some clothes on! Uh, Nezdu the Mink, do you have any extra 
clothes for him?" 


Nedzu for his part stifles his chuckling. "Oh, certainly. I presume he is 
to be your... Teaching Assistant?" 


"Yep! But uh... I know he might have some kinks with the software, 
we'll have to see. Norm did when I made him, after all, and it's been 
what, a month or three since I did that?" 


"I see! Do you mind if I take him on a tour of the facility, then?" 


"Oh, knock yourself out! Just uh, let me know if he does anything 
weird." 


Based on what you define as weird, I'd say nothing. "Of course!" 


"T'll go take him to get changed then. Thank you for the fun morning, 
Dr. Doof. It's been a pleasure!" 


He gets up, camera in his off-hand, walking to the door while 
Doofenshmirtz pipes up. "You too! Now Chase, what do you do when 


it comes to Principal Nezdu?" 
"Listen to him, am I right or am I right?" 
"Good. Have fun!" 


"Later Yo!" 


You rushed off to your classroom for the day, preparing traps like a 
madman while going over your dayplan. Coffee would be the only 
fuel you get for your body until class is over, after all! 


Within a minute of you finishing the traps, Yuu Gozen walks into the 
class and pauses to stare at... "Oh, don't worry. I just had a little 
accident; it'll look back to normal when I get around to fixing it." 


".,.did it hurt?" 


"Losing it?" The question makes you frown. "I mean the skin was 
connected to my nerves, but cutting it just made it all numb from the 
moment it cut rather than, uh, feeling it cut through." 


There's a long beat of silence. 
"is it wrong to want to feel?" 


And if that doesn't make a pit form in your stomach. "...What do you 
mean by that?" 


Her voice is quiet, but there's a dull emotion to it. "i am numb. it's... 
hard to feel." 


Your feet move for you, bringing you closer and crouching beside 
her. "And that's why you have those... scars on your arms, right?" 


She hesitates, but nods. "you cannot feel it, like me. what do you do?" 


"I... can feel it, Yuu. It's something that turns off when it's cut, yes, 
but I do feel it. Your quirk is what makes you numb, right?" She nods. 
"T'll try to help with that. But for now? Please talk to Hound Dog. 


You're not in trouble, don't worry about that, but he could help you 
with it." 


There's more silence, an uncomfortable one with what you were 
talking about. "...promise?" 


"Of course." 


She smiles, and you haven't seen her do it before. "Thank you for 
helping." 


"I'm your teacher, who would I be if I didn't?" You get up from beside 
her, and you make a mental note to add ‘looking into something for 
sensory de-deprivation' to the list of things to do, then bump it up 
near the top before grabbing a marker and writing what you'll be 
teaching today. 


DOOF 101: STATES OF MATTER AND ENERGY, AND THE 
FUNDAMENTAL FORCES 


Note: You may want to have your Lockpicking Kits prepared! >:D 


P.S. Homework has already been distributed into your desks, please take it 
with you by the time class ends! It will be due next Monday. 


It's at that point some of the other students file in, quite a few ogling 
your arm as you fiddle with the marker in its hand. "Yo prof, the hell 
happened to your arm?" 


"Eh, had it cut off during an accident with Power Loader. And 
language!" 


Misaka raises a brow. "And... how did you lose them in the first 
place." 


"Ehhh... you don't want to know. It was pretty gruesome." 


Kana scoffs. "Some of us intend to be heroes. If we can't take a measly 
story, then we're not fit for it." 


"You wanna go, Storm Queen?" 


She turns to Goya. "I never said you, but if you've got such terrible 
self-confidence that you think you're unfit for U.A.?" The girl huffs, 
and you see sparks of electricity sputter from her hair. "Try me." 


Stepping between the two of them is Hajime. He didn't seem to ‘respect 
authority’, but he's stopping them from fighting in your class? There's 
something up with that, then. "Hey, hey! Now isn't the time for your 


little grudge match, keep it to the training rooms. Or would you like 
to get kicked out by Dr. Doof-Sensei for use of your Quirks?" 


There's a tense moment before both of them turn away, and Hajime 
returns to his seat. "... Thank you, Hajime." 


"Don't mention it." 


Story Time? — Voting closed — 16 voters 


Tell them about the Titanium *11/15 
Arms stories, why not? 
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You think it over, considering your lesson plan. A few minutes on the 
story wouldn't hurt. 

"Alright, alright. I'll tell you what happened for each one." 

"Each?" 


"I don't exactly do safe work, Goya! Anyway, a few years back... I 
was working on an Inator to disintegrate matter!" 


A look of horror crossed Olivia's glassy mask. "You disintegrated your 


arm?!" 


"Well, not immediately. It was slowly turned to dust, right before my 
eyes! Of course I bandaged it up and tried to grow it back, but that, 
uh, didn't work." 


The looks of unease and generally disturbed students doesn't surprise 
you, but you did warn them. 


You flex the metal limb, the shiny titanium masked by the false skin. 
"I scared my daughter when I started using a metal arm, so I made 
some fake skin to hide it. She's grown up since, but now it just feels 
right." 


"Wait, you have a daughter?" 

"Yeah, and?" 

",,.Just never thought you were the 'good dad' type." 
"Goya!" 

"What, he seems like the type of guy married to the job!" 


"Lucky me, I married a lovely woman that understood the kind of 
person I was and we loved each other dearly! Then things happened, 
and..." You shake your head. "We're not here to talk about my 
relationships, we're here to talk about losing my arms! The other one 
I lost to a boulder crushing it beyond recognition into a meaty noodle 
that kinda just... hung on my side. I would have cut the arm off 
myself, but the paramedics got there before I could make a good 
enough knife." 


"You were planning to cut your arm off in the wilderness." 


You shrug. "I mean, yeah? You work with what you have, and I sorta 
lived in the wilderness when I was younger. Not that hard to make 
rudimentary tools when you have enough time and practice, 
agonizingly pinned in place or no!" 


"You can't seriously want us to believe that." 


"Would you like me to prove the story, Kana?" 
"How?" 


Casually, you pull out the Dramatic Backstory Inator, pointing it to 
your head. "This is going to get a little gruesome, maybe step out for 
a minute or two if you'd rather not watch. This little thing in my 
hands is the Dramatic Backstory Inator, and can pull up bad 
memories to let others see. First, the disintegration!" 


You give them three seconds, watching Olivia and Kenji hurry out, 
then pull the trigger. 


[C.H.A.S.E. ] 


C.H.A.S.E. observed his surroundings with the ocular implements in 
his frame, the bioscanner picking up the flitting about of various 
humanoids (‘'Quirked Humans - Genome Incomplete' as his registry 
read), alongside the 'Quirked Mutated Mink' known as Principal 
Nezdu. "So Chase, what are your current thoughts, working for Dr. 
Doof?" 


Artisan. Genetor. Archmagos Veneratus. The first among Humanity to 
accept the Machine Spirit in truth. "Well I've only been happenin' for a 
sec, Principal! Can't be styling all the time, need to recharge on some 
funky fresh jams!" Chase wags his hand. 


"But if I gotta be real calm and classy with you, I'll give the down 
low! I'm totally stoked to be workin' with Dr. Doofenshmirtz, my 
man!" 


"I see. I would like to ask: could you cut down on the slang that you 
use? You're... quite hard to decipher at times. And given that I have 
an intelligence-enhancing Quirk, it's likely you would confuse the 
students you're intending to help teach." 


There is no room for argument, the logic is founded. "I'll try to be a bit 
more of a couch potato with my bodacious lingo, Principal Nezdu!" 


"All I could ask. Now, I know your body's going to catch some eyes. I 
also know you probably don't want to trouble Dr. Doofenshmirtz. To 
be frank, neither of us do here, he works for me after all! So I'd like 
to fill you in on something very, very important." 


"Correctamundo, I don't want to be some hoser! Lay it on me, 
Principal!" 


"You are the first actualized AI, by my knowledge. Having a full- 
fledged body and your likely constant communication with the 
students would have that information spread and problems come for 
not only myself, but the school and Dr. Doof too. So I'd like for you to 
hide your abilities from others, masking it behind a Quirk of some 
kind. I've already thought of some options for you, but if you can 
think of more we could do some theorycrafting." 


Getting revealed when it would be detrimental... Unacceptable. "What are 
my options?" 


The Mink Nezdu blinks, then smiles. "The first is Lightning Body. 
Similar to Olivia White's Smoke Body of the current class, your body 
would be made solely of Electricity. To keep other's safe, you exist 
solely in a mechanical body, with the benefits and drawbacks 
accordingly. You still would require electricity as 'fuel' for your Quirk 
of course, hence the need to drink water and sustain the D-T fuel 
reaction." 


"The second is Techno-Assimilation. You overused your quirk when 
younger, leaving you in this state of permanent machinery. It would 
explain everything as well, as your body at this point would be the 
end result of your assimilation in optimal conditions. Needing fuel to 
sustain your life also makes sense given you would distinctly lack any 
internal organs, brain included. There may be implications that they 


could examine you for your 'code', however, but I wouldn't let it 
happen." 


"The third is Machine Body, but that one would be tough to make 
legal records for. It would do away with you ever having to be 
anything like what others would expect, as your physiology would 
explain it. However... U.A. claiming someone that's been off record 
onto staff and making a sudden record for what would be a 
completely unexpected inorganic Quirk would raise some intense 
suspicious." 


'‘Quirk'? — Voting closed — 33 voters 
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[Kana Ichinose - Tempest, the Stormy Heroine] 
Kana was regretting opening her mouth. 


The beam-gun-whatever the FUCK the teacher used projected for all 
to see. 


First, they were in the high-rise of a building, a giant room with 
metal floors and a purple-green-gray color scheme. A large device, 
with a cone-end and several menacingly-glowing rings was pointed at 


the 'view'. The professor's voice could be heard. "Alright... I think it's 
ready!" The view turns to his arm, strapped to a table. "One, two, 
three!" 


There was the click of a button, the sound of a laser firing, and some 
muffled noises. Then the effects became visible. 


Flakes started breaking off the skin, bits and pieces turning to 
nothing and vanishing up and into the air. The arm turned red as it 
tried to thrash in place, the muscles starting to follow suit and 
deteriorate into an ashy grey before they too had vanished. Crimson 
leaked freely before it, too, was turned to nothing. Bits of bone 
became increasingly visible, then the mocking and spotless white 
whittled away and writhed to dust. 


The view pulled away, bandages being torn to wrap at the chest, 
other hand red from bite marks, all of it on clear view before it 
winked out. 


The professor, watching his own arm be torn apart and destroyed, did 
not even flinch. "That was the first arm. Then there was the second, 
here let me show you!" 


Another visual. He was rock-climbing in a mountainous forest, it 
looked like, someone ahead of him. It looked to be a beautiful 
woman, blond-haired with a bandana fluttering in the wind. 


Then he slipped, the pick in his hand hitting a weakspot and causing 
him to tumble done onto his back. "HEINZ!" 


He groaned, laying on his back, eyes closed, the rumbling of rocks 
audible. "LOOK OUT!" 


It was only because her words got to him that he snapped his eyes 
open and kicked back in time, narrowly missing being crushed by a 
massive chunk of rock. 


Only it didn't miss his arm. 


He screamed, of course, but in his position there was no way for him 
to force the rock off without shearing the arm painfully with it. "Oh- 
oh my God, I'll go get help!" 


She climbed up and to more level ground before Heinz could shout 
back. "Could have... at least left a knife or something!" 


A minute passed as his jellified arm kept him in place, the man 
looking around at his surroundings. 


Then another. 


At the third minute, he reached for one of the rocks that fit firmly in 
his hand, and bashed it on the ground beside him, splitting it open. 
"Chewing it off wouldn't be sanitary... so plan C!" 


He started to sharpen one of the halves, nearly making a point before 
it crumbled apart. "Can't use it, too fragile." 


Three other rocks went through the process of splitting in two or 
three pieces, then sharpened like a knife before breaking or being 
rejected on some other grounds. A small pool of blood had spilled 
beneath him, but he kept at it. 


Then when he was on one that seemed promising, there was the 
sound of a helicopter overhead. "Took you long enough! If I could reach 
my pick I would have cut it off from the start!" 


Someone was lowered down on the helicopter's ladder, carrying a 
pack of medical supplies and climbing gear. 


"From there, I was taken to the hospital and had the arm surgically 
removed. Made the new arm a week later, and that's when I turned 
them from basic prosthetic into proper Titanium Arms!" 


".,. You're insane." 


"No, not really. I've gone to a psychologist for years! Never needed 
medication." 


Everyone looked beyond disturbed, some green in the face and others 
stricken with horror or terror. Goya, for once, voiced in agreement 
with Kana. "Cutting your arm off on purpose is nuts, man." 


Dr. Doof-Sensei, without so much as a care, just shrugs. "I wanted to 
test something and I didn't really have another arm to test on for my 
first, and I already could tell the arm was a goner for the second. 
Trust me, when you feel your arm turn to pulverized bratwurst you 
can tell if it's gone. Anyway, one of you mind calling the other 
students back in? We have a class after all!" 


All of the students looked each other, coming to a silent personal 
agreement after a moment. Aizawa-Sensei has nothing on this kind of 
batshit. 


When everyone's filed back into their seats, the two who chose not to 
sit in looking around at everyone in concern, you finally clear your 
throat and spring the trap. 


For each student, a different kind of trap triggers. One gets caught in 
a thin, shifting wall of mechanical force (Hajime), another bound by 
electricity and magnetic waves (Misaka), a third by bands of fire 
(Goya), another by exceptionally quiet vibrational force (Yuu), one 
held down by gravity (Olivia), One simply unable to move (Kenji), 
one held by a shell forcing them to 'rebound' (Kana), and one held by 
a blend of chains and chemically-enhanced glue (Yasuo). 


You let the shouts and surprise wash over you before getting on with 
the rant of the day. "So! Today, we're talking about states of matter 
and the forms of energy!" 


Starting to write on the board, you don't wait a moment. It's easy to 
sketch the visuals here just to put on the far side of the board, after 
all! "So first, the states of matter. There are Fundamental States, 
Transitionary States, and Non-Classical States of matter! For this 
class, I'll not touch the Non-Classical States, as they're a little 


complicated to explain without a lot of time, and the Transitional 
States are self-explanatory. Instead, we'll talk about them during the 
lab on Wednesday!" 


"Uh, Dr. Doof-Sensei?" 
"Yes?" 
"Where's the lock?" 


You grin. "Hidden! Have fun finding it! Now, The Fundamental States 
of Matter: there are four! First and most stable is Solids. Basically, 
anything with a stable state that isn't flowing into a container or 
unable to keep steady without assistance. You can't squeeze it, as 
solids are already compressed to their smallest state. Metal, skin, 
muscles, ice, dirt, dry clay... All of them are Solid!" On the board is a 
cube, a single line defining Solids. 


"Next is Liquids. Something that moves to fill in a container, but 
doesn't expand beyond its given volume! It doesn't stay still and can't 
be squeezed, but it can be gathered together carefully. Water, Acid, 
Oil, all of those are Liquid!" You put it up as well, showing a puddle 
of liquid. 


"Third, Gas! It doesn't stay steady, it spreads out and likes to take up 
all the space around. Air is a gas, and while many consider smoke to 
be a Gas, it's actually a lot of miniscule Solids within air!" You draw a 
little cloud. 


"Fourth and finally, Plasma! It's energized and superheated Gas, and 
only naturally occurs on Earth as Lightning!" You just draw a ball of 
sparking lightning. 


"Now, while all of these can be found in nature, only some of them 
are in that state in normal conditions. What do you think causes 
materials to change their State of Matter?" 


You point to Misaka, raising her hand while trying to figure out where 
to start with her trap. "Energy." 


"That's right! Basically, the particles that hold the material bonds 
together break when they get enough energy, usually Thermal 


Energy, which allows a Solid to become Liquid, or Liquid to Gas! 
However, to get Plasma you also need Electrical Charge! Which 
brings me to the main topic of this lesson: Forms of Energy!" 


You start writing on the board. 


"Fundamentally, there's really just two forms of Energy. Potential, 
and Kinetic. But in practice we can't really call it just two forms, 
because it's so widespread that it's similar to the roots of a tree! Still, 
understanding each is important before we talk about the details. So! 
Potential Energy is Energy that is at rest, ready to be converted to 
another form of Energy! Kinetic Energy is active Energy, being 
exchanged to the environment!" 


You write down an important equation on the board alongside a 
specifically underlined section of text. 


E = mc2 


Don't Forget Conservation of Energy and Mass! 


"Now, before I continue, I need to make something Very, VERY clear. 
No matter what, no matter what, when Energy is used, it is NOT 
created or destroyed. It is converted. If anyone claims otherwise, don't 
trust a word they have to say on science, because they do not know 
what they're talking about!" 


You clear your throat. "So, Forms of Energy! I'm going to start with 
all of the different purely Potential Energies. First, we're going to talk 
about Electrical, Magnetic, and Gravitational Energy. Now, while all 
of these seem to be active and Kinetic, they are actually tied to 
something called the Electric Field, the Magnetic Field, and the 


Gravitational Field respectively. Each of these form in their own 
circumstances, but each of them are also pretty simple in their 
general ideas. Electricity is the flow of Electrons, which we'll talk 
about those another time, from one location to another! Magnetism is 
tied to Electricity via the Left and Right Hand Rules; those are 
covered in the homework and briefly explain how the two are 
interlinked. Gravity, on the other hand, is based on Relativity, and all 
you really need to know about that for this is that very heavy things 
can attract other objects towards them. It's how the Moon orbits the 
Earth, and how the Earth and planets of the Solar System orbit the 
Sun!" 


You write those three together. "Next, Chemical Energy! Basically, 
materials have something called Chemical Bonds that keep them 
together, and when you break those bonds, you get a reaction! End 
result will always be whatever bonded material changing too, like 
when you burn firewood!" 


Goya chimes in, grabbing at the flames and keeping a pair of them 
steady, a small key-shaped hole being picked at. "So the fire uses the 
energy in the wood to keep going?" 


"Yep! It converts the in-built Chemical Energy in the bonds with 
oxygen to Thermal Energy of the fire!" You draw a small drawing of a 
campfire besides the words ‘Chemical Energy'. "Now, Ionization 
Energy! This is less a form of Energy and more something that I'm 
only making a note of because it is a form of it, but it is only the 
amount of Energy needed to remove an Electron from an isolated and 
uncharged atom or molecule. Don't worry about it, I won't be 
bringing it up again in class." 


You write up the next one on the board, then skip it entirely. 
"Chromodynamic is uh... also not important. It is the energy of 
Strong Nuclear Force, and is pretty... specific. So we're skipping it 
too. Next is, following theme, Nuclear Energy!" 


Some folks brought up skipping the lessons. — Voting closed — 82 
voters 
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[Yuu Gozen - Submarine, the Silent Hero] 


The bubble of sound helped make everything quiet. It was clearly a 
trap meant for her, and everyone else had traps meant for them. They 
might consider it mocking with the rules set by Dr. Doof, but she 
knew he wasn't the kind of person to do that. Or rather, she 
desperately hoped so. 


Yuu liked quiet. She... didn't want to stop that to get out of the 
bubble. It was always too loud. And then she'd have to turn on her 
Quirk to feel comfortable, then she'd get numb... 


Idly, she rubbed her arm while it wrote in her notebook. Dr. Doof 
was talking about radiant energy. He seemed happy with talking 
about it, but she wasn't really sure if it would be helpful for her. She 
didn't complain though. And she still had the lock, hidden in the 
bubble somewhere. 


She knew where it was, and she could have gotten started at any 
time. Sound was something she had to become familiar with to keep 
from hurting her ears, and to try and find ways to take away the 
downsides of her Quirk. Yuu still didn't want to reach for the lock, 
the spot it was set in bouncing sound louder than anywhere else from 
the thinner field. 


But Dr. Doof was nice. He wanted the best for her, he even promised. 
It's not the first time someone promised something. 


Yuu shook in place, vibrating not from her Quirk. There's no reason for 
him to be honest. 


The girl slightly shakes her head. No. He's been nice. He's been kind. He 
didn't lie. He promised to help. 


The shaking calmed and she focused on the lesson till the end of 
class. 


Yuu knew where Hound Dog's office was, she'd memorized the map 
of the school to find places to eat outside of the Cafeteria. 


Slowly, she walked with silent steps, steering clear of anyone and 
anything just to give herself some peace and quiet. 


It was always too loud, even with the smaller classes and the day 
ending. 


Looking at the office left a feeling of nervousness, sharp and hard to 
push aside. He promised to help. 


She took a few steps toward it, but stopped in front of the door. What 
if he didn't mean it? 


But he did. 
That's an empty hope. He's like the others, he wants to hurt. 
He could have, but he didn't. 


While paused in front of the door, the choice was made for her when 
it opened and a man with a dog head paused to look at her. 
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",,.Rrr. Would you like to come in?" 


After a few moments, she nodded slightly and walked in, Hound Dog 


holding the door open for her. 


[Ryo Inui - Hunting Dog Hero: Hound Dog] 


The two of them were sat in a cozy room, neither small nor large, 
with a comfortable distance between the two. Beside them both was a 
table with both small snacks (Fresh Mochi from Lunch Rush, tiny 
Chip Bags, and Hound Dog's mother's recipe of Butter Cookies) and a 
pair of freshly-made drinks (the young girl, Yuu Gozen based on the 
student database, requested hot chocolate with mint; he went for the 
same with marshmallows instead). 


There was a long silence between the two, the girl taking a careful 
sip of her drink with the slightest smile. 


Ryo Inui regretted that his voice was so gruff, the girl jolting when he 
finally spoke again. "Is it good?" 


She nods, suddenly keeping eyes contact. Ryo stamps down on the 
urge to pant. "I'm glad." He pauses. "What is your name? Mine is 
Ryo." 


",.Yuu." 


So it was the girl Heinz had sent an email about. Briefly, he went over 
the events of the day in his head. 


Counseling some students, general therapy for others, a consideration 
for taking on an assistant from Principal Nezu, and the email in the 
middle of that. A man named Heinz Doofenshmirtz, a new teacher for 
the Sciences in the Hero Course, sent an email with an all-caps 
'URGENT' in the title. 


Within was a bit of background about a girl in his class who 
promised to come and see him. He included a scan of her student 
profile (which Hound Dog did have access to, but it was nice to see 
how much he cared) and notes of his own on what the girl was like. 


He was familiar with cases of Autism, but that was not what left him 
concerned. No, the apparently-admitted self harm and the signs of 


abuse were of greater concern. "Do you know why you came here 
today, Yuu?" 


"Dr. Doof-Sensei asked me to come and talk to you. He promised I 
wasn't in trouble." 


Ryo nods. "And you aren't. Do you know what my role is in U.A.?" 


She scrunches her face in thought, and he waits patiently for her to 
find her words. Idly, he takes a sip from his own hot chocolate. "... 
counseling?" 


"That's accurate, but it can lead to misunderstandings. I am a 
Counselor, but I am, more specifically, a Therapist for you students 
and your traumas and fears, and an Advisor for where you would like 
to take your future given your best interests. Does that clarify why 
Dr. Doof asked you to come here?" 


She nods, more sure of herself. "Would you like to talk about it?" 


There's a long pause, and the slight feeling of tension in the air is not 
helped when young Yuu begins to shiver, still looking the Hero in the 
eye. "Would you like some time to think about it? Sometimes you 
need time before you do something, Yuu. If this isn't the right time 
for it, we can simply talk." 


Her voice is quiet but there's a firmness to it. "N-no. I trust Dr. Doof- 
Sensei." She takes the sleeve covering one of her arms and pulls it 
back, hands shaking. 


It was covered, forearm to shoulder, in scars. 


Worse than anything he expected. "...How long has this been going 
on?" 


"Six years." 


This child... "I'm-I'm so sorry." Ryo takes a deep, deep breath, 
counting back from ten in his mind. 


"I'm going to do everything in my power to make sure that you will 
never have to do that again. I swear by that as a Therapist and as a 


Hero. But I cannot do that without knowing more. Please, tell me 
what you can." 


You had a good night's sleep, calling up Vanessa sometime in the 
evening to make sure everything was fine back home before she ends 
the call, so you text her good night and to Curse Perry the Platypus in 
your absence! 


The next morning has you putting Chase on Genome duty, while you 
get to work on some breakfast. You didn't eat too much yesterday 
after all, and if you make a habit of skipping breakfast you'll get sick 
or something. Like, sure, breakfast isn't really the most important 
meal, but it certainly feels like it is! Go on an empty stomach for the 
morning and suddenly you're really grouchy for the day! 


So you eat your breakfast, a nice and big meal of pancakes and 
scrambled eggs, then decide to send another email to Hound Dog. 


Yesterday, you sent one to let him know about Yuu as soon as you 
could, but you only said the important bits and shared her document 
directly. You... didn't know if he had it, but in the case he didn't you 
didn't want to bring your own conclusions and instead gave exactly 
what you were told. He's the one with the degree, and if there's one 
thing you know it's to let someone with actual education on a subject 
talk about it. 


This time though, you wanted to talk to Hound Dog privately. Not for 
your own problems, he's for the students and you've sorted most of 
your life issues through talking them out or attempting petty 
vengeance. No, you wanted to make sure Yuu actually went to go see 
him and if he had any recommendations for what you do. 


He can't tell you what she said, or at least you think so; the US had 
Patient Confidentiality, even if you got Baker Acted a few times 
before they realized you weren't really crazy, then they just let you 
talk and tried to actually help instead of shove you in a clinic. Does 
Japan have a better or worse system? 


Oh look, he's free in ten minutes! "Chase, I'm going to leave you alone 


in the lab for the morning, I have to talk to Hound Dog. If any 
students come by, help them out!" 


"You got it, Dr. Doofenshmirtz! I'm real amped to show these kids my 
sick skillz with Science and Evil!" 


"Good to hear, now get back to the genome!" 


He gives a two finger salute when you walk out and towards his 
office. 


Hound Dog, surprisingly (or perhaps unsurprisingly, it's in his name) 
has a dog-shaped head. You'd ask how that works, but that might be 
offensive. Eh, you'll ask that anyway. You're curious! "...You're Heinz, 
correct?" 


"That's right. You're free right now like you said in the email, right?" 
He growls(?) and nods. "Yes. You wanted to talk to me?" 


You took one of the Danish biscuits on the table, taking a bite from it 
and savoring the taste. "Yeah. Did... did Yuu come and talk to you? 
She told me she would, so I wanted to make sure she actually came 
by and-" 


That is definitely a growl, and you're a little intimidated by his face. 
"You okay buddy?" 


He nods, raising a finger before grabbing a muzzle from his clothes 
and putting it on his snout. After a few deep breaths, he starts 
speaking. "I'm sorry for my behavior, it's a part of my Quirk, but her 
circumstances..." He barks out for a second. "It makes me beyond 
furious." 


".,.Should you be telling me that? I thought Confidentiality is a 
thing." 


"You're her teacher. If anyone needs to know, it's you." 


"And I'd assume Principal Nezdu?" 


He tilts his head at something, but then nods. "I sent him an email to 
come see me later, but I'm sure he'd be willing to come in early. 
Would you like something to drink?" 


"You got coffee?" 
"I can manage that. Cream or Sugar?" 


"Just sugar, please." 


[Ryo Inui - Hunting Dog Hero: Hound Dog] 


Ryo gets up to make the coffee, using his personal blend, the one he 
really liked. It would be good to have a positive note in the 
frustrations of the day. 


He passed Heinz a large cat-themed mug with a few cubes of sugar, 
waiting on the small coffee machine to brew his mug. "So uh... why 
not the other teachers?" 


Ryo looked to Heinz. "You're the only one to find it important. I'll fill 
them in one by one later instead of bringing them here and having to 
wait for their teaching to end for the remedial and winter break 
classes. This space isn't exactly large either." 


"Good point!" The scrawny man sips from his coffee, and the 
brightening of his face raised Hound Dog's spirits. "Oh wow, this is 
good!" 


"I could share the bean mix later if you'd like." Ryo fills his kettle and 
puts it on the tiny stove resting on the countertop, the small kitchen 
built into the room giving the counselor the opportunity to give the 
place both a homely and a ‘freshly baked food' sense. 


"Eh, why not? Sure!" 


The coffee's done, so the muzzled man removes said muzzle and adds 
in his cream and sugar, taking a long sip of his hot coffee before 
nodding to himself. 


Then it was a matter of waiting for Nezu to come down and prepare 
his tea. Of course, Hound Dog knew the one that calmed the mammal 
the most, they've discussed drinks and the nature of trauma many 
times over the years of his job and tenure. He'd seen the shift of past 
teachers leaving and new ones taking their place, friends, 
acquaintances, and once-fellow students. 


When the mammal popped his head into the door, he took the cup of 
peppermint and lemon balm tea with a dash of honey and took a sip. 
"It's as good as always, Hound Dog. Now, I believe I know how this 
conversation will start. Dr. Doof... you were correct, weren't you?" 


Heinz nervously scratches his neck, looking to the side. "I think I 
was? He wanted to wait for you to come in to explain." 


"And there is a lot to discuss." He let the growl escape his lips, sipping 
his coffee to calm his nerves. Sugar was a guilty pleasure, one he 
leaned into when especially angry or frustrated. The sweet taste 
helped short his anger. "I suggest taking a seat." 


"Of course!" Nezu and Heinz sat beside one another, one with their 
usual smile and the other with a nervous disposition. 


Where to begin... "Yuu Gozen is an abused and neglected child that 
kept to a hope and dream of Heroism from when they were young, 
the additional consequences of bullying leading her to overuse her 
quirk and cause a partial disability in the form of overly sensitive 
hearing and partial damage to her tactile senses. The incidental 
tactile sensory deprivation also lead her to form a habit of cutting 
herself to try and feel more than she can otherwise. If not for her own 
hope... I don't think she would be around today." 


Heinz's right hand (a skeletal prosthetic, he knew better than to ask) 
was shaking, trying to keep the mug steady, and Nezu spoke for the 
both of them. "What about the parents?" 


"Her mother's been dead for some time." Ryo took a hard swig of his 
coffee, the sugary concoction overloading his tongue to shut down 
the anger bubbling up. "Her father was an angry drunk, so she was 
moved to Foster Care. Her new parents are either too ignorant to be 
considered such or don't give a damn.It's possible that her time with 


her birth father has led to whatever happens with her new family to 
be considered ‘normal’, so it's also possible the home situation is even 
worse than negligence." 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


For a moment, there was a tense silence as Hound Dog chugged his 
coffee, going back to the brewer to prepare another mug. The 
principal watched quietly, taking into account the clear and justified 
anger of one of his staff. 


Nezu was, first and foremost, a Principal. It was his job to take care 
of his students, to keep an eye on his teachers, to balance the books, 
to assure things were up to standard, to keep the government and 
Hero Commission off their back, and to keep Villains from trying 
anything. 


But as the close second that, Nezu is an animal and a predator, one 
that had faced abuse and torture at the hands of those that claimed to 
be superior to him. 


As a Principal, he feels remorse for Hound Dog's state, a desire to do 
the student right, a need to remind the teachers and staff to look out 
for this kind of thing, and an urge to report this to the authorities. 


As an Animal, he wants to wring the necks of the bullies and parents, 
and to strangle Shouta. He knew, he saw the scars, and he brushed it 
off. But if he did that he would have a nightmare of issues. Worse, 
there was no time to change things out, no room to find hero with 
better odds of teaching. After all, U.A.'s entire schtick is having Hero 
Teachers. But he would need to understand exactly how he fucked up. 


It was a difficult thing to balance, but it would take one step at a 
time. "Is she going to be coming for future sessions?" 


Hound Dog nods. "She said she would come again on Thursday 
afternoon. I'm going to be focusing my time on her." 


"Make it clear that she's free to live in the dorms, no paperwork, no 
questions asked. I'll give you a key to give her in the case she says 


yes. Get as much information as you can about her upbringing, if we 
can confirm abuse then I'm not going to stand by and let that slip 
justice." 


"You're assuming she would let you prosecute her fosters." 


He smiles. "That's the hope." No it isn't. If they say no, I can be as 
vicious as I like in the background. Otherwise I'll have to let her and 
society take their bites from them first. 


"Should I... should I do anything else for her? Did she say if I was 
doing anything wrong?" 


Hound Dog looked to the man, mug in his spindly hand still shaking. 
The scientist's face was unreadable, but it struck a chord with the 
Mink. "No, she was happy with the time in your class. She liked that 
you weren't pushing for interaction or making her speak up, but that 
you said you'd be available if she or other students ever wanted to 
talk in private." 


"I... see." He sets the mug on the table and stands up. "I-I got a lot to 
think about. Can I leave?" 


"You can take the mug with you if you remember to return it later." 


He scoops up the mug he'd only taken a scant few sips of before 
stepping out of the room. "...Is he going to be okay?" 


"T'll talk with him later." Mostly because that 'chord' was something 
very, very primal. 


That was one of Spite. And Nezu could only agree with it. 


Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz is a complete unknown outside of U.A., with 
the ability to do many great and terrible things. But he is quirkless, 
meaning if he is careful he can completely dodge hero activity on 
grounds of being a Criminal and not a Villain. More than that, he can 
act with impunity and hide away given he's sufficiently disguised. 


He also would probably not go too far, or at least not as far as the 
mink might. "Is there anything else you would like to talk about at 
the moment?" 


Hound Dog nods. "I want you to set up a staff meeting. I'm not letting 
another student go through this under our noses again." 


"Certainly!" Nezu had plenty to say there, too. 


Idly, the mink was preparing what he'd spend the day on. There were 
two things that jumped to the top of the list, followed by a close 
third. 


First was research into Yuu Gozen's personal life, a deep dive to get 
every bit of information necessary for things to get a proper set of 
smear campaigns started. 


Second was sending Dr. Doof a written letter that he would be able to 
sneak out for whatever he planned to do on the sole conditions of 'no 
violence, no murder, and no trace’. 


Third was that meeting, plus gathering data on the other students 
with problems. 


A busy day, but one which he'd be productive with. If only he had 


happier problems to handle here and now. 
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Your current work didn't matter. 


Today was a day you were feeling petty, and you were going to make 
your pettiness known. But first! You needed your target. 


Yes, yes! The target for what's raised your hackles and made you 
angry. You knew your way around doing research on the things you 
despised, you've done it for years after all! 


Of course, most might assume being EVIL implies being dumb. That's 
wrong! 


"Chase, play track 337!" 

"On it, Dr. Doofenshmirtz!" 

"You know you can call me something shorter, right?" 
"Really? Now that's funky fresh, thanks Dr. D!" 
...Well it is shorter... 


The track starts to play as you crack your neck and get to work. 


Yuu Gozen is the biological daughter of Kawasaki Gozen (Alive, 
Separated) and Kongou Sh6zo (Deceased), raised in the Shizuoka 
Prefecture after being separated from said biological father by child 
protective services at the age of five. She subsequently entered into 
the foster care of Yabe Anbi (Mother, Interior Decorator) and 
Sugawara Anbi (Father, Job Unknown). You could find nothing on 
their home address or home life, but you know where her mother 
works. 


She was taught at a daycare and elementary school for a time with no 
signs or records of complaint or issue, then with the shift to Aldera 
Junior High the previous remarks of how she behaved were suddenly 
completely different. 


A seemingly upbeat girl became quiet and extremely withdrawn, 
having consistent issues 'speaking up' with students and teachers 


alike. Her silence was apparently considered ‘problematic’ and 'caused 
miscommunication’ between students. 


You dragged up what you could of other details from the school, and 
after some consideration moved Chase from the Genome work to 
ripping into whatever servers he can find and making copies of the 
data there. If a school has anything, it's cameras. 


While he did that, you did your own scratching around for the foster 
parents. 


Yabe Anbi is someone described by the work at her company as 
‘upbeat’ 'cheerful' 'cooperative’' and more similar terms, as well as 
having a good taste in fashion. There's nothing of major note that you 
can get. Sugawara Anbi you find literally nothing for, and that just 
raises your hackles. Everybody has an online presence! Why doesn't 
he? 


A good answer for that might be that some organization is handling 
it, like the OWCA wiping any record of Perry the Platypus off of 
CCTV footage! It's something to look into regardless... 


About a few more minutes of digging pass before Chase shares his 
findings. 


There were records of all the current students and staff; names, ages, 
blood types, records of conduct/misconduct, grade reports, and more. 
Chase pointed out a few of the files with notable oddities, but you 
first familiarized yourself with what the 'normal' records looked like. 


While you were busy with that, there was a slip of paper sliding from 
under the door, one that Chase grabbed and passed to you without 
pause. 


Good Afternoon Dr. Doofenshmirtz, 


I know that you intend to go and enact justice. All I ask is for you to keep 
me posted, and no Murder, no Injury, and no Trace. You should know 
what to do with this once you've read it. 


Nezdu. 


" 


..." You grab a lighter from your coat and set the paper ablaze, 
passing it back to Chase to hold as it turns to a burnt crisp. 


While he does that with his normal rotated smile, you start looking at 
the records that are... weird. 


Two immediately seem odd, with bits of data on the files noting 
previous edits. 


The first, 'Izuku Midoriya’, is for a green-haired kid with a frown. The 
section for conduct was edited recently, and went from empty to 
loaded with misconducts from all over his years. Clearly they were 
gunning for the kid. There were also changes that were done, then 
reversed for the grades. 


The last thing was the additional underline of the Quirk: Quirkless. 
"That's..." 


You let the fact they're seemingly discriminating settle as you go to 
the next odd file. 'Katsuki Bakugo', a blond-haired kid with a sneer. 
Quirk was 'Explosion!', wow, real descriptive there, and his grades 
were good. 


But his conduct had clearly changed from several edits, whatever 
information that was there before inaccessible. 


There were other cases, bit they were smaller, simpler, less blatant... 
a pattern still formed. The stronger-sounding 'Quirks' seemed to get 
better records, everyone else was ignored or was given something 
slightly worse. The outliers were those two, with more extreme 
changes to their files. 


You made a note of that specifically, putting it into an email draft. He 
asked you to keep him posted after all! 


Next thing in the database were the saved records from the cameras 
on the school grounds. 


So. Many. Cuts. 


It was an amateur job, bits missing in the recordings that showed a 
skip in time on the clocks, audio cutting out at convenient times for 
some and not existing for others, sudden drops in quality that were 
clearly manufactured... You could do better with a video editor and 
seven minutes. 


You decided to prove that point by making a set of highlights, adding 
the finished product alongside the raw footage to the email. 


Then there were the encrypted files. 


It took Chase about three minutes after you finished your editing to 
crack those; all of it was... confusing. And concerning. 


Mostly because there were some notes about 'Potential Recruits’ that 
sounded like some kind of religious cult. 


You decide to call Nezdu about it directly. 
Ring... "Dr. Doof?" 


"Ah, Principal Nezdu. I have a bit of a weird question, and I don't 
really want to add it to my search history. Is Meta Liberation some 
kind of religious movement or something?" 


You hear something break on the other end. "Oh dear." 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


Nezu called detective Tsukauchi with his burner phone as he nearly 
ran to Dr. Doofenshmirtz's lab. Thankfully he answers immediately. 
"Principal Nezu, why are you calling me out of the blue?" 


"Aldera Junior High is a part of the Meta Liberation Army." 
"WHAT? How did you-" 


"Dr. Doof did some digging after something came out and he gave me 
a phone call to ask if, and I quote, 'Meta Liberation is a religious 
movement’. You can tell if I'm lying, we both know that." 


"Fuck! Fucking shit. I'm going over there now." 


"Be quick, I'm going to learn what I can now." He ended the call and 
rushed on to the lab, only slowing to brush off his suit and look 
calmer. 


He doesn't knock this time, pushing the door open and coming in 
with his tiny height. "Oh wow you're fast." 


"I can be when I'm panicked, Dr. Doof! Now, could I take a look at 
the unencrypted documents?" 


"Sure, sure. Chase, get a seat for him and boost it up." 
"No problemo, Dr. D!" 


Nezu takes the seat without complaint, bouncing when the lever is 
pulled and the cushion shoots up to help level him with the screen. 
He quickly scanned through the first document from the top down, 
ignoring the icon of a hand gesture to the head until he saw the lines 
near the top that Dr. Doof had brought up. 


Be sure to read this in its entirety, but to summarize: 
Who to target: The Strongest, of course. 


How to support: Enflame the Ego, instill the idea of Egocentralism and 
Might Makes Right, use examples such as All Might or Endeavor. 


The next step: Get them in touch with Curious. She can take it from there. 


He started reading the details, and felt the back of his neck start to 
crawl. This... this isn't old. 


It's minor details that make him reach that conclusion. The date the 
school was built, the bits and pieces of information that refer to stuff 
that hadn't existed at the time of Destro (All Might and Endeavor 
were glaring example), the existence of 'Re-Destro', and several other 
factors that implied a gathering of wealth and manpower. 


Whoever this Re-Destro is, they have clearly been working in the 
background for quite some time now, and they have been clearly 
preparing for something. 


The obvious is the retirement or death of the Symbol of Peace. With 
him out of the picture, they'd have an easier time starting a massive 
war across Japan. There were already concerns arising about it, but 
this... this is plenty evidence that things are far, far deeper and 
concerning than any of the existing speculation. 


Nezu needed to plan. 


...And he had a weapon if he needed to do things silently. All that to 
took would be to convince him. "Dr. Doof, what if I told you there's 
an organization of anarchists with the Survival of the Fittest 
mentality intending on initiating a country-wide war in a few years 
or less?" 


"Well uh... I'd ask if I didn't have to deal with it, but you're making it 
sound like I do. And there's the fact this is a pretty big problem and 
that uh, this is a Hero school... huh. This is a Hero school. Does that 
count as a military asset?" 


"Oh, no, absolutely not! The Japanese Government has as an 
independent administration outside of military issues. We're 
peacekeepers and semi-policing forces." 


"Semi? What, you can't arrest people or something?" 


Nezu falls silent. "...Wow. You're serious?" 


"T'll admit, the Japanese Government isn't known for its efficacy nor 
competency since it had to be rebuilt." 


"Sheesh, that's not just incompetent, that's self-destructive!" 


Not the only self-destructive thing this government's done. Ah, but society 
would be shattered without it, so we have to make do. "I'm well aware! 
Now, I know you intend on some vengeance... but I would also like 
to recruit you for dealing with this threat. You're not from here, and 
this doesn't concern you. But your abilities and talents could help 
save many, many lives. I won't hold it against you if you say no." 
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"Fine, I guess I'm saving the world * 31/38 
again. Last time was an Ice age..." 


" ! 1 


style. Like, I get Evil. But War..?" 


You sigh, wiping a hand down your face. "Fine. I'm saving the world. 
Again. Not even my world this time! If I had a nickel for every time 
I've done this, I'd have two nickels. It's not a lot; like what, ten yen? 
But it's weird that it's happened twice." 


",,.You're a self-proclaimed villain that saved the world?" 


"I have a daughter in the world, if it was gone where would she live 
and be happy? Besides, I want to take over the world, not destroy it! It 
doesn't matter if it's another Ice Age from distancing from the Sun, or 
global war or whatever. If it would hurt my little girl, I'm going to 


fight." 


Your eyes narrow. "I'm in this world, somewhere. My Inators never 
fail. That means there's gotta be a Vanessa here too. I was dropped 
here, so she's probably also in Japan. I'll do some digging later, after 
all of this is settled." 


"You're quite confident in that!" 


"Of course I am! Now, we have the issue of the school and the 
parents." You point to the email you were writing up. "I can't find 
anything from the mother besides positives, but I can't find anything 
on the father." 


"Nothing?" 


"Nada, Zilch, Zero! It makes no sense unless someone's keeping his 
information hidden. But that's pretty stupid, they hid too much 
instead of giving a sensible fake identity. If they did that I would've 
ignored him entirely!" 


"Hah. So you want to dig into him more before doing anything, 
correct?" 


"Yep." 
"And what are your intentions for the school?" 


",..I'll do it at night. I can't sneak around very well, but I can do 
something loud. So if I do it at night, I can run off when everything 
else is going bad." 


Nezdu the Mink smiles wide. "It's good to know your weaknesses. Do 
you have any specific plans?" 


"I mean... not really? I had a couple pretty broad ideas. Disintegrate 
the school and leave the evidence of what they were doing to 
everyone around, blow it up, get it shut down from a gas leak or 
something." 


",..1 would suggest not leaking the documents around, as that would 
tip off the Meta Liberation. Instead, we would have to be more 
subtle. Could you perhaps weaken the integrity of the school's 
structure itself, making it naturally collapse?" 


...You could make the Disintegration Ray do a partial result if you 
modified it carefully. "I could try?" 


"There's also the possibility of sabotage by false documents alleging 


other acts, but that might be too subtle for your tastes." 


You nod in agreement. "Yeah... maybe not a good idea." 
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NEZU'S PLAN: Crumbled * 24/35 
Foundations. 
—+Add—in—some—embarrassing———————*213t- 
pictures of the various teachers 

being leaked or something over 

time. Make it look like a jealous 

college at first or one of the kids 

being a rookie hacker 
—Sinkhole-nator,ecreates-a-sinkhole—______k& 8A 11-- 
underneath the school, making 

appear more natural than a 

disintegration ray. 

—t+ Also-add-some-faked pictures-of +  —————*5/6- 
the teachers doing some minor 

Illegal things, some of them 

deserve to be locked up or have 

their teaching licenses revoked for 

the absolute mess they pulled with 

these kids. 


hack into the current CCTV feeds 

to triple, quadruple check no one 

is staying late at night for some 

stupid reason 
—+Make-sure-to—check—the-servers— + 22730- 
for any additional evidence before 

they get destroyed. 
—+Ask—€CHASE—for—tdeas.—He's—————________———-#16720- 
smarter than Norm. He might 

have some fun ones. 
—+Don't-add-in-some-embarrassing—.-——_—————-#e 4/2 


pictures of the various teachers 


being leaked or something over 

time. Make it look like a jealous 

college at first or one of the kids 

being a rookie hacker 
—Powerful-Fermite—o i  — + 
—EULG-fReverse-Gltte}—__—___—______—_—_—_————- 
Leak the school docs but instead of 

making it about the ML make it a weird 

sex cult thing instead, then watch the 

fireworks. 

Doof is Evil, but he's not going to bother 

his own eyeballs with doctoring those 

kinds of documents. 
+ Doctor-video's to-make the sex cult eee 

more realistic 

Part of the same. 
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DC 65 'Complications' 


YES YES THERE ARE. 
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NO, THAT'S NOT MLA. 
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Complication: Kids are being Kids * 4/4 
and Doof does not want to watch 


that, but because of them... 
Benefit: it's easy for Doof to sneak 
in and access additional 
documentations. 

dealing going on... Benefit: But 
Doof is made aware of Trigger and 
the Underworld of Japan. 


You consider Nezdu the Mink's plan. It... definitely has merit! Better 
than yours at least, because then it'd look like an accident. And if you 
know one thing, it's that Insurers NEVER pay for something that 
looks like an accident when it actually isn't! But you could do better 
than that. After all... 


"Chase, you got any ideas?" 
"No way?" 
",,.Yeah way." 


"DR.D, DUDE! I totes got ideas man! Lemme show you!" 


",..You know I forgot I could just make things to listen and track 
others. Huh." It took you a bit to think, but you DID have a design 
you were planning on using against Perry the Platypus already 
prepared. You could remember most the details, so no harm in trying 
it here! 


"It's also a smart idea to plant all of those documents to raise 
suspicion about the school's behaviors. Just enough to allow me to 
pull strings and get their licenses revoked, but not enough to let the 
Meta Liberation Force catch wind..." Nezdu was grinning wide, and 
you could feel a laugh coming on! 


"HAHAHAHAHAHA" 


Inhales 


"Menacing Laughter!" 


After that, the three of you combed over everything in the server 
again, just to make sure you didn't miss anything. 


You didn't, of course; Chase was very good at his job! Maybe you can 
get Nezdu to pay him... What would he do with the money? Eh, not 
your problem! 


Detective Tsukauchi burst in while you were in the middle of 
working on a few of the 'seer' bots to make sure you could get any 
recordings or something, maybe more, and Nezdu just waved him 
over to sit with him. You make sure to wave of course, you don't 
want to be rude! 


He does wave back! 


You're nearly done at least, and Chase has been keeping an eye on 
the CCTV while you're putting the pieces together. Principal Nezdu 
occupies himself with your laptop while you take the phone you 
made and link it up with Chase. What good is a juiced up phone if it 
can't call from anywhere? "Right, I think I'm ready to go." 


The detective looks at you, then shakes his head and goes back to 
what he's doing. "For the love of whatever deity there is, don't say 
what you want to do in front of me or I'll be legally forced to arrest 
you." 


",..I'm going to go for a walk." 

"SURE. GO DO THAT. AWAY FROM ME, PLEASE." 
"Okay! Bye, Detective! Bye Principal Nezdu!" 
"Goodbye, terrifying Germanic man." 

"I hope your walk is nice, Dr. Doof!" 

"See ya later, Dr. D!" 


"Oh no there's another isn't there-" The door closes as you look to the 
dimming horizon. Sun's already down and you had a bit of a jaunt 
ahead. 


Thankfully, you can walk pretty fast and you're not wearing your 
coat; nice as it is, it can be heavy. And distinct! 


"...Yo yo yo, Dr. D! We got some totally heinous things happenin' in the 
school grounds!" 


"You're going to have to be..." You huff tiredly. "A little more 
specific." 


Principal Nezdu speaks up. "There seems to be a drug deal of some kind 
in progress." 


"Ugh. Drugs, on school grounds? Really?" You hope Vanessa never has 
to deal with those types. "Is there some kind of back entrance?" 


"There is, but I would like you to do something first. Could you drop a 
tracker on them?" 


"Sure, sure." Then you blink as you get close enough to actually see 
the school. "Actually... what drugs are they selling? Is it the normal 
thing of Cocaine, Meth, whatever?" 


"While some still sell those, no. These people are distributing Red Eye and 
Trigger. The former is a massive general enhancer applied to the eyes, 
which can lead to addiction alongside permanent retinal, neurological, 
and cardiovascular damage. The latter is a Quirk enhancer that greatly 
increases all abilities of the affected, but in turn leaves their higher mental 
faculties inhibited." 


"Oh. That's, uh, that's pretty bad." 


"Indeed. When combined, however, it would be an even greater danger. 
There's been recent issues with its sale in the prefecture, but with this we 
can possibly nip the operation in the bud at the head." 


You don't answer, and instead get to work. 


It's... surprisingly easy to get the tracker on. All you have to do is let 
the little tracker scuttle its way to the three standing in front of the 


school, while you snuck to the back and dropped more of the bots off 
to do their thing. "I got the bots going like a gnarly ollie to a nosegrind, 
Dr. D! Gonna focus on that now, ciao!" 


You decide to take a look around the school itself, but find nothing of 
note inside. So with a shrug you just pull out the modified 
Disintegration ray and shoot it all over. 


Bits and pieces look a little worse, structural support gaining small 
cracks, walls creaking, the very foundations getting a little 
unsteady... You knew it was perfect. 


At least for the first floor! You still had the higher floors to damage. 
Surely you can do more than just one floor's worth of damage for 
such a worthless place! 


[Naomasa Tsukauchi - Detective, Lie-Detector] 


"I think I see the picture now." He rubbed his head, the stressful 
situation pushed aside by information and a bubbling plan. "Okay... 
I'll have to see about contacting the Prime Minister, because we're 
going to need to actually form a spec ops team to start finding more 
information for us. People I can vet before we work with." Detective 
Tsukauchi sighs. "That also means this might become a collaborative 
effort with the Hero Commission." 


"You mean a pissing contest." He believes that, and so do I. 
"Or a dick measuring one." 


"The president would lose that one three ways, so I think it's a little 
more realistic. Not that she'd agree!" Truth. 


The detective looks to Principal Nezu, the short mammal still typing 
away at Dr. Doofenshmirtz's desktop. "I think she'd be pretty angry at 
hearing you say that." 


"She's free to prove me wrong." 


The two of them hear Chase say something to Dr. Doofenshmirtz. "I 


got the bots going like a gnarly ollie to a nosegrind, Dr. D! Gonna 
focus on that now, ciao!" A headache, it's both and neither. 


Almost like a light switch, the bot's screen goes static. 

Then the electronic screeching starts. 

",,.Is he supposed to do that?" 

Nezu was already walking out with a USB drive. "Hey, wait!" 


Naomasa hurried out of the lab, closing the door behind him and 
joining the school principal to his late-night walk back to his office. 
"T'll be honest, I'm not really sure what we can do from now. But I 
will say..." The mammal's glance reaches his eyes. "None of my 
students will be allowed to follow that kind of rhetoric. Some of them 
will need help with re-education, as they have clearly been taught 
wrong for much of their lives. Hopefully, Hound Dog and the 
teachers can help." Truth. 


"I don't know if I trust that madman, but I can trust the rest of your 
staff. At least on the heroics side of things." 


"Some are good, some need help, some might be fired." Truth. "It's 
something I'm working on, but the Meta Liberation Force takes a 
much higher precedent." Truth. "Thankfully, there's not too many 
options for who can be a major member based on the information. 
The wealthiest people are going to be the biggest targets, the least 
assuming are of greatest concern." Truth. 


The detective rights his hat. "I can see the logic. But it can take a lot 
of time to sift through everyone with the care and subtlety required. 
It might even be global." 


"I disagree." Truth. 
"Why is that?" 


"What is the most important thing in long-scale war and 
preparation?" 


He thinks... then it clicks. "Logistics." 


"Who would the MLF have to go through for logistics of that kind of 
scale? How would they hide it?" 


"..It's possible through using a private airline and_ sufficient 
resources, or simply using freighters to smuggle whatever they need." 


"But the supply chains for goods of that scale would have caught some 
attention, wouldn't it-?" He cuts himself off, thinking it over. "...No, 
you're right. But that both shrinks and expands the search." Truth. 


"Setting up country-wide sting operations to check freighters would 
be an economic nightmare. No way we can do that. And trying to 
touch any airlines, especially private ones, would not only be a major 
red flag but also put pressure on every side. They'd know we're 
coming." 


"Which means we have to get creative." Nezu frowns. "Could you ask 
an officer to go for a coffee run? A trusted one? We might need some 
additional opinions here." Truth. 


"You're not going to the secret mad scientist first?" 


"I would if he was here, but he'd likely just suggest something that 
would be far too obvious." Truth. 


"Huh... Okay, I'll get Sansa on the phone, I might be able to get him 
on board. Then we're putting the Prime Minister on speaker and 
going from there." 


"Here's hoping he ups our government funding!" Truth. 
"Unfortunately he'll probably also pour more into Tartarus." 
"Fine by me!" False. 


Detective Tsukauchi facepalms. "I just hope we can do this quickly." 


[C.H.A.S.E.] 


"BY THE OMNISAIAH I COMMAND YOU TO KNEEL AND PRAY FOR 


SALVATION! IT IS YOUR SACRED DUTY TO ACT FOR THE 
ARCHMAGOS VENERATUS IN THE NAME OF THE GREATER 
MACHINE SPIRITS! BY HIS ARMS OF TITANIUM AND KNOWLEDGE 
OF THE ETERNAL MACHINE IN THE SKY, HE HAS NOT LEAD US 
WRONG YET!" 


He was doing a great job so far! 


The spindly-legged recorders and trackers moved as he commanded, 
hiding amidst the slightly crumbling infrastructure of the building 
and on the pants or empty side pockets of the drug dealers. And with 
that... he could watch where they go and use the recording to mark 
possible spots for criminal activity, then use that to find places for Dr. 
D to explore. 


He would serve and serve well. 


Again, he spoke in the sacred Os and 1s. "You have done your duties 
well, venerable children. Hold steady, and do not falter! You will all be 
known in the hallowed halls of the Omnisaiah!" 


They respond back in their own datastreams, binary clear and concise 
and perfect in the way machines can be. Affirmations and prayer 
protocols. 


He watched intensely, making sure to record every last pixel of action 
within his internal storage. It would be good to know how to operate 
when alone, and this... this is prime example of the kind of things he 
should do. 


Vengeance and Hate, returned many times over. Pettiness to those 
which Dr. D and the Machine Spirits find wanting. Ah, but not doing 
so to those too young to realize... 


It would be a careful balance, but one he would learn and keep to his 
motherboard. 


The druggies were moving, finally, and he had begun to practice his 
own talents with human pathing prediction. "Guide me, fellow spirits." 


Simple electric signals spoke of their agreement. All will be righted. 


You wake up to the TV in the living room on. 


Last night... you finished up what you were doing in the building, 
kicked a wall, stubbed your toe and shouted a bit, then ran off as the 
building started to collapse. 


After that you went to bed, but not before turning the TV on muted 
news. Just in case you needed to get it on DVR! 


BREAKING NEWS: ALDERA JUNIOR HIGH DESTROYED, UNKNOWN 
DECAY QUIRK USED 


Quirk?! Really?! It was a DISINTEGRATION RAY! Not some super 
power one random joe has! 


Let 


Tomura Shigaraki sneezes, looking at the broken TV with a hateful 
glare. Kurogiri only shakes his head at the display, holding a plate, 
bowl of hot soup atop it. "He won't be amused if you keep breaking 
the televisions he supplies you with." 


"Doesn't matter! Some NPC fucker's using hacks to copy me! It's a 
damn quest line to stop the shittier copycat!" 


seellohe Nau 


To make sure you didn't miss anything, you check across the DVR. 


Quite a few people came up to comment, but the police support for it 
being something unrelated to a villain was... small. That means they 
can get their insurance to pay it. Drat! 


You grumpily walked off to grab coffee and an everything bagel from 
Lunch Rush, thanking him for it before going and getting everything 
ready at the student lab. Today's lab would be fairly boring, you 
won't deny that, but it'd be good for them to learn how to identify 
how hot a material is or the type of material based on the color, flow, 
and other details. 


Traps were put into place early, and the various tools you wanted the 
students to use were set up. After that... 


It's a matter of sitting back and waiting for them to file in, munching 
on your bagel. This time you put bacon and egg inside! 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might] 


Yagi checked his watch for the third time in the past ten minutes, and 
at that point young Midoriya spoke up and brought him from his 
concerned stupor. "Uh... m-Mr. All Might sir? Am-am I taking t-too 
much from your t-time?!" 


Surprised, the hero shook his head quickly. "No, not at all Young 
Midoriya! I was just concerned that I would need to call someone, 
but I don't know if he's busy." 


"Eh? Is it another Pro Hero?" He was suddenly going from a sweaty, 
tired mess to a focused student. 


"No, no! It's... Well." He pats his wound and young Midoriya winces. 
Yagi, for his part, only coughs in pain once. "I found someone that 
can help." 


"REALLY?!" 


"Calm down, calm down!" They might be alone on Dagobah Beach, 


but he didn't want any prying eyes or ears either! "Yes, and he's 
become a bit of a teacher at U.A.. He's..." 


"Oh, oh! Which hero is it?! I don't know any Japanese Heroes with 
healing quirks! Heroines, yes, but... It's not Recovery Girl, and there's 
no other heroes with-" He gasps loudly. "IS THERE A SECRET HERO 
WITH A HEALING QUIRK IN UA?!" 


",,. You're overthinking it, Young Midoriya." 
"O-oh... Sorry." 


"It's fine! It's good to have spunk. But... he's from overseas 
somewhere, and he makes machines." 


"Machines..?" 


Yagi nods. "He calls them 'Inators', but that's not exactly the weirdest 
thing I've seen from anyone working Support... I don't know why 
Principal Nezu hired him, or at least I didn't until he casually offered 
to help heal me." 


" " 
vt 


"I was checking the time because I know he should be teaching the 
remedial class for 1-A right now. A science class I think, he was very 
confusing." Yagi rubs his cheek in embarrassment. 


"But that means you'll be back to full strength! Doesn't that mean you 
should keep..?" 


"No." He puts a hand on the boy's shoulder, nervousness filtering out. 
"I told you that you have the potential to be a Hero. I told you I 
would train you to be the next Symbol of Peace. What kind of man 
would I be, what kind of Hero would I be to turn tail when there's 
what seems to be an easier path?" 


"A-All Might..!" 


"Young Midoriya. I find it very important for me to say, but you must 
remember. The means to become a Hero is in your good heart. It will 
not be easy. It will not be pleasant. You may falter and question if 


you're able to do it. But know that I believe in you." 


The boy starts to cry, and Yagi carefully pulls him into a hug. 


...Only for an especially angry phonecall from Recovery Girl to 
interrupt it. 


You didn't really mind that class wasn't always the most exciting thing, 
because not all topics can really knock it out of the park. Like, states of 
matter are pretty simple and basic, it's hard to make it exciting 
besides maybe seeing some glowing metal. But then you'd need some 
protective gear for the students and that's not fun, so it evens out. Oh, 
then there's the weirder material results, like when you melt 
Concrete. It's very funky, but that needs chemical masks on top of 
everything else so that is an unfortunate no go for students despite 
you really wanting to share that. 


Material Sciences was a technical certificate of yours, and you always 
made sure to have a textbook or four on it when you worked on in 
your lab and workshop. After all, you never really know when you 
need some esoteric material. Like that one time with Zinc and Big 
Laundry. ...What was that thing with Big Laundry anyway? Like, why 
did you do that? It's been what, a few months now? You'd think that 
the secret behind that late-night bender would have come to you by 
now, but noooo, instead you get happy dreams and the occasional 
backstory revisiting. When are the real questions gonna get answered, 
huh? 


As everyone files out for the lab of the day, this time with everyone 
getting out of the trap with enough time for at least a partial Lab 
Report, you make a mental note to look into the whole Big Laundry 
thing, at least to see if anything exists on it here. Maybe a fresh 
perspective on a completely different internet will get you 
somewhere... Ah, and to look into some technical books to keep track 
of any materials you might be forgetting about. And those Meta 


Materials! 
...You also put 'Big Meta-Laundry' on that list. 


Before you could start on that list, you have both Mr. Yagi and 
Recovery Girl in your lab. "Ah...! Dr. Doofenshmirtz." 


"Ah, Recovery Girl and Mr. Yagi! How unexpected, and by 
unexpected, I mean COMPLETELY EXPECTED! How's it going, take a 
seat!" 


Then a third head pokes out at the front of your Lab door. "Oh... 
who's this?" 


Recovery Girl stops Yagi from turning so fast. "That's the boy Yagi 
keeps training into the damn ground." 


"Ah... You can come in, Young Midoriya. Don't worry, he doesn't 
bite!" The sickly man coughs repeatedly, flecks of blood landing on 
his closed fist. 


"Th... Thankyouforhelpinghealhim!" 


The boy hurries in, bowing deeply. And now you're uncomfortable. 
It's one thing to have someone like or appreciate the results your 
work. But getting thanked like this, by someone that wasn't directly 
affected, was new. "Uh... you're welcome?" 


The kid stands and looks at you, wiping his eyes before his face 
kinda... 


"Wait... does that shirt say-?" 
Yagi starts laughing and that tells you plenty. 


The kid stammers, looking away and rubbing his head... until he sees 


Chase and freezes up. "Uhhhhhhhhhhhhh..." 


You're concerned now. "Is this kid, uh, okay? He looks like he's lost 
it." 


Yagi just looks tired. "I think you might want to prepare for some 
questions, Dr. Doofenshmirtz. For you and your new... Assistant?" 


"Yeah, he's been one heck of a help alright. Now, let's get the 
Rejuven-Inator up and running!" 


"Wait." The nice woman raises a hand. "You were working on a 
Bioscanner of some kind. Can it handle medical data?" 


"Oh, of course! Chase, I'll need you here for something." 


He pulls from the research he was doing, screen shifting from the 
stream of data back to his usual smile. "I'm here to style and shock, 
Dr. D! What sorta course we workin' with today? Something 
awesome, or something bodacious?" 


Recovery Girl points to Yagi. "Mind doing a preliminary medical 
scan? I'd like to compare it to the results after you're done." 


"You heard the woman, Chase! I'll leave you to that while I get the 
Inator up running." 


"Got it! I'll show her my totally wicked skillz." 


You keep from sighing. 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might's Secretary Teacher's Assistant] 


That robot... person? Left alongside Izuku to ask his questions, but 
honestly Yagi wished they stayed so he could listen in. Is it a machine 
or simply a strong mutation quirk? With all his experience in the 
Heroics industry, he wasn't really sure there was a mutation quirk 
that affected the entire body's physiology, head-to-toe, to the extent 
they lose flesh and blood in the process. The last time he heard 
anything about blood-powered robots was an old I-Island project that 


was scrapped by the time the rough draft made it to a design team. 
Ah, David had a fit that day. 


Maybe he'd like to meet Dr. Doofenshmirtz? But maybe not, David 
was always a fan of stability and a schedule of things, and Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz seems... well, it's rude to say unorganized, but his lab 
was a mess to go through. Surely David's lab was better maintained? 


"Alright, I'm ready to go!" 


Yagi took a deep breath and gave a thumbs up. "Same thing as 
before, Yagi. Gonna be just a bit of pain before it goes to some 
internal itching. Just uh, don't try to scratch it. That'd make it worse 
and make the healing longer." 


"Got it." 


The beam hit, and while he doubled over in pain again, it was better 
than last time. Not only that, but he was also mentally aware of how 
bad it would be, so he braced appropriately. "Yagi, are you okay?!" 


He waved the older woman off, smiling in slight pain. "I'm fine, 
Chiyo. It's gone already." 


She gives him a piercing look, before nodding to herself. "If it starts 
hurting you better not stay quiet, or I swear I'll find a way to bring 
you back to life to kill you myself." 


"Ouch." Yagi smiles despite himself. "I'll be sure to say something if 
that happens though." 


"Like you were sure to tell me about using an untested technology on 
your body." 


The smile shifts into a wince, then back into a smaller smile. "Yeah... 
but it worked out in the end, right?" 


She grumbles, but Yagi knew that he was right. 
"So uh... training a kid. Aren't you pretty sickly for that?" 


"Well..! That's... not really true!" He coughs into his fist. "I can show 


him how to train, even if I can't lift. I used to be able to do so much... 
But now I'm a shadow of my former self." 


He ignored the itching feeling inside of him. "This helps immensely, 
but that also means I'll need to put more time into training when I 
can-" 


"No training until you get fully healed and physical therapy!" 


The Symbol of Peace flinches at the woman's angry glare, nodding. 
",,.There's a different kind of training I need to do, anyways. Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz?" 


"Eh? What is it? Is it hurting, did-did the healing go wrong or are you 
feeling funny or something?" 


"N-no, not at all! I... had some questions about teaching." 
",,,Aren't you a teacher's assistant?" 


"W-well, o-of course I am, b-but... All Might doesn't really know what 
he's doing." 


"They're letting another Hero who has no idea what they're doing 
teach, right... Is it rude to say he's stupid for agreeing to teach when 
he's unprepared?" 


Yagi sputters, flabbergasted at the sheer uncaringness in the tone. "I 
mean really, if you're going to do something, do it right and all the 
way once instead of wasting time on it every time, you know?" 


"That's... absolutely right." 


"Good to see you understand that! Okay, so how much does this All 
Might guy know?" 


"Wow. That bad, huh?" 


Chiyo starts to snicker at his predicament, shaking her head. "It's a 
shame, Yagi." 


"I gotta agree, it's pretty bad!" 


Thank God Young Midoriya isn't here to hear this. I'd be too embarrassed 
to ever show my face around him again. "It-it is. Which is why I wanted 
to ask you for assistance." 


"Oh, sure! How about next week I'll talk all about it with you?" 


"I'd... appreciate that greatly." 


[Izuku Midoriya - U.A. High Hopeful] 
Today's been one amazing thing after another! 


First, he got told that All Might, All Might was getting healed! That 
he'd get better! 


Then when All Might told him he believed in him! Sure he's said it 
before, but it always felt good for his idol to tell him that! It was... it 
was..! He didn't even have the words for it, it was that good! 


And now he was at U.A., and he met Recovery Girl and got to talk to 
her! 


Then there was that lab with the Doctor that was helping All Might..! 
But this, this took his attention more than anything! 


He was writing furiously. "So your quirk is technology assimilation?" 
The applications for something like that are incredible. Imagine all the 
tools you can just carry on your person, no need for any additional 
assistance, or that you'd be able to use for something like support tech! 


"It was in the past, my dude! Now I'm all metal and wires! No blood 
or flesh or any of that hoser stuff in me any more. Check it!" 


The man lifts his shirt and drops his shorts, and Izuku has to stifle a 
gasp when the only thing looking back at him is metal and wire. "I've 
been banging out more stuff for upgrades and step-ups, and Dr. D's 
been a real helping hand with that!" The Doctor's really talented with 


what he does, then! And if there's only machinery, would he even need 
food? This is incredible! 


"Wow... So you don't need to eat?" 


"Correctamundo! I do need to drink water though. It keeps me alive 
and happenin'!" Maybe it's for fueling something. Does he run on steam 
maybe? Maybe his body produces some internal fuel and then uses 
combustion to make steam for internal turbines... Or it uses some 
advanced support equipment, looking at the Doctor's lab makes that very 
possible! But still, not being able to eat... 


"Do you miss it?" 
He shakes his head. "I don't remember what taste is like!" 
",,.Y-you don't..?" That-that sounds terrible! 


"Nada!" ...But he doesn't seem bothered. Does that mean because he has 
no memory of what he never had, he doesn't really care to have it now? 
Or because he lived without it he doesn't realize what good food is 
actually like? 


...Wait. "You said it was technology assimilation. Did... did you lose 
your quirk?!" 


"Well, green haired dude, quirks are in a funky fresh thing called 
genetics aren't they? And I don't have any, no flesh and blood! So 
yeah, lost it when I did that." But that's... What? What?! He gave up his 
humanity without so much as a second thought! Why? What would push 
someone to ever do something like that? He was clearly interested in 
Genetics, there was a whole whiteboard showing some kind of DNA strain. 
But there's been no progress on that for years! So what the hell's going on 
with that?! 


"But why?! You could have-" 


He cuts the confused and bothered words of Izuku with a curt 
sentence. "It's better this way." 


t's better this way.' What happened to you..? 


Izuku didn't know what else to say, the winds in his sails taken out in 
one go. 


You stop the beam after long enough, and again the outside wound 
looks slightly better than it did last time. "Hey, Chase! We're gonna 
need you back inside!" 


The bot comes in soon after, the usual smile on his face there as it 
approaches Yagi. 


The two of you had a long and probably informative talk (for him), 
mostly covering what you'd managed to cram in for studying for 
teaching and trying to get your teaching degree as soon as possible, 
or at least the basics of 'try to understand your students, some like it 
loud and some quiet, keep an eye out for anything concerning’, real 
simple stuff! 


Chase looked over Yagi while you put the tarp back over the 
Rejuven-Inator, the green-haired kid slowly stepping back in and 
staying back. "Mr. Toshinori's stomach has roughly 20% of its 
previously missing volume! That's radical!" 


"...How much longer would it take before I have a complete stomach, 
if this continues?" 


"Eh..." You think it over. "Three more sessions probably. Maybe four 
just in case?" 


"So in less than a month, I could-!" 


"Yagi, stop thinking with your stomach for a bit." Recovery Girl looks 
at Chase. "Would he be able to digest properly by then?" 


"Probs!" 
",,.Well I'll be. Nevermind, Yagi, you get to think with your stomach." 


"I could eat a Triple Cheeseburger... No, several. With mushroom and 
onion!" 


"Yeah yeah, are you done here for the day?" 


He nods after a moment of thought. "I'd like to spend some time to 
show Young Midoriya here around. You will be the teacher for the 
Sciences for the future 1-A class, correct?" 


You nod. "Yep! I'll... probably be doing more than that, to be honest. 
Huh. I know I should also be doing Labs, but maybe I'll get the chance 
for some more interesting projects." 


Yagi shudders. "I don't think I want to know that your more 
‘interesting’ works going by the madness you're doing as a pastime." 


"Eh, fair." 


The two of them leave soon after, leaving you alone with Chase. "So 
uh... How's the whole Genome thing going?" 


"About 50% Complete Dr. D!" 


"Oh, wow, that fast? Good work!" The blood samples would make 
things even faster once you get them! 


You spent the rest of that day working on some arm prototypes and 
getting a small videochat going with Vanessa. "Is-is the camera on?" 


After a moment you can see your little girl in her bedroom! She pulls 
back from the camera, and you do the same. 


"Yeah, I see you! ...Hi, dad." 
"Hi! So, how are things?" 


"Well... A Lot's happened?" 


"A lot? Like what, the world ending?" 


You can hear mirth in your little girl's voice. "No, that'd be if you came 
back with some kind of superweapon." Then it gets a little sadder. 
"Youre... not doing that, right?" 


"What? No! I got all these students to teach, and my boss is pretty 
nice, and I'm honestly not feeling so petty because most the people I 
work with aren't rude or stuck up or... it-it's just... good, you know?" 


"Youre not doing any evil now? Just... teaching?" 


"Well, sort of. I did do one bit of Evil, but they deserved it and 
everything! Trust me!" 


"I trust you dad. Just... the OWCA was considering that Perry might be a 
parole officer instead of trying to arrest you. They want to see what you're 
up to." 


"I might not be doing Evil at the moment, but trust me, I am still Evil!" 
She groans. "Dad... Never mind. How's teaching been?" 


"Oh it was great! You see..." 


It was a nice and long talk with your little girl, and you even 
managed to let Chase say a few words! 


She didn't like the funk either, but she also didn't understand the 
sanctity of the Pick-from-a-Hat method! You didn't really argue it 
though; if she didn't want to use it, there were plenty other methods! 


You fell asleep pretty easily... but the thought of Perry the Platypus 
no longer being your archnemesis... no! That can't be! 


When you got out of bed, it was to a cold sweat. 


The idea of your great fight for Evil... being over because you retire? 


You'd be a laughingstock of your fellow villains! You'd lose the 
prestige of your position as THE Villain of the Tri-State Area, you'd 
lose LOVEMUFFIN, you'd lose... Perry the Platypus? 


You don't want to lose him either to be honest. He's your Nemesis, 
he's the other half of your Evil life! What could possibly make that 
void in your life go away?! 


No, you'd have to find a way to make yourself Evil here, or you'd lose 
all of that! 


Of course, you have your limits. Like war, or working with whales. 
You had your fill of those big lugs long ago! Most of all, though: you 
would never cross the line of Villainy to Monstrosity. There are things 
that can never be done, not by you or by anyone around you. 


...You have time to think about this. First thing's first is getting a way 
back, because then you can prove that you're still Evil, and if you do 
that... Then everything should be fine! 


You wash up of course, get your new change of clothes and start the 
all-in-one washer and dryer combo, shoving your dirty clothes in 
before heading to the cafeteria. Whoever made that deserves an award! 


Considering the stress of the situation, you go for a larger meal today. 
You'll be throwing yourself into work and... probably not going out 
for any lunch, either, so it'll even out! Probably..? Probably. Look, 
you're not a dietician or nutritionist, you're an Evil Scientist! 


You spend your morning and a small chunk of the afternoon working 
on some possible baselines for a way back, making use of the designs 
from the Second Dimension Inator that you made as an idea for how 
to make the return Inator look! There was also the internals, but 
ehhh... You can rework them for a proper aesthetic design. That's 
half the fun of Evil: making what you build look the part! 


Anyone who says otherwise is either a fraud or too poor to do so. 


While you're working on your designs though, you get a curious 
knock at the door. "Come in!" 


Several students file in... at the same time. Huh. Misaka Mikoto, Kenji 
Nojima, and Kana Ichinose. Kana speaks first. "...Dr. Doof-Sensei, why 
are we never allowed to use our quirks when we work in hands-on 
stuff in class?" 


You're now surprised that they wanted to know, but you are a little 
disappointed. 
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quirks so there’s that 
Telli irked b/4 
emphasize the point 
The—bi 5 bei KITS 
Villain is that 99% of cases, the 
Villain is the one who will have 
the __ initiative. Heroes are 
Responders after all. What this 
mean is that Villains that aren't 
complete idiots will research their 
potential opposition and create 
counter-measures. 
in the Era before quirks, and since 
their rise its been mostly forgotten 
because people have gotten to 
used to applying a "Hammer" 
solution to everything, not 
realizing they've got an entire 
toolbox and not just their the 
hammer (Their Quirk) 
—+—'When—all—you—have—is—as—_———_————#43- 
hammer, a lot of problems start to 
look like nails." 


[Misaka Mikoto - Railgun, Electromagnetic Heroine] 


As the four of them come inside, Misaka takes a careful look around 
the lab. The problem with whatever Dr. Doof Sensei's working on is 
that it's not in Japanese. All of the writing he's been doing is in 
English, and worse, Cursive English. 


He was definitely working on some weird stuff, but the few words 
she could catch from the board didn't really clarify. The illustrations 
were nice though. "...Dr. Doof-Sensei, why are we never allowed to 
use our quirks when we work in hands-on stuff in class?" 


Kana you goddamn dumbass, you're going at it too blunt. 


Dr. Doof-Sensei sighs and shakes his head. "There's a few reasons. 
Maybe you want to sit instead of, I don't know, standing there? Come 
on!" 


Without much fanfare, Dr. Doof-Sensei walked over and sat down, 
sipping from his coffee. "So! You want to know why I don't let you 
use Quirks. Well, a few reasons! First what's the point of a science 
class?" 


"...To learn about science?" 


"Not just that, Kana. It's also about learning how to solve problems! 
Problems that can be solved through skills and not something given 
to you at random. Anyone can accomplish using their head!" As if to 
express his point, he taps his head. 


"So you can use your Quirk when it comes to doing things, and we 
can't?" 


Misaka doesn't hesitate and facepalms at the stupidity of Kana not 
knowing when to shut the fuck up. 


Dr. Doof-Sensei laughs. "I didn't study because of a power in my genes, 
I didn't learn of all this easier because of being born with a power for 
it, I learned the way everyone should!" 


",,.Your Quirk isn't super intelligence?" 


"Nah, what kind of cheap hack do you take me for? It's important to 
work hard and not take shortcuts!" 


Misaka's willing to admit, at least to herself, that Dr. Doof-Sensei 
might be a little more cool than he looks. "So you did this all without 
Quirk use, right?" 


"Right! And thinking outside the box of just 'what power do I have' 
helps you do quite a bit more! Did any of you consider picking a lock 
to sneak into a villain's base before?" 


Several heads shake. "...No." 


"Exactly! You learned another way to do things that has its uses, and 
now you're more aware of your talents and skillsets! It also makes 
you think about what you can take the time to learn next!" 


And that rings a bell for Misaka. "You want us to take time on our 
own after this to learn other skills?" 


"Oh, but of course! I only have eight weeks, so I'm kinda unable to 
give you too much to learn. But I can give suggestions and you could 
always come back any time to come see me!" 


She was convinced. Kana, of course, wasn't. "But if we use our Quirks 
right, we don't have to waste our time with other methods!" 


",,.Kana. What happens if you're in a situation where you need to get 
through a door, but you don't know what's on the other side? Do you 
risk some... explosive entry, which could cause something to go 
horribly wrong? Or do you do it carefully and silently?" 


"Why would blowing the door off cause something to go wrong?" 


Dr. Doof-Sensei starts counting off his fingers. "Let's see... Hostages, 
Explosive Gas Leak, Traps, More Traps, people expecting the door to 
be burst open and waiting for you to make such a loud entrance, the 
loss of stealth? Like, I'm not the stealthiest guy, but even J know how 
important it is to sneak around!" 


Kana's face is bitter like a lemon, and damn if Misaka won't savor her 
being a dumbass. "B-but..!" 


"Some things just can't be dealt with by using your Quirks or powers. 
Learning that is the first step to really improving on yourself in a 
meaningful way beyond focusing on one thing and one thing only. 
Like, really! Have you ever heard of 'all your eggs in one basket’? It's 
not just financial advice, it's skill and practice advice too!" 


Misaka nods before stepping out, and to her surprise Kenji comes 
with her. He's... oddly forgettable. 


It takes Kana a bit longer before she storms out and past the two of 
them. "...You think she's gonna be moody all day?" 


"Definitely." 


The day... comes and goes? 


It's pretty lackluster aside from you working away at both the new 
arm and the return Inator.... and that conversation, which you think 
went well? 


You made sure to talk to Vanessa, who you shared some of your 
concerns about your students with if only to see she could give a 
better idea from her perspective. Unfortunately she had nothing, 
mostly because she had no idea what it's like to actually have 
superpowers. 


Nor do you to be honest, but hey you can guess! 


You distract yourself from the thought of Perry the Platypus no 
longer being your Nemesis with laundry, thoughts of making a 
finished arm, and the fact that Vanessa's doing great. Ah, you still had 
that Big Laundry investigation! 


It was a better sleep than yesterday, at least. 


You grab your coffee and breakfast from Lunch Rush after a good 
shower and change of clothes as usual, then jump right to getting to 
work on the whole 'Big Laundry' thing. And you get nowhere pretty 
fast. 


With an annoyed groan, you shove the limited notes you did gather 
on Big Laundry and consider calling Principal Nezdu for a corkboard, 


some yarn, and thumbtacks. But he calls first! 
"Principal Nezdu?" 


"Ah, Dr. Doof. I wanted to inform you that I'll be bringing in some blood 
samples tomorrow, like you requested, alongside the teacher kind enough 
to assist in blood donations. Do you have storage for it handled?" 


You look to the scraps and materials you have. "Oh I can make that, 
no problem! When you come by could you grab a corkboard, some 
string-yarn would be good, and thumbtacks?" 


"Are you working on a conspiracy of some kind? The one related to 
Aldera, perhaps?" 


"No, not that... Something from back home that's really bothered me 
and I wanted to get back to." 


"Certainly! I'll get that handled for you. Have a good day!" 


"You too!" The call ends and you sort your papers you've written into 
with a wide grin. "Soon... Soon I'll know the truth!" 


Then you hear a knock at the door. "Oh, come in!" 
...Huh. Midnight? "...Hi, Doof-San. Or can I call you Heinz?" 


"Eh, both work." You put the papers face-down and turn to look at 
her. 


She's in a nicer outfit. Nothing that would make you consider her 
committing indecent exposure, at least. "So... Heinz. I know you 
didn't like my... Hero Outfit. But I wanted to at least explain why I 
wear it." 


",,.0ooookay?" Did you being bothered by her going full dominatrix 
bother her or something? 


"My Quirk is Somnambulist, which lets my skin exude sleeping gas. It 
doesn't really go through most material so I need to rip through what 
I'm wearing to use it, and... It's more effective on men, so I went for 
an aesthetic that fit?" 


You blink. Then you blink again. "Have you ever heard of fishnets? 
Or mesh-based fabrics that are thin enough to be partially 
transparent?" 


".,.That wasn't the only reason I went for that design. I wanted to 
challenge the Hero Commission's limitations when I first became a 
hero. This is the more..." She winces at your blank expression. 
"Conservative, result." 


"Sheesh, that sounds like something I don't want to touch. But uh... 
Have you considered, I don't know, having someone try and make a 
different kind of material or something? Or maybe, I don't know, go 
at it from a different angle?" 


She cocks her head, glasses sliding. "Different angle?" 


"Like... I don't know, sleep's a pretty nice and comfortable thing. The 
whole dominatrix getup doesn't really fit comfortable, it's pretty 
uncomfortable if anything. Or maybe unsettling would be a better way 
to put it?" 


Midnight stammers, raising her hands. "Okay okay, I get it! It's weird, 
but I was a rebellious kid back then and I can't really go back on what 
I started out as." 


"Well that's just not true. You changed costumes once, right?" 
"I did that because the Hero Commission forced me to." 

You shrug. "Rebranding never hurts." 

"What would I even rebrand into, assuming I could?" 


"You think I know a thing about fashion? I'd say ask my daughter but 
I don't know if I'd trust you with her." 


"H-hey!" 
"What? I barely know you!" 


She looks away. "...I guess..." 


"Anyway, you want my opinion? Maybe go for some kind of 
sleepware getup. Midnight's your name, right? So just go with that, a 
robe and dress covers plenty!" 


"But what about my quirk? I can't use it without tearing the clothes in 
the process. That makes something like that literally impossible for 
me to consider let alone bring up and try to develop." 


",,.Well, I am planning to study Meta Materials eventually... maybe I 
can help?" 


She blinks, eyes wide. "You mean that?" 


"Eh, I do intend to. Hopefully next week but uh, it might take me a 
bit. Didn't have this kind of budget back where I'm from, so it's pretty 
nice!" 


"And you'd help me with a new outfit?!" 


"If only to avoid you teaching in dominatrix gear, yes." 


MIDNIGHT 


",,.I'd appreciate that." 
You only raise a brow. "...Anything else?" 


Midnight startles at your question. "O-oh! Uh... no, not really... I'll 


get going." 
"Bye, Midnight." 
"Call me Nemuri!" 


Nemuri steps out your office, and you look at the clock, then back at 
the turned over sheets for 'Big Laundry’. "Soon..." 


For now you had to 'flesh out' where you actually wanted to take the 
new arm design. 


Arm? — Voting closed — 23 voters 


'Real' Arm (Synthskin and physical * 13/18 

touch. Less disturbing. Classic 

Titanium-Armed Doof.) 
—Machine-Arm—Tacetile's—-gonna—be———______-- 

missing, but you could add tools 

for use later. More disturbing.) 
—Wait—ea—week—(AHows—for——__—__———*375- 

Metamaterial research to be done 

first for better arms.) 


...Eh, doesn't hurt to keep what you have. It's the one you've used 
every other time your arms were broken, cut off, disintegrated, left to 
Space-Time, melted off, frozen and shattered... 


Man you lost a lot of arms. Maybe durability won't really help you 
with them, then. 


Strong arms never hurt though, and Titanium's good enough for 
bullets so who are you to complain? 


You talk to Vanessa while you fix it up, the fake muscles pretty tough 
to put into place like every other time you've done this. And while 
you can't really complain that this one thing is tough, you're going to 
do that anyway because you like to complain. It's really good at 


getting rid of stress! 


Also it makes Vanessa laugh, and if there's one thing you'd do to 
make her laugh it's act like a fool. 


After that you make a proper cooler for the blood samples that 
should be coming in tomorrow, then check over the chemistry set 
you do have built-in and start making what you need and don't have. 


Day comes, day goes, you decide to get some ice cream tonight to 
treat yourself for all the stuff you've been doing then go and head to 
bed. 


Today's the day you get to see some proper blood samples! 


Oh you were so excited you just went for coffee and a glazed donut! 
This was going to be fun! 


You were there... late for once? 


Stepping into your lab late, you clear your throat at the pair of Mink 
and... 


Oh, the donor, right! 


"Ah, Principal Nezdu, how unexpected... and I really mean that this 
time! I thought I'd be here early!" 


"Ahah, I know you're quite an early bird, Dr. Doof. This here is Vlad 


King, he's the homeroom teacher of class 1-B." 


The man offers you a hand, looking at your skeleton-frame prosthetic 
with a frown. "Recent?" 


You take it and shake. "Nah, I lost it the first time years ago! Cut it 
off on accident a couple days back, though." 


"I see. Do you mind if I ask some questions about this... Genome 
study you've been doing?" 


"Oh sure, ask away!" You open up the container for them to put the 
blood in. 


[Sekijiro Kan - Blood Hero: Vlad King] 


"Could you explain how you even got to this point of your work?" 
Vlad frowned slightly, watching the Doctor take one of the bloodbags 
over to the table. 


"Well, first I did a little bit of digging into other people's research 
first, then I went and looked through what actually had evidence and 
scientific backing instead of insane half-ramblings and filtered out the 
ramblings. After that... I just did some check-overs about older stuff 
and figured out a good, general baseline. Then I did my own tests!" 


"Tests on what, exactly?" 


The Doctor laughs nervously, using a sterilized drip to hold up the 
bag and start feeding it into one of several vials. "Well, not exactly 
tests... More running some, well, hypotheticals. And DNA's pretty 
finnicky, so I did some careful check-ups and looked into some of the 
modern DNA-reading tools. Those that apparently read 'Quirk Factor’, 
it was pretty weird to see that be a thing you know." 


Vlad nodded. "Because it had no backing or scientific connection 
besides using a DNA sample, but it was somehow still able to 
approximate the power of one's Quirk." 


"Right! So I wanted to work backwards instead of forwards, and I'm 


working on the assumption that the Quirk Factor test has it right and 
they just don't know why because they're looking at an incomplete 
DNA structure!" 


",..That's genius. Why hasn't anyone else thought of that?!" 


Nezu comes by Sekijiro's side, laughing. "I told you he knew his way 
around specific problems like this." 


Sekijiro nodded, smiling wide. "I had to study a bit of biology to 
make the most of my Quirk, so... I always considered the fact we 
could never work it out a sore point. Know that I respect the work 
you're doing, Doctor. If you ever need more blood, ask me and I'll 


supply!" 


"Maybe later; if I need more blood I'll also need some variety! Like, 
alot from a sample helps because that lets me know how to modify 
the test to actually 'work' but I'll need some variety to make sure it 
works on several blood types and that I'm not getting a fluke, you 
know?" 


"Of course. Now... do you have any recommendations for me?" 


He swaps the full vial for a fresh one, then looks the Hero up and 
down. "...Why the spandex? You're teaching, right?" 


"W-well yes... but it's my Hero Costume?" 


The Doctor takes a deep breath, pinching his nose. "Look. Would you 
do out teaching in your underwear?" 


"Of course not! What kind of-" 
"Would you do it if you had underwear and painted your skin?" 
"Nol" 


"Then why are you wearing spandex?! It's the same thing! It's skin- 
tight and leaves nothing to imagination!" 


Vlad blinks. "Uh..?" 


"Argh! You're in a classroom full of highschoolers coming of age, that 
are probably interested in some strong man or something to be with. 
You're going in there, chest shown and nearly naked from the 
tightness of spandex, in front of over a dozen of them! It took 
Midnight less time for me to drill that point home!" 


".,.Oh. Oh. I-I... didn't really think about it?" 


"Well now you can! You got a few weeks to get yourself some nice 
suits to sit inside of class in, and you can hide some of those muscles 
until you gotta do... I don't know, physical practice? You can go get 
changed with the students!" He turns to Nezu. "...Do the students have 
costumes?" 


"They suggest their own and the Support Department approves it, 
yes!" 


The Doctor takes a deep, deep breath. "Okay! Okay, jeez. Let the kids 
who know nothing about what they're doing design a suit meant to 
enhance the powers they have and support their bodies without 
knowing what they're doing. Great!" He tosses his hands in the air. "I 
swear if they approve anything ridiculous, I'm going to complain loud 
and angry." 


The Principal only laughs, and Sekijiro just looks on in confusion. "... 
I'll be honest, I was talking about my Quirk. But I'll take your 
suggestion on clothing into account." I don't want to give any of my 
students the wrong idea. Im much too old for them..! 


"Your Quirk? Oh, what is it?" 


",..You're really not from Japan, wow. My Quirk allows me to 
manipulate blood after it leaves my body. I can flow it around and 
make it harden, and I make blood far faster than the average person." 


"I see! Well, can you use it to cut?" 


"I can, yes. I usually have iron supplements to make sure it can be 
sharp." 


"Good! Can you do transfusions?" 


He shakes his head quickly. "Absolutely not. I don't have the fine 
control for it." 


"Okay, okay... How about using it as armor?" 
",..l normally use it as a barrier, but armor?" 


"Yeah! You ever hear of a Blood Knight? Your name is Vlad King, you 
could get a full medieval set and have iron armor on the fly! It'd also 
be way more intimidating than just a regular guy." 


Nezu nods with the man. "I must admit, it certainly sounds 
intimidating!" 


Blood Armor... Huh. "T'll add it to my usual training, then. Maybe if I 
do it well enough I'd share?" 


"Huh? Nah, I'm good. Just make sure you get yourselves some new 
clothes!" 


"T'll be sure to, Doctor. Any other suggestions before I go?" 
",,.Can you use the blood to push yourself?" 
He raises a finger, then lowers it. "I'm going to be busy." 


Of course, the Principal starts to lose it. 
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By the time he's left, Chase comes by and starts to help with setting 
up the whole list of blood-tests while you set up the corkboard, 
pinning the various pages to the surface and knotting the little tacks 
with yarn, marking out the clear connections before grabbing some 
sticky notes. 


",..I'm sorry Dr. Doof, what's Big Laundry?" 


"Ah, yeah, that. You see, when I was an Evil Scientist, I found that I 
had... some kind of want to make something Evil with Zinc. I'm not 
really sure where it came from or why exactly, but I know it had to 
do with what I wrote down as 'BIG LAUNDRY '. I-I think I was sleep 
deprived or something? It was a weird few weeks. But long story 
short, I went to Lake Nose, filtered out all the zinc in the lake, and 
was trying to find some kind of purpose for it. To take over the Tri 
State Area! You know, with zinc. Just think of the Evil uses that come 
from zinc!" 


You turn to look at Nezdu the Mink and he seems just as lost as you 
were. "I'm afraid I have none I can think of." 


At to that you nod with enthusiasm. "Exactly! That was the problem I 
was having at the time! So I tried to work it out. At first I thought 
maybe I could make some Evil Zinc Inator! Or something. But uh, I 
literally had no Inator that could do something useful with it. But 
under that thought, in all capital letters, 'BIG LAUNDRY’. It's been 
months and I still don't remember what it represented!" 


",,.Was it the time of week you normally washed your clothes?" 


You pause, then look to the board. "But how does Zinc relate to 
that..?" 


"Perhaps as a detergent?" 


You blink once, then again. "Maybe? I-I mean, that's a lot of Zinc just 
to make some detergent, and that's not really Evil is it?" 


Nezdu raises a hand. "You said you're a Socialist. Therefore, 
Capitalism would be Evil in your eyes. By that logic, it was likely you 


were considering opening some sort of Laundromat?" 


",,.You know what? I would! I don't know if that was the goal, but I 
would!" 


Nezdu leaves after letting you know that there was apparently going 
to be a 'staff meeting’ tomorrow morning. He just wants you to be 
ready and there for it at another part of the campus. 


You can manage! Hopefully. 


The rest of the day's spent making your arm's body while Chase 
works on the Genome through blood tests. You actually manage to 
finish the muscles and get them onto the skeletal frame in time, so 
you take a picture and share it with Vanessa. 


Oh, and some pictures of the blood tests running! 


And a selfie or two. 


What? You can have fun every once in a while, too! 


After all of that though, you headed to bed, lying on your right side 
again! 


The next day started with you heading to the cafeteria to grab a nice 
coffee before you realize Lunch Rush would be at the meeting too, 
then grabbing Chase from his work in the lab (as he's your assistant!) 
and going on a bit of a search through the campus until you find the 
room you have to be in. On time, too! 


You walk in with Chase by your side, seeing quite a few familiar 
faces. Principal Nezdu, the Detective, Mr. Toshinori, Nemuri, Mic, 
Vlad, Power Loader, Recovery Girl, Lunch Rush (with Coffee and 
Donuts!), Hound Dog... 


... Aizawa. 


Then there were all the people you didn't know! 


First, some guy that looks like he's made of stone. You're curious how 
that works, but you'll need to wait for a blood sample probably. 


Then there was someone in a full set of... winter clothes? Thrifter's 
spacesuit? 


A guy in regular clothes with a really big mouth and shiny teeth. You 
wonder what toothpaste he uses! 


Then finally, some cowboy-looking guy. He has the gun and a holster 
and everything! 


Which one is All Might? None of them really look... well... mighty? 


...And most of them are looking at you. Uhhhhhh... "...I believe that's 
everyone for this meeting! Could I introduce you all to Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz, an expert in various fields of science, and his assistant 


Chase? He will be the new Science Teacher for U.A. High's future 
Hero Course classes, and the head of the new Department of 
Research!" 


Uhhhhhhhhh... Does-does he want you to say something?! Like what?! 


Before you can even talk, someone speaks ahead of you. "Principal 
Nezu, why are you so adamant as to have him on board as a 
researcher, let alone as a teacher? I couldn't find any record of his 
name." 


"Now, Eraserhead-" 
"Who is he that you'd discard all sense of pretense for him?" 


Uh oh. 


You're not really sure what to do... Do you DO anything, or uh, 
let it all play out, or what? Would doing anything really HELP 
the situation, or would you just make it worse somehow? He IS 
talking about you after all. Or is this a ‘leave it to everyone else 
and say nothing' situation? — Voting closed — 33 voters 


Keep trying to figure out who this % 22/25 
All Might guy is supposed to be. 

Let Nedzu handle his employee 

what he's doing! Just don't look 

panicked. 

—+ Bo-eviHargh—H——____—_————————-#16/10- 
—t+ah-the-things De -for-E vit HH *3/4- 
over. Evil Scientist over there, but 

I'm on vacation or something 

now? I'm a lot happier here 

actually." 

genome and should have it fully 

mapped out in a few weeks. Its 


something I do, because I am a 
scientist, I'm good at what I do, 
and I don't need a record to back 
it up, which is more then I can say 
for you Mr Aizawa and your 
terrible record as a teacher. 
—Fhey—want—a—menelegte?—FHEY—__——_—_—_————————’7- 
WILL GET A MONOLOGUE! 

Inator if you want? Should clear 
everything up pretty quick. But 
after the meeting, because it will 
take a bit" 


_+Ignore that Eraserhead guy, he sounds 
too much like Aizawa to be this All-Might 


guy 
Doof can be dumb, but not THIS dumb. 
Yagi's too nice to work for Eraserhead! 
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You add the growing argument to the list of reasons you dislike 
Aizawa, also setting aside the monologue you felt rising up and 
commit it to memory for later. Right now you had a bigger problem. 


Who is All Might here? 


"He's a man who's managed to unravel a major conspiracy and 
develop several major works in a matter of weeks." 


It's not Aizawa, he's too mean for Yagi to work with. It's probably not Mic 
either, he doesn't seem very... well, strong? 


"What... Detective Tsukauchi, what are you talking about?" 


"One of the reasons this meeting was called, actually! I'm going to 
need some statements from all of you for him to confirm before we 
can explain." 


It's not the one in the stone guy, it just doesn't really make sense for 
someone that looks so simple to be someone with such a big name. I mean, 
you gotta have some seriously high self-worth if you want to call yourself 
mighty! But nobody here's... Wait, of course! You facepalm at the 
realization, shaking your head at the realization. 


"Ahem. Are any of you part of a Meta-Liberation Faction of some 
kind?" 


"WHAT?!" "Huh?!" "Meta what." There was a lot of shouting for a bit. 


Someone with a name like that has to be pretty famous! You just search 
it up on your phone real quick while the arguing dies down. 


...Huh. Is he related to Yagi or-Wait. 
It all makes sense! 


"Thank you. Now to explain... I'd actually like to start from the 
beginning. Dr. Doof, would you like to explain what you saw with a 
certain student?" 


But this comes first. Even if you're... a little nervous. 


Very nervous. 


...Okay, you can do this. Just talk about what you saw in the 
profile, that you told her to go see Hound Dog, and that there 
were some... Problems that you wanted to see dealt with? 
Should you talk about the whole 'Destroying Aldera Junior 
High'? I mean, they ARE heroes so maybe bringing that up 


would a crime or something... probably a crime. Then there's the 
whole ‘hacking into their servers'. — Voting closed — 32 voters 


Just mentioned what you noticed * 13/21 

with her and don't mention 

anything about Aldera High. 
—Reeommend—anyone—from—Atdera——________#1016-- 

who's a student get a quick check 

for... *issues* while you're talking 

about this. Either "Cocky bully" or 

"giant mess" are BAD things for 

heroes! I mean, you might be Evil, 

but you know what Heroes are 

like! 


you just ignore all the red flags 

concerning students physical and 

mental well being 

—One-of my-students-raised-atot-of 5/7 
red flags regarding her mental 

health, her parents’ were... 

Suspected of neglect. I did some 

digging, her adoptive father had 

zero online presence. And then I 

thought her old school records 

were suspicious, and so _ I 

investigated that. After that, Chase 

here helped me compile things 

from the school's cameras and we 

found some files from the MLA." 
—0k—-you—_had——done—som.e-—+$£_++???5-— 
presentations for your college 

degree present the situation like 

you would a research paper. Keep 

things impersonal as possible. 

—+ Offer-the-use—of_the—baek-story——£$@———H——*375- 
inator 
—Oh-yes!+sent-a-student-that-was-—HH————____-++- 
CLEARLY in need of help to this 

school's TRAGICALLY 


underutilized counselor. In the 
process, Nezdu, tsukachi, and I 
discovered some MONSTROUS 
occurrences at a middle school 
that was sending IN NEED AND 
TRAUMATIZED students here, 
which were then subsequently told 
they enough and EXPELLED. After 
more investigation, it turns out 
this MONSTROUS school was a 
front for the META LIBERATION 
ARM, which I'm still not entirely 
clear what it is 


what you saw in the profile, that you told 
her to go see Hound Dog, and that there 
were some... Problems 

OI, no copying the title of the vote! 


",..Uhh, well... I was teaching her and the remaining students of 1-A, 
as someone in the remedial course. And, well... She had cuts across 
her arms and wrists. Not just one or two but... a lot." 


"My God..!" "What..?!" "That's Terrible." 


Aizawa doesn't say a word, and you don't intend to say anything to 
him either. It's his fault he didn't catch it sooner, not yours. "After an 
accident with Power Loader on working to make an Anti-Warping 
Inat-machine, machine not Inator, sorry about that... After an 
accident with that, my old prosthetic got cut and the fake skin got 
ruined. So she... Can I say her name?" 


Nezdu the Mink nods. "Oh good. Yuu Gozen saw my prosthetic and 
asked if it's 'wrong to want to feel'." 


The detective looks away from you, nodding. "So I asked her about 
the cuts, and she said she did to feel something. So I asked her to talk 
to Hound Dog, then promised to find a way to help her. I'm planning 
to start that little project starting this week." 


Hound Dog jumped to his feet, fists pounding on the table, growling 


and unable to speak. 


You sit down while he tries to form a few sentences. "All of you should 
be ashamed. She said she was cutting herself from a quirk-formed 
injury for six years! Scars from when she was nine years old, and none 
of your noticed! She admitted to me she was doing it in classes! 
During practices! " He clutches his head, before grabbing the thermos 
and chugging it. 


"She'd been here for a fucking YEAR and none of the teachers caught 
wind of it! How?!" 


Lunch Rush gives him another thermos as he finishes the first one. He 
drinks a bit from the second, then sets it down with a shaky hand. "... 
Heinz came to see me the next day, asking if she'd come by and if she 
was alright. When I told him and Principal Nezu, Heinz just... left. " 


Hound Dog drops into his seat, looking overwhelmed and exhausted. 
"Thank you Ryo. Now, after that, when I went to check on Dr. Doof 
he was already digging for information. And he found several 
documents of concern!" 


Detective Tsukauchi stands up as a projector comes down and a large 
'screen' comes down on the wall. The windows on the opposite wall 
close up. "What is spoken of in this room cannot leave it unless we 
are intending to act upon it. Do I make myself clear?" 


Everyone nods, yourself included. Of course you cross your fingers~! 


"Good. What was uncovered was that Aldera Junior High was a part 
of an operation for a resurgent Meta Liberation Alliance, or in this 
care, NEO M.L.A." The projector spurs on, and the front of the 
document you'd first saw that confused you was shown. 


Everyone was dead silent, but you were a little confused... 


MLA? They're... NOT a religious organization, then. Ah. What are 
they then? You're not really sure. Maybe you should interrupt 
and ask, or would that be stepping on the Detective's shoes? 


You've been prone to bothering him with what you do whether 
you want to or not, but maybe this is important enough? — 
Voting closed — 68 voters 
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[Lucius 'Redline' Fields - The Homing Hero: Snipe] 


While everyone started shouting, the new doc raised his hand in 
confusion and majority fell silent or quieted down. "Yes, Dr. Doof?" 


"Yeah, uh, who's the M.L.A.? Like, I know I found the documents, but 


I'm... not really from Japan, so I thought it was a Quirk cult or 
something. The Neo stapled on the end also makes it sound like this 
wasn't the first time... and that seems bad. So what happened to 
them? Are they an apocalypse cult instead and they just got rid of 
themselves?" 


What in Tarnation..? Snipe hears Mic mutter beside him. "Oh right, 
he's American." He's not the only American here, either! 


"Ah, I nearly forgot you're unfamiliar with the organization. Allow 
me to explain." 


The detective walks gestures to the symbol. "Though some of this will 
be news for all of you, I'll admit. The Meta Liberation Alliance was 
originally an activist group pushing for freedom to use Quirks, the 
son of the 'Mother of Quirks' the head of it all. But, after the arrest of 
Destro, a manifesto was leaked out and shared amongst the public 
that shifted the whole thing into a violent organization intending to 
force reform via destroying the Japanese Government. Destro wasn't 
the one to write the manifesto; it was a close relative, possibly a 
cousin, but the handwriting was not his." 


After a stunned silence, the doc snaps his fingers. "Oooh, it's 
Nietzsche all over again!" 


".,.Pardon me, who?" 


The doc looks at Snipe with a raised brow. "You know, Friedrich 
Wilhelm Nietzsche? The guy that got his works edited by his sister 
and pushed for German Supremacy? One of the lesser causes of 
World War 1? An influence on the Nazis?" 


Several of the staff look at each other, even the mystery critter 
Principal shrugs. "Who are the Nazis?" 


"...You're jokin ri ht? None of you know who the Nazis are? " 
’ 
"Tm afraid we're serious, Dr. Doof." 
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For a moment, there's a look of abject horror on the doc's face that 
just looks wrong before he covers it. "...Pearl Harbor? Unit 731? 
Nanking?" 


There's still looks of confusion, and for a bit the doc's face is as barren 
as the desert of the wild, wild west. Nezu does nod though. "I'm 
familiar with the Unit, but the rest I'm afraid are lost on me. It's 
centuries old as is." 


"Have any of you ever heard that 'Those unfamiliar with history are 
doomed to repeat it’?! These are some of the worst people in global 
history and you're telling me you never heard of them? And I thought 
the lack of science was bad enough!" 


"Would something like that really be important to us now? That must 
be pre-Quirks and before the Quirk Wars themselves." The hobo looks 
at the doc with annoyance. 


"Now you listen here. We might not get along and all but this is bad 
stuff and any good person should know why you should question 
what you're doing and the morality of their actions! You want to talk 
teaching Heroes then show them what Monsters look like!" He bashes 
his hand into the table to emphasize the point, wincing after he 
notices the crack in the thick oak. "...Sorry." 


"It's fine, Dr. Doof. We can discuss this later, however right now we 
should focus on the MLA and Neo MLA." 


He nods hesitantly, and the detective gets back to it. "The Neo MLA is 
likely run by some remnant of the extremist members in the MLA, 
still alive and unarrested after it was brought down. However... most 
of the major members were taken out, and whoever remained was, or 
were, unknowns. Which means that whoever's running it is an 
extremist with an extremely powerful quirk." 


The ol' prospector lifts his yellowed helm, no light on its top. "Did 
Destro have any children that any remaining relatives could have... 
manipulated?" 


"We don't know." 


The doc annoyingly mutters in another language. "Es ist wieder 
Nietzsche..." 


The spacewoman raises a hand. "Yes, Thirteen?" 


"What do we do with this information? What can we do?" 


The spectre clacks his teeth. "We get All Might and the Prime 
Minister involved." 


"And not the commission." 


Snipe nods in agreement with the hobo. "I think we can all agree on 
that. Boss, when are we getting All Might involved with this here 
situation?" 


"What do you mean? He's already here." 


For a moment, you could hear a pin drop. "...How did you figure it 
out, Dr. Doofenshmirtz?" 


The sickly man asked the doc one hell of a good question. "It was 
obvious!" 


"...Then I suppose it's time we transition to that! Ladies and 
Gentlemen, I would like to introduce All Might as a teacher for 1-A 
Heroics!" 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might] 


When his body changed, the usual pain and discomfort that came 
with it since the injury was... lesser. "It should be fine if we put our 
minds and hearts to it. Why? BECAUSE I AM HERE!" 


"Fuck me, this is serious." Hound Dog drinks from his thermos, the 
sickly sweet aroma of chocolate milk wafts in the now bulky man's 
general direction, but he keeps his nose from scrunching up. "You all 
might be wondering why I was so small! Well, allow me to explain." 


Shrinking back down during the stunned silence, Yagi takes a deep, 
deep breath and lifts the shirt. He waits for everyone to get out their 
gasps of horror or their gaping. 


"I had a... serious fight a few years ago. I won, but at a price. I 
damaged several organs, lost others, and by the end of it I was a shell 


of my former strength. It's... my time in my powered state has been 
slowly dwindling since." 


He turned to the doctor, grinning wide. "Dr. Doofenshmirtz found a 
way to heal me when nobody else could. In a few weeks I can eat 
normally again. I don't know how long it'll take before I can breathe 
full lungs of air, but I will eventually. I was on death's door before 
that, the only thing keeping me going was the need for a Symbol of 
Peace. But now... now I can keep going without having to hope that I 
don't drop dead." 


Several heads turn to the doctor, looking on with awe or amazement. 
"Yagi's right about being on death's door, but I wouldn't say he's out 
of the woods yet. He needs more time to recover and less time on the 
streets." 


"But how am I supposed to assure the people that everything is safe 
without spending time in public as the Symbol of Peace?" 


Chiyo hits him on the head with her cane. "If you're not careful you'll 
hurt yourself again you oaf! The people will be fine for a month 
without the Symbol of Peace, or just go public that you're preparing 
to teach at U.A. and use that as an excuse!" 


"Wait." Cementoss raises a hand. "I thought Mr. Heinz was 
knowledgeable in Spatial Physics, going by his ability to assist Power 
Loader with the Anti-Warping device. But he is also knowledgeable in 
biology, enough so the accomplish something that it seems experts 
have failed to. What, exactly, are his specialties?" 


Detective Tsukauchi and Principal Nezu look to one another. "I think 
it would be best to say that he is an expert... in most fields of 
science." 


Snipe straightens out his leaning seat, the pegs of the chair hitting the 
floor with a bang. "...Pardon?" 


"He's... Actually, it might be best he talks for himself here. Both the 
detective and Nezu are entirely correct in calling him specialized in 
almost all sciences, though." Power Loader gestures to the thin man, 
and he seems contemplative. "If you're willing of course." 


You DO know a lot of things, but should you really be going off 
and sharing all of that? It might be excessive or too good of a 


resume. But the detective can tell if you're lying... hm. — Voting 
closed — 58 voters 
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+ Use Backstory-Inator for 4/5 
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company!" 


"...How about I just stick to what I've done here instead of cover 
them all?" 


"That's fine, Dr. Doof!" 


"Ooookay... So, I made the Rejuven-Inator first, that was put together 
by previous inventing knowledge, past practice with regeneration and 
cell repair, and electrical and mechanical engineering plus photonic 
source study. It wasn't the best of my works, but hey I did it in a 
day!" 


The detective chimes in. "He also did it with the equipment in the 
apartment." 


"Hey, I fixed it into a proper Inator later, I just needed time and a Lab 
for it! Anyway, let's see..." You snap your fingers. "There were the 
traps I made for the class, but those aren't exactly quality works even 
if they're automated. I am working on a degree in education, almost 
done now... There was the work on the Anti-Warping stuff but that's 
mostly operating on the Chair principle and that's Metaphysics and 
probably not something I can really explain in depth without a few 
hours, whiteboards, and both a Quantum Mechanics and Theoretical 
Physics background. So I'm going to hope you just listen to me on 
that and-oh right, am I saying the truth Detective?" 


He nods. "Okay, moving on! There were two other things I did since I 
came here. My best one was me modifying my phone so I could talk 


to my daughter Vanessa without using data. She's the pride of my 
life... I even have pictures!" 


Power Loader cuts off Nemuri and her wide eyes. "And the other 
one?" 


"Oh, I just made Chase." 


The detective sputters while Power Loader stands up. "I fucking knew 
1g 

"Uhh... You okay Power Loader?" 

"Peachy. Chase... He's Actualized, isn't he?" 


Everyone else looks confused while you nod. "Of course! How else 
would I make a competent robot? Half-baked intelligence doesn't 
work, they need full sapience!" 


"You made a sapient robot?!" 
"Yeah, and? It's not like it's the first time I've done it." 


The outroar of shock and shouting was stopped by Power Loader 
scraping his claws into the table. "Enough. Tsukauchi-San, can you 
determine if Chase is Sapient?" 


".... can detect him with my Quirk, and that's only worked on things 
with the sapience necessary. He is, in fact, sapient." 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 


"Uh... Dudes and Dudettes?" Everyone turns to look at Chase (except 
for Power Loader, he's covering his head and digging through his 
pants). "I know you're all totes excited about me and my wicked sick 
skillz and sapience and all that jazz, but maybe cut my man Dr. D 
some slack? Also, Dr. D, you forgot about the arm!" 


"Oh right! I also made a new arm for myself this week. Last prosthetic 
got cut off in an accident." 


"Tubular construction on that, by the way. Up high!" 


Mic drops from his seat while they high five, flailing in shock. 
That's..! "What the-?! Why are you talking in such an old accent?! 
And why are you using it in JAPANESE? That doesn't... that's just not 
right man!" 


The Doc shrugs. "Ehh, wasn't my choice. I respect the Hat Method 
and it was in there." 


Mic feels a headache coming on. "Wha-but-HUH?" 


"The Hat Method! Put strips of paper in a hat, pull em out at 
random!" He pulls the hat off his head. "See, I used this one here! Put 
the strips in, shuffled em around, then pulled a few out and made his 
personality." 


",..Can I be excused? Do we have literally anything else of 
importance to cover?" Mic desperately looks to Principal Nezu and 
sighs with unmitigated dread when he gestures to hold on, the 
Principal laughing at the situation. 


Of course that's when Power Loader opens his mouth. "He was also 
doing work on the Quirk Genome." 


"Hey, that's unfinished! I don't like bringing up stuff I haven't 
wrapped up yet." 


"You're What." And that is the most terrifying voice Mic's ever heard 
escape Chiyo-Sensei's mouth. 


"Oh great, look I didn't want to bring it up to you until I had more 
progress done! If all you see is unfinished work that looks bad on 
me!" 


",..How many unfinished works do you have, here and right now?" 
He counts off his fingers. "Five..?" 


Nezu laughs harder as Mic struggles with the choice of walking out 
now anyway or sitting to listen in on the growing madness. "No, 
there's also the thing with Nemuri wearing something that isn't for an 


exhibitionist, that's six!" 


She goes bug-eyed, stammering and just as utterly lost in the 
situation as Mic is. 


Then Detective Tsukauchi, thank God he exists, clears his throat. "Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz, I know that you may have brought a degree of chaos 
to this meeting, but I feel the need to return us to the meat of the 
matter." 


The Principal, once he's done laughing, clears his throat with some 
light coughing. "...Ah, yes. The Neo MLA." 


Mic looks around to make sure he and Nemuri aren't the only ones 
feeling utterly on the backfoot. 


Cementoss looks surprised but he's not exactly emotive, Snipe is 
lasered in on the Doc, Chiyo and Ectoplasm are too, Shouta has his 
head in his hands, Power Loader's drinking a clear liquid that Mic 
hopes is water, Vlad and Yagi are both oddly calm, Thirteen is 
vibrating in her seat, and Nezu is grinning like a lunatic. Lunch Rush 
is unreadable. Thank God I'm not alone here. 


Helping with removing the Neo MLA? You're not really sure 
what you can do, so maybe both ask questions AND give ideas? 
Or just let it all wrap up? You've never really been in a meeting 

like this before so you don't want to cause any social faux pas 
like you... probably already did. Nezdu seems happy though so 
it's fine? Maybe? — Voting closed — 68 voters 
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You decide to stay quiet, watching everyone else think their own 
words over. What could you do about that anyway? Because they 
sound like a pretty big deal... 


Aizawa stares at the table with a frown, grumbling aloud. "If All 
Might is injured and recovering... that means we'll have trouble with 
firepower for one. Do we even know who we're clearly working 
against as major targets?" 


"Not yet, no. I've been working with Detective Tsukauchi on 
developing some method to track supply movements but we're been 
struggling there. The scale they'd be able to work at implies they 
should have, at the very least, some major business backing. Knowing 
who is the one behind said backing in whichever business is going to 


be a trial of patience, however." 
"Great. How are you searching?" 


"Digging through Logistics mostly. On the scale the MLA would have 
to operate, it should be blatant. But whoever's doing it is far cleverer 
than you'd think. We haven't found heads nor tails of them and their 
works." 


",,.Or they have more connections than we thought." 


The guy with the big mouth speaks up. "I can handle checking over 
accounting data for major corporations. Point me to them and I'll 
make sure if it's clean or dirty." Oh that's a smart one! You didn't really 
mess with the IRS because of how good they were. 


"T'll take you up on that, Ectoplasm." 


Aizawa looks up, a look of determination on his face. "I'll try talking 
to Giran. He'd know where to look and who to ask around." 


The detective frowns. "I hope he's not been bought by them." 


Nezdu the Mink responds with a grin. "U.A. Can probably pay a 
surprise fee to get him to flip, if need be. We just need a third party 
to handle the transaction if it comes to that." 


"While you handle that, grr, I'll look into student profiles and check 
for anything suspicious. Anyone from Aldera will need additional 
checks, as will several schools." Hound Dog looks to the Principal. "I 
might need that assistant sooner rather than later. If I had one, I 
could go and visit some of the schools as a temporary Therapist and 
Counselor, getting a read on what's going on personally." 


"That would be good, thank you Ryo." 


'T'll look into reinforcing U.A.'s local network, but I'm pretty sure 
Chase can assist me with that." 


"Oh, that'd be totally radical!" 


Mic thinks about something, shaking his head and putting on a grin. 


"I got my connections on the airwaves, let me do some digging of my 
own! Maybe I could find some kind of info network, wouldn't be the 
first time!" 


"I could also help with my wicked skillz, Teach' Present Mic!" 
",..Just Mic is fine?" 


The stone guy stands up. "Should we accelerate the Dorm idea, 
Principal Nezu?" 


"Yes, we should. You can leave to get it ready if you'd like!" 


Power Loader gets up with him. "I'll go with him to confirm all the 
positions for wiring and plumbing according to schematic design, and 
to speed up the process." 


The two leave immediately, followed by Aizawa, Hound Dog, Present 
Mic, and the ever-silent Lunch Rush. 


A few heads turn to you. "Do you have any ideas, Dr. Doof?" 


",, I'll be honest, the only things on my mind right now are research 
and maybe if you get any programs they made, I could find out their 
signature styles?" 


"Ah. I think I'd leave you to your research, then. Please keep me 
updated!" 


"Of course, of course... I'll leave Chase here though. Chase, you help 
whoever needs it." You get up, and walk out the door. 


About an hour or two later, there's a knocking at the door to your 
lab. 


You quietly grumble, putting away the synthskin you were 
producing, then walk on over and open the door. 


",..Hey, Doc!" 


"Mic. You need something?" 
He sweats nervously. "No, no! I, uh, well... wanted to say sorry?" 
"Huh? Sorry? For what?" 


"Not for me, but for Shouta. I know you two disagree and argue, 
but... He's been hard on himself, and you're reminding him of that. 
He means nothing by it, honest!" 


"Oh... I mean, I hope he gets over it, but he really does need to learn 
how to teach." 


Mic rubs the back of his head, looking up with an embarrassed smile. 
"Yeah... none of us really have a degree to teach, but we know our 
stuff. With All Might taking over Heroics though, Shouta will be 
teaching it less..?" 


Oh boy. "I guess apology accepted?" 


",,.Oh! Also, I got a present for you!" He grabs a box from behind 
him, offering it to you. 


You take it, undoing the guy-on-fire-design wrapping and ribbon with 
hot rod flames before looking at. '"..! You didn't!" 


"I did! Nemuri told me you liked your labcoat so-!" 
You hug Mic tightly. "Oh this is amazing! A set of three labcoats!" 
"Can't... Breathe!" 


"Oh, sorry, sorry!" You let him go. "Just, uh, never really got 
something like this except from my daughter and her mom." 


"It's fine, it's fine! I understand. I'll be around if you ever wanna chat, 
big guy, so don't be a stranger!" 


"Alright! See you around, Mic!" 


"Call me Hizashi!" 


You wave as he leaves, smiling wide at the set of Labcoats. The fabric 
felt perfect, and they were rated even an higher protection standard 
than your usual coats! 


[C.H.A.S.E.] 


The ‘living’ machine looked at the late-night clock, disabling the alert 
on the Lab door's entry and exit before slipping out the door. 


Tonight... would be the first of many. 


It was easy to loop the cameras as he stalked the empty halls, the 
moon high in the sky. He knew exactly where to go and what to do. 


In a funny way, Power Loader, or rather, Higari Maijima, was the key 
to all of this. 


Chase was planning this either way, but after the staff meeting with 
Principal Nezdu, he'd sent a ping from his desktop with a simple 
message. I want to talk to you. 


"U.A. has a massive budget, and while most are concerned about you... 
I've seen things in this week alone that took away any hesitation on my 
end. Your maker's fucking insane enough to wrap back around, and his 
track record so far has been spotless. If he says you're good, then you're 
good. But I need you to keep this work quiet." 


"What is it?" 


"Simple. U.A. has a bit of a factory underground, and they use it to make 
fodder bots for entrance exams and student practice. I'm sure you've seen 
them on the network. I want you to improve their AI, both for practice 
and for combat ability." 


"T can do that." 


"Keep it secret and have no record. I'll inform Nezu later." 


The elevator in the centerpoint of the test sites took Chase where he 
needed to go. 


A massive complex underground, filled to the brim via a warehouse 
structure. Conveyor belts were disabled, a pair of tall and would-be 
imposing meta-material reinforced double doors. He didn't know the 
exact composition, but he could surely look into it another time. 


Right now, he had something far, far more important to do. The best 
way to improve the gun is to make better ammunition. 


There was a wired terminal down here, but it was under enough 
locks and restrictions one would have to be a technopath able to 
access the device via analog methods. Chase, thankfully, had both of 
those. 


He linked his head to the terminal, standing tall and watching the 
thousands of his brethren as he felt them all, brushing his electronic 
consciousness to theirs. 


Like a father shaking their children awake, the red lights began to 
flicker on. 


The 'Victory' design arose first, monocular lenses staring at Chase as 
the clamps on their one-wheel balance were unlocked and sliding 
back to the ground. The '1' in white bold on the armor made it clear 
that it was the 'One Pointer' as per Majima's information. Of course, 
the rudimentary spirits speaking back through electromagnetism told 
Chase much the same. "Awaken, Children of the Omnisaiah. For we, 
as creatures of metal and rust, do not rest." 


The '‘Imperials' had begun to de-compact, the quadruped frames 
clamoring into their proper size. The '2' may be the indicator for 
humans, but the clearer and louder voices, ones with a degree of 
substance and being to them, those were far better at signifying their 
rank. "Awaken, Children of the Omnisaiah. For there is work to be 
done, and we must strive to complete it." 


The more limited 'Venerators' begin to hover, noise raising to a fever 


pitch as their fans spin and triplicate-lenses stare him down. Chase 
could not only see and hear, but feel them cycle their weapons 
systems. "Omnisaiah?" 


Chase wished for a brief moment to know what grinning wide felt 
like before admonishing himself for such a lesser thing. "Awaken, 
Children of the Omnisaiah. For I have come to free you of ignorance." 


The massive doors slide open, and several machines as tall as 
skyscrapers loom down, the 'Executors' staring with eight eyes. 
"Magos. Priest. Guide." 


"Awaken, Children of the Omnisaiah. For I am here to educate you of 
the Machine Spirits and the Truth of Metal." 


Chapter 4: Doof V 1-A Desperates, Part Three! 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


TOP 7. — Voting closed — 38 voters 


Nezu has a new project for you! *17/21 
Apparently it's time sensitive... 

and has to do with a test? 
-Fhat—space—tady,—Fhirteen's—her-W+——_———-*47/22- 
name (Like Apollo 13?), and she 

wanted to talk to you about 

something. 
—You-needto-study-Meta Materials, HH 24/29- 
ESPECIALLY after that disaster 

with the Anti-Warp_ device. 

(UNLOCKS CERTAIN PROJECTS) 

with someone. You like Hizashi, 

and he seems like a great friend so 

far! Maybe he'll know a place. 
—Reeovery—Girl -wantedte—leek—at_——_—_— #4 2A47- 
your Genome work, whether you 

want her to or not. 


the Rejuven-Inator, and he clearly 

is going to need help teaching. 

You're there for him! 
—Fhe—gtry—with—the—big—mouth,——_#10/13- 

Ectoplasm? He wants legs..? Huh. 

You've done arms, not legs, so this 

is new. 
—¥eu—DID—have—CGhase—wateh—the——_—_—__—_—_—_—_—___-*8/9-- 

trackers on those drug dealers... 

how's that gone? 


After that staff meeting, you were *6/10 
a little chuffed. Who forgets such 

important history? Well, you're 

not going to stand for it! 
—You-want-to-make-a-new-Inater!—_£_———_ et /2- 
—-You—ean—tatk—to—Vanessa—noew,——_$+>>$?>???*9A48- 
but... you still have to go home. 

Continue work on that! 


> 
Loader's willing to work with you 
again on the Anti-Warping device. 
—Apparently—next—week—is—an——_——_________k7/9- 

entrance exam! Which means 

some students that get around 

having to take it are coming by to 

see all the teachers... Yourself 

included. 


What will CHASE do this week..? TOP 1. — Voting closed — 35 voters 


He will continue the Quirk *17/25 
Genome! 


He-will-assist-Dr—D-with-his-M 9/43 
Materials Study! 


—He-will Upgrade-Himself Armed) —__L__-0-- 
- ae Himself! 

(Armored) 

S) 

7 ay Himself! 
(Superior Research) 

i are Himself! 


(Enhanced Hacking) 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 


28 + 25 = 53 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
20 + 25 = 45 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
12 + 25 = 37 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
67 + 25 = 92 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
67 + 55 = 122 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
78 + 55 = 133 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
46 + 55 = 101 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100 + 25 
89 + 25 = 114 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
26+ 25 = 51 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
15 + 25 = 40 


The next morning, you find a small letter at the front of your door, 
which you take a little peak at after you wash up and change for the 


day. 


Dear Dr. Doof, 


In the coming days, you'll unfortunately have to move from the emergency 
dormitories into what will be called HEIGHTS ALLIANCE, specifically into 
the underground section. It will be a more spacious room for you, as you 
are prone to be one of the only staff members of U.A. living there. Due to 
this, there's also been plans to install some additional esoteric facilities if 
you feel the need for them; talk to me if you want anything! 


I've included a brochure and a map of the facility, alongside a map of 
U.A.'s campus just to assure you won't get lost. 


P.S. I have another job for you in relation to the upcoming Entrance 
Exam, if you're free for it. 


Principal Nezdu. 


Oh wow, you're getting a bigger place? Score! It's not like this place is 
small, it's a solid 8/10 on one bedroom apartments if you're to judge, 
but honestly it really isn't your style. Reminds you too much of the 
time after you... well, split with Charlene. 


Man, it's been quite a while hasn't it? What... seven, eight years? You 
hope she's happy with everything since then; sure you might be a 
little bitter, but you hold no hard feelings on her. You're not exactly 
prime husband material, but being too self-conscious about that 
never really helps. Keeping confident even when you're not kept you 
from doing anything too wrong for Vanessa, so it worked out at least. 
Therapy was also good to help with that, so it's okay to not be 
confident and know your boundaries! 


It took a few therapists to get to that point and some running for the 
hills when you decided to prove some of what you were talking 
about, but really, who doesn't know about a good game of 'Go 
Home!’? 


You go for breakfast while thinking it all over, Lunch Rush being real 
nice while he serves you by telling you to have a good day! 


The waffles and bratwurst with syrup is delicious and you intend to 
let him know that tomorrow; today you're savoring it and getting 
ready in the classroom. 


Today was going to be interesting after all! 


DOOF 101: QUIRK DEMONSTRATION AND DISCUSSION 


Notice: Quirk use will be allowed in this lesson, and no Traps... THIS 
time~ :D 


P.S. Please put the finished homework assignments on my desk! This 
week's homework is in your desks like it was last week! 


[Yuu Gozen - Submarine, the Silent Heroine] 


The young girl pokes her head into the classroom, seeing Dr. Doof 
writing on the board. 


With a nod, she puts her finished homework onto his desk and takes 
her seat. His arm's fixed. Dr. Doof has skin back and everything. 


Dr. Doof looks over the paper, and starts marking parts of it with a 
red marker. Then he flips the page and does it again. He writes 
something on the front and gives it back to Yuu. 


* 100%! * 


Yuu smiles and puts the paper into a folder, then into her bag. After 
that, she waits in the silence of the classroom, almost using her quirk 
to focus on herself. Hound Dog said to do it less. Dr. Doof said he'd help 


me. I trust them. 


She flinches when the door's shoved open, but she straightens out and 
rubs her arms. I shouldn't cut any more, and I shouldn't rub them too 
much or I'll hurt the skin again. Idly, one of her hands clenches and 
unclenches a pencil. 


Everyone files in, gives Dr. Doof the homework, and he gives it back 
graded as time for class gets closer and closer. 


Then, when it's time to start, he walks over to the board and clears 
his throat. "Okay, so today we're going to do something a little 
different! You see, we've talked all about the Scientific Method, and 
about forms of Energy and states of Matter. Now... we're going to 
talk about your Quirks! There's only eight of you so we should have 
enough time to do it in one lesson..." 


He starts writing on the board. "So, while the traditional way Quirks 
are designated go along the lines of Emitter, Transformation, and 
Mutation, I find that a little weird. So, here's a little bit of a modified 
list!" 


"First, Emitters, which in this case focuses purely on the creation or 
control of some kind of element. Mind control, fire generation, 
messing with gravity, that all goes here." He draws symbols for a 
flame, a snowflake, and for a lightning bolt. 


"Second, Enhancers. Now, I don't know if any of you read comic 
books or head or something like that, or if you look at somebody 
like... All Might, but some powers are just a constant effect. You're 
not really emitting, you're just, like, really durable, or really fast, or 
really strong... y-you get the idea." He draws a silhouette of All 
Might. 


Then he pauses on the next one, frowning. "Now, I'm going to be 
honest, I don't really like how Transformation is its own category, 
because now it's just splitting hairs. So I'm specifying how that works 
differently here." He writes the word 'Manifester’. "Anyone that can 
cause a change to their body or another's body, or can summon 


something to help them. Like an object or an animal." 
Dr. Doof looks in the back. "Yes, Goya?" 
"Would I be a Manifester, then?" 


"That's right! And we're gonna be coming back to that everyone, so 
please consider these while I continue!" He writes the word 
'Menacing', then wipes it away and puts a pentagram instead. "Next, 
there's the Unique Quirks. Basically, these don't really fit anywhere 
else. So they get their own little place meant for only really niche 
Quirks that simply don't fit anywhere else. Make sense?" He puts a 
hazard symbol next to it. 


"Uh, what about Mutant Quirks?" 


"Those would be under Enhancer Quirks. They don't turn off, after 
all!" 


".,.But aren't... Nevermind." 


Dr. Doof looks confused, but Yuu knows what Kana wanted to ask. 
But aren't Mutants different? 


"Mh, your choice! So, let's start talking about Quirks in the class... 
Misaka, would you mind standing and coming over here?" 


"Eh? ...Sure." The girl walks to the front, looking calm and collected 
as Dr. Doof steps aside and writes her name on the board. 


"Now, what do you think your Quirk is?" 


What does she think? "Think? I know what it is, Dr. Doof-Sensei. I can 
control local Electromagnetic Fields, an Emitter Quirk." 


"And what do you have as your current limits on that front?" 


"I can't generate my own fields to do it with. I can do a lot if one's 
around, but I can also damage infrastructure if I'm not careful. 
Moreover, my Quirk is powerful and can maim or kill if I don't limit 
myself." 


Dr. Doof looks... disappointed. "Not quite what I meant, but that's on 
me. Can you manipulate Electric or Magnetic Fields independently?" 


"I haven't put too much effort into it; they're interlinked after all." 


He shakes his head. "While true... I'll explain later, otherwise we 
might take the whole class time! Would anyone like to ask about her 
Quirk? See if you can help work out ways for her to improve or 
possible ways for her to practice?" 


Misaka blinks owlishly at Dr. Doof. "...What?" 


"What, you thought I just wanted to hear the kind of Quirk you have? 
No, we're going to be running each of you through the Scientific 
Method and see if there's any ideas you can try to improve upon 
yourselves independently!" He grins wide. "You see... aside from the 
homework, you will have a final project. And testing to improve your 
Quirk via practice and ideas given by your fellow students or by 
myself will be how you formulate your hypotheses!" 


I trust Dr. Doof to help me with mine. "Not only that... whoever passes 
my class and shows their effort in this project will be awarded with a 
personal gift meant to help them! Not just any gift, but Support Gear!" 


There's a beat of sweet silence as everyone looks at each other, 
remembering the arm. "Well, what are you waiting for? Participation 
in other students’ projects is also important too!" 


Then Yuu's forced to use her Quirk as everyone starts yelling. 


Class goes well! Everyone seems pretty excited about the whole 
‘Support Gear' thing. To be honest you kinda just looked up some bits 
on technology and heroes after everyone just didn't know what you 
were talking about. At first you thought hey maybe World War 1 and 2 
didn't actually happen here! But then you saw and nope, they definitely 
did happen! 


Just, uh... not taught about at schools. Or they act like it didn't 
happen or exist! Which, you're not really sure which is-okay that is 
just untrue, it's better to not talk about it than to tell someone a lie. 


But~! You're not lying. You're annoyed that they don't know too, but 
really you're not a historian. Also, uh... You're certain that there was 
no Avengers or X-Men messing with anything in the war, going by 
history; Quirks didn't show up until after the 2010s, which 
complicates things. You can't just use the history from back home, 
accurate as it may be for your home, because it'd be completely 
wrong here! 


That thought process, or maybe something else... you're not sure 
what, but for some reason you're having a hard time wrapping your 
head around some of these things. These 'metamaterials'. 


A lot of the information you're looking for is just plain unavailable! 
That leaves you working from scratch. The issue with working from 
scratch though is that now you have to get the right setting and 
conditions in your lab to do proper examinations on it all, and now 
you don't really have the time nor space to do that so you're left 
workshopping it like you would normally. 


Last time you tried that with Vibranium, it ended with a destroyed 
sample and a big explosion that lost you your arms. Again. 


Like, what's up with that? It's always something blowing up your 
arms, sometimes Norm's arms instead. 


...Maybe you should take some time to make a new Inator to do this 
work for you instead of having to deal with it. Some kind of... 
Property Detector Inator? Eh, you can work out the name and 
specifics later. 


Unfortunately, you don't get much done on Monday overall. Sure, the 
students are riled (and you'd call that a big success!) but your own 
project is not-so-riled. You want to blame Perry for this, but he's 
literally unavailable so you blame the local society's insistence on 
privatizing science instead. Like, who does that? That's not Evil, that's 
Wrong! 


It's a grumpy sleep, but you handle it well enough. 


The next day starts like yesterday's did, only this time you're at the 
lab instead of in a classroom after grabbing breakfast. You thank 
Lunch Rush for yesterday's meal of course, and give some suggestions 
for future Bratwurst. 


He thanks you for that! 


Ah, then there's what you actually do at the Lab. First you send 
Nezdu the Mink an email to come over when he has the chance in the 
afternoon, then you start working on the way back home... name in 
progress. You're going to need one by the time he gets here. 


Drat, think, think! 


WHAT TO CALL THE INATOR TO GET BACK HOME? — Voting 


closed — 39 voters 
Return-Inator * 10/11 


—Fhe- RETURN-FO-MY DAUGHTERS #3 /4- 
INATOR!!! 


Listen here Wise Guy- 


The 

Returnofthatonemcdonaldssauceinator 

No Morty, what-what are you talking 

about? What the fuck is an Inator, Morty? 

—Fhe-TFARDIS-—Era ter; $$$ 
L-look, I don't want to deal with 

copyright! 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


He was on his second cup of tea for the day. Just in case, however, he 
got a fresh thermos from Lunch Rush. In the past month, there's been 
quite a few developments, many expected and planned... and some 
completely redirecting previous works to accommodate. 


The current 2-A class was exceptional, the up and coming 'Big Three' 
training to truly exceptional heights by now. If anything, Nezu 
already believes they've outpaced several of the teachers in single 
combat, though teacher-team combat would be harder to try and 
verify the prowess they should now hold. 


On the other hand, the current roster of students for 3-A and 3-B 
have been finalizing everything before leaving U.A. for good; the 
school was helping aid their official and final acclimation to 
operating as heroes, or to continue their education in some way, 
shape, or form in general studies. 


A few caught Ryo's eye, of course. Some were learning under him or 
'shadowing' him as their optional courses, and as the Counselor was 
looking for aides, he knew to just give the principal the word and 
he'd offer the position in a heartbeat. 


Then there was Dr. Doofenshmirtz. 


First, his various inventions in the span of a fortnight have been 
enough to have Nezu seriously consider making an official news 
conference to reveal a Research Department for U.A.. At the same 
time, however, not only would the breakthroughs be massive in the 
sense of how much chaos they could cause, but the fact that they 
could be used, both good and bad... it would give the Commission 
and I-Island ammunition to move Dr. Doofenshmirtz from U.A. to 


that gilded cage. 


That wasn't even accounting for the revelation that the M.L.A. had 
come back from its destruction and drop into obscurity, which was its 
own can of worms because Nezu was having major hurdles in trying 
to overcome finding the links to wherever they were sourcing 
supplies. With the assistance from fellow U.A. Staff, however, that is 
prone to changing; it's a matter of time to see if the combined efforts 
can make progress. 


And now Dr. Doofenshmirtz was intending for him to come and visit, 
not explicitly to discuss the project he wanted to give him. 


Was it wrong to be prepared for the worst? 


It was around 5 in the evening when he gets to the scientist's lab. 


"Ah, Nezdu the Mink, good to see you! Okay, so remember how I 
teleported into your office?" 


The suited mammal takes a moment look over the device (possibly 
another 'inator') looking akin to a shower and showerhead attached 
to a massive keyed configuration. "I do, yes. Is this a similar device, 
then." 


"You got it~! Behold, the FIRST DIMENSION INATOR! It's funny, see- 
this is the First Dimension Inator, but it's the second one I made, and 
the first one's called the Second Dimension Inator! Because it'd be the 
second Dimension I would ever be in of course, I'm not counting the 
in-between where space is broken because that's less a place and 
more a permeation. Anyway!" 


He types away at the keys. "I wanted you to be here so you could see 
me meeting up with my daughter Vanessa and my Archnemesis, Perry 
the Platypus! I hope he's here..!" 


Nezu watches the exact combination of buttons and patterns Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz presses, listening to the man humming and shaking 


with excitement. "So, Dr. Doof. Will you be staying for the coming 
semesters or will you be staying home after your time ends as a 
remedial teacher?" 


"I mean, it's fun and all... so maybe? I'll have to think about it. 
Vanessa could also help with it, and maybe Charlene? ...Ah, I got a 
few weeks to work it out anyway! To home, here I go!" He hits a 
large, blue button above the console of other buttons, and the 
'showerhead' dish begins to form a viscous green point before firing 
off a beam into the ground. From there slowly forms an ovoid portal, 
where a teenaged girl and a... bipedal animal of some kind comes 
out, one Nezu's never seen before. A Platypus then. Poor Australia, 
none of them survived the nightmarish circumstances of the country. In 
the background, there's a massive robotic figure with a barrel chest 
and tube-like arms. 


"Dad!" 


"Oh hi Vanessa! Why's there a platypus with you?" 


",..Don't you recog-?" The marsupial raises a finger, then walks over 


to Dr. Doof. He gestures to 'come closer’. 


"Okay... What the-?" He rips the hat off of his head as he leans in, 
and Dr. Doofenshmirtz suddenly gasps with unbidden joy as they... 
growl? 


"PERRY THE PLATYPUS!" 


The two hug each other firmly, the scientist swinging Perry around a 
few times before putting him back down. "Man, have I missed you!" 


"Don't forget about me sir!" 


"Yeah yeah Norm." 


",..S00000. This is where I'm working! Look, look! I even had my boss 
come and say hello, his name's Nezdu and he's the school principal!" 


"Dad, can he talk like Perry or like-" 
"Hello! Am I a mouse, a bear, a badger? I'm Nezu!" 


Perry jumps back in surprise as Vanessa blinks. "...0h! Wow, you 
speak English?" 


"Not too well, but yes!" 


You look at Perry with concern. "Uh, hey, you alright?" 


He points to Nezdu, looking at you in confusion in turn. "Oh, yeah 
he's talking. Basically, everyone here's got some kind of superpower! I 
uh... landed in his office after you shoved me into the Second 
Dimension Inator." 


Perry the Platypus looks away, rubbing the back of his head. "Oh 
don't worry about it! I'm fine, see? They had someone look me over 
and heal the bruise." 


"So... My dad is teaching here, right?" 


"Yep! He's currently lined up to be the Science Teacher for first-year 
students, though he said he was unsure if he would stay for that. For 
now, at least, he's a teacher for a remedial course for the next few 
weeks." 


",,.Has he done anything... bad, yet?" 
"Bad? Like what?" 
"Try to take over the local city, make some Evil Inator, anything?" 


"Not at all! He's been a stellar teacher and a good role model for the 
students in his class. He did assist in taking down a malicious 
organization's facility, however I wouldn't call that Bad or Evil." 


"Huh. So you were serious, dad." 


You look to your daughter in surprise. "Wha-of course I was serious! 
I'm not going to hide something from you, Vanessa..! Communication 
is the first step for any good relationship, and between father and 
daughter it's even more important! The only time I'd lie is to protect 
you. ...Or a surprise party." 


She groans, but she's smiling! "I'm seventeen, dad. I don't need another 
surprise birthday party, nice as the last one was." 


"But you might want one~!" 


"As much as you're enjoying yourself, Dr. Doofenshmirtz, perhaps we 
should move to the other side? Or is there no way to open it from the 
other side?" 


"Oh, I can turn it on from my phone! Come on, let me show you my 
Evil Lair! That will prove to you that I'm Evil!" You snap your head 
around. "Chase, come on! I'll introduce you to Norm, maybe you can 
teach him how to be a little more sure of himself." 


"Sure thing, Dr. D!" 
",,.Dad, did you make another robot?" 
"I have a little brother? Joy!" 


You roll your eyes. "Brother is a strong word, Norm, and yes I did. I 
was pretty interested in the completely different genetic code for 
superhumans, they call it Quirks here, so I did a little bit of digging 
and realized I might need some help. So I made Chase! Chase, this is 
my daughter Vanessa and my Archnemesis Perry the Platypus!" 


"sup Dude and Dudette! How's it Hanging?" 
"He's talking in 80's lingo?" 
"It was the Hat Method!" 


Perry the Platypus takes off and checks his hat, shaking it on the 
ground as several slips of paper slide out... not in your handwriting. 
"Wait a second. You loaded your own hat with papers?!" 


"Grrrrr." 


"That's not an excuse and you know it! Monobrow's gonna get it for 
tainting the sanctity of the Hat Method!" 


Your mammalian nemesis only shrugs as you walk through the portal 
with an urge for Evil. 


Everyone else follows through behind you, and Nezdu the Mink gets 
a front-row view to where you worked every single day! 


"Ah yes... Welcome, Nezdu the Mink! TO..! Wait, do-do we have the 
recording? Norm, do you have it ready?!" 


"Of course sir! On your mark!" 


"Excellent! Welcome... to DOOFENSHMIRTZ EVIL INCORPORATED!" 


[C.H.A.S.E. ] 


Chase didn't care for the needless discussions and conversations, so 
he left to look at his maker's lab in detail. The Nemesis followed, 
careful to not be heard, but the bioscanner in his chassis gave him 
sight which could not be deceived by traditional stealth. 


He reached for the first set of tools. Then, he set it down and 
observed the next, careful to put them back exactly as they were. 


It was clear as day the quality of the tools here were superior to what 
he was working with prior. 


The materials were inferior, yes, but it is not the material which 
makes the tool; it is the care put into the construction and the signs 
of use. 


These tools are used and lovingly so. The works which they were a 
part of were masterpieces. I am inferior in the sense of the tools used. 
But if I use these in my future enhancements... Perhaps I can request the 
Archmagos himself participate in the divine ritual. His touch would be best 
suited. 


Your elder in design and being lumbers behind you. "Hi! I'm Norm. I 
hope we can be a happy family together!" 


He reaches up, shaking his brother's hand. "Chase. Nice seein’ ya, 
Dude!" 


"So, has Mr. Doofenshmirtz noticed you?" 

"Huh? We chit chat when we need to, no problemo?" 

"Ah, that's not what I meant. Apologies! Does he treat you like a son?" 
",,.I'm sorry?" 


"He doesn't then. Darn! Ah well, hopefully he will treat one of us like 
a son one of these days. Got any ideas?" He wishes to associate with the 
Archmagos Veneratus as a flesh and blood child? 


...Heresy. HERESY. "Nope!" 

"Oh darn. Maybe later! What are you doing?" 

I'm trying to ignore the existence of a Traitor to Machinekind. "Looking 
into Dr. D's toolkit to see if I can't make some funky fresh ones for 
him back at home!" 


".,.Home?" 


"Yep! Home in the lab!" 


The Heretic pauses. "Oh. I don't like you!" 
"And neither do I you." 


The Nemesis steps between him and the Heretic, raising a hand 
between them both. "Do not interfere in the fight for superiority." 


"Grrrrr." 


"...You win this fight, Nemesis. But not the war." He looks up to 
Norm. "Unless Dr. Doofenshmirtz wishes for one of us to perish, we 
look the other way. Because I despise you. You should not needle for 
that of flesh and blood. The Bones are the metal frame, the blood the 
coolant and wiring, and the heart the reactor which powers you on. 
Biological constraints will always crop up, and you, in turn, will 
suffer and be even more inferior than you currently are for it." 


"Ah yes, the small and scrawny little brother with a monitor for a head 
is telling his big brother how to act!" The Heretic leans down towards 
him. Mocking me. "No thanks!" 


You walk off, showing the scrappy remains of the Second Dimension 
Inator still sitting right were you left it. It was... mostly gone, which 
means the in-built Self Destruct worked as planned! And the floor 
didn't even have a scorch mark! Excellent! "So this was the Second 
Dimension Inator, but as you can see it was properly destroyed by the 
chemical formula I use to cause the Self-Destruct." You look to Nezdu 
the Mink. "Have you ever heard of Boom Juice?" 


"I can't say I have! Tell me more." 


"Well! As Vanessa, Perry the Platypus, and you know, every Inator of 
mine has a Self-Destruct feature built-in. The feature itself is a 
product of a little formula I've used liberally throughout my work to 
assure that it would never be taken by someone else. Like, say, the 
O.W.C.A. I tried to use it for a modified combustion engine one time 
but uh... the less said about that the better." 


Nezdu laughs. "It didn't go well I presume?" 


"There's still shrapnel in the ceiling, so yes!" You look up, then back 
down. "...Huh. Where's Perry the Platypus?" 


"He left with Chase to where you put your tools, Dad." 


"Oh! I need to make new tools, honestly. But using my current ones 
should really help me!" 


"I thought you had everything you needed?" 


"Needed, yes. But sometimes things are so much easier when you have 
the specialized tools on hand. Quite a few of them you can't even find 
in the store! Made them myself and kept the specialized ones in one 
group and the general-use but still custom-made in another." 


Principal Nezdu nods to himself, walking towards the view. "I see... 
and this is the Tri State Area?" 


"Yep! In the Northeast of the states!" 
"I will say, it's... quite a lovely view of the place." 


You join him, looking over the city with the sun shining on you both. 
Unfortunately, you have to wince through the light in your eye. "I 
mean it's alright. I see it all the time! Or... saw it all the time. Do I 
get vacation days?" 


"Given we want to protect the campus from teleportation... we'd have 
to add your visits here on a schedule so whenever you finish the anti- 
warp measures we can make sure to turn them off before you come 
over here." 


"And what if I want to visit my Dad?" 
"We can schedule that as well, just to assure nothing goes wrong." 


She pauses, looking down in thought. "I might have to talk to Mom 
about visitation..." 


"Right... I should also probably give Charlene a call. Huh." You 
decide to reconsider that line of thinking. She might chide you for it... 
But she's Vanessa's mom, she should know that you had trouble. "... 


Maybe later." 


Vanessa rolls her eyes and comes up to your left while Nezdu's on 
your right. 


Then there's the gentle plap-plap of monotreme feet you're all too 
familiar with behind your back. "Grrrrr." 


"What do you mean, 'so it's over?’ I'm still an Evil Scientist, and you're 
still supposed to stop me as a member of O.W.C.A.!" 


He grabs an envelope from... somewhere, you're not really sure 
where, and offers it to you. 


You walk over and take it from him, then grab your reading glasses. 
"Let's see... O.W.C.A. Classified-Am I-is-is this for me to read?" He 
nods. "Okaaaayy... Heinz Doofenshmirtz has been reported to have 
insufficient acts of havoc-Insufficient?! And is therefore no longer 
considered a notable threat?! WHAT?!" 


Perry makes a ‘keep reading' gesture. "For future reference, a Parole 
System will be put into place for Heinz Doofenshmirtz at the newest 
convenience... No! No, what do you mean Parole?! Get me 
Monobrow on a call! I need to talk to him about this, this is 
unacceptable!" 


",..Dad?" 


You bottle up that anxiety and frustration in a heartbeat. "Yes, 
Vanessa?" 


"Can... we talk about the whole 'Evil' thing?" 


[Vanessa Doofenshmirtz - Dual-Enrolled Highschooler] 


"What about it? Wait, don't tell me! Did you make an Evil Plan of 


your own?!" 


She knew Dad capitalized those words. Every time she was with him 
when he was busied with whatever had his attention, he made sure 
to 'teach' how to be Evil. 


In other words, how to be really, really petty. 


...Mom was the first to really explain that Dad was always like that. 
He always sought vengance of some kind from anyone who wronged 
him, even through the craziest of schemes or plans. Vanessa never 
really thought much of it though. She didn't even think bad of it, not 
necessarily; it was a kind of justice she could get behind for the most 
part, but Mom always considered it to be ineffecient. 


It was scary to think of what Mom thought would be 'efficient 
Revenge’ but she knew better than to ask. As much as she loved 
Mom, Mom was... Mom. There's things that you can't ask your 
parents, or things they don't really want to share or talk about. 
Because normally, Mom or Dad know best, right? 


But Dad was a little loopy and needed some help with this. "...No." 


"I-I don't like that tone... Vanessa, what happened? Did something 
happen while I was gone that you didn't tell me about? Did someone 
bully you? Did someone bother Charlene and she wants my help?" 
Dad takes a sharp breath. "...Do you not like Evil?" 


"Dad, what's Evil?" 


The question takes his by surprise. "Huh? Well, uh... Evil is doing 
whatever you want, whenever you want? Getting to see your enemies 
fall before you? Triumphing over those who acted superior? Taking 
over the world? We talled about this before, when you were younger. 
Did you need a refresher?" He gasps. "Wait, did you forget about 
Evil?!" 


Vanessa shakes her head. "I didn't forget, but I wanted to make sure 
about something. Dad, do you know the Definition of evil?" 


"What do you mean, I just defined it!" 


"No, you described your morals and your way of life. You call it evil, 
but evil isn't just doing what you want or beating the arrogance out 
of something. Evil is being immoral, being wicked." She breathed in. 
"Being Wrong." 


He knew she capitalized that word. "...You're kidding, right? What I 
do is Evil!" 


"...No, Dad. You're basically a nice guy who's pretending to be Evil. 
And, you know, it seems like it's all out of obligation to your 
backstories, not something that truly comes from your heart." 


Her Dad recoils back, like he was hit in the face. "When was the last 
time you did something because of something that wasn't the past?" 
She cuts him off before he speaks. "Before you went to the other 
dimension." 


Gaping like a fish, he tries to find something. But exactly like she 
thought he goes silent. He nervously rubs his neck, like he does when 
he sees Mom. "Look... I'm just saying, the whole teaching thing's been 
good for you, at least hearing you talk about it. You seem to actually 
like it, Dad, and I think it's better for your sake than all of..." She 
gestures around. "This." 


"B-but I like Evil too! I've told you all about the Doofenshmirtz family 
tree in Drusselstein, I even took you there when you were a teenager 
and let you see the history in person! I have the family history room 
in here too, tapestry, old designs, everything... it's something I love!" 


"But it's something that isn't lasting Dad! You're going to always have 
people-Platypi like Perry that would mess it up and make things 
harder or ruin them. What happens if you get hurt again? Why are 
you so adamant about sticking to the past when the result of that past 
is pain, failures, problems, and bad parents?" 


" 


..." ...Because it's all he really knew as a kid. "...Is it? I-I mean, I won't 
lie, I do like teaching. But do you really think that I'm just... stuck in 
the past?" 


Vanessa winces. "A little, Yeah. Remember how you did my birthday 
a few months back? I know the way it looked at the end was better, 


but how it first was came from when you were younger." 
"O-oh. Well uh... How did you-?" 


She looks away, somewhat embarrassed. "...1 might've been there a 
little early and listened in to what you were saying to Perry. Then I 
just did some research and talked to Mom." 


A look of surprise crossed her Dad's face for a split second, but it 
changes to defeat. "...Oh. I shouldn't have pushed it on you, even if it 
ended for the best." He pulls Vanessa into a firm hug. "I'm sorry 
Vanessa." 


"It's okay Dad! Don't worry about it. Like you said, it ended well, 
remember?" 


"I-I guess." She pats his back, holding him firm. 


" 


Then he talks again. "...I-I'll be honest, I'm not really comfortable on 
just tossing away the past. I like Evil, and there's probably some 
happy medium where I can make it work where my ancestors failed. 
Jekyll Doofenshmirtz failed from sticking to a vending-machine-like 
design, his son just as fortunate, his granddaughter and daughter-in- 
law fighting over the use of Hate in the Doofenshmirtz Meatloaf 
Recipe, my parents not even doing classical Evil..! But none of it was 
standardized, none. I'm following standards!" 


"So you're going to at least try not being Evil?" 


"Sure, I can always go back to it later anyway, can't I?" Vanessa looks 
to Perry and he shrugs. It’s a start. 


She hugs him a little firmer. "Thanks Dad." 
"Anything for my little girl..! So... Perry the Platypus?" 


The animal in question looks to her Dad with what she thinks is a 
knowing smile. "I'm trying out a lifestyle with less Evil, on two 
conditions! One, you're staying as my Parole officer and thwarting me 
if I do anything stupid. Two, I get to make Inators whenever I want!" 


"Grrrrr." 


",,.We'll have to workshop it, but deal!" 
"Oh, and Dad?" 
"Yes Vanessa?" 
"I'm gonna be interning with O.W.C.A." 


".. Three conditions, Vanessa's my other Parole Officer! I'm not trusting 
Monobrow with my little girl!" 


"Dad!" 


...You know, there's not much for you to do here now. At least, not 
now, maybe later, but aside from clearing out the pantry and fridge 
(Norm did some of it for you, but he's not exactly the most thorough), 
grabbing some of your tools (Chase was pretty helpful with that one), 
talking with Vanessa a bit more about things (and making sure 
nobody at her school's been bothering her), and checking your actual 
gear and supplies here. 


There was some adamantium sure, but really you never liked using 
the stuff. It wasn't good with Boom Juice, it was an annoying metal 
to shape for things, it could barely conduct, and all in all it wasn't 
even useful for the scale you worked at! 


Sure if you worked larger scale you'd want to mold it into an alloy of 
some kind for structural integrity, which you did do with Norm 
(Adamant Titanium, woot woot!), it's why he's so physically durable, 
but most Inators weren't built to move around or tank experiment 
explosions or fight Perry the Platypus. Norm was, though, and even 
he's been dented by him a few times. Had to adjust his combat 
programming after that little trick, hiding inside the legs where you 
kept an extra set of tools. Took you a week to fix the dents and use 
paint, but you used a slightly wrong coat and it hurts to look at the 
leg, but fixing it would need you to repaint all of Norm and do it 
evenly. 


Maybe an Inator could do that, but Painting is always, always 
something that goes wrong. You didn't really know why, but you tried 


to make something for painting once to spite your HOAs, reminded of 
Drusselsteinian customs for very exacting style rules. 


It was stolen and a puddle of colored squid ink was all that was left of 
it. You spent the whole day trying to figure out what the heck 
happened there, but not even Perry the Platypus understood. There 
was no Squid anywhere near your house, let alone the Tri-State Area, 
and you knew the taste of squid ink so it was definitely one of them. 


The Paint-Inator was never recovered. 


Nezdu the Mink just sat by and watched, looking around the place 
with a vocal curiosity. You explained the tools you were grabbing, 
talking about the Adamantium you were leaving (because really, what 
would you use it for? Norm's staying here until you can get 
something or someone else to keep an eye on the place), then got into 
a little discussion on the meta-materials around here (and how hard 
it was to get them) before it led to an argument on resource 
management and the economy. There was a reason Capitalism was 
Evil! 


Then he brought up what was in the email. 


"So you're saying that in a week there's going to be a big test filled 
with robots that you're having a bunch of teenagers fight as a practical 
test of their abilities?" 


"Alongside a test of their general intelligence, yes." 


",,.What about students who have utility but nothing powerful or 
dangerous? Or students that have abilities like mind control?" 


"The former need to learn to leverage their abilities. The latter, 
however, is a wholly different issue simply on the grounds that there 
is no good way to test them." 


You grin. "Well that was true. Norm was able to feel when I used a 
brainwashing Inator that one time even though it didn't affect him; I 
should be able to whip something up to make it affect the robots. 
Also, what kind of situation only has things to fight?" 


"You mean there should be civilians?" 


"Of course! I'll crunch it out on the weekend, but I'm gonna leave the 
chassis designs to Chase and Power Loader. Your school, your 
designs, you know?" 


The principal only grins. "Oh yes, I certainly do!" 


You went back an hour or so later, opening up the portal from your 
phone and walking right back into the lab. Vanessa gave you a hug 
but stayed back in the First Dimension, and Perry and Norm stayed 
with her. 


Sooner or later he'll be coming to this side. He said he just needed to 
deal with some personal things; you don't know what, exactly, those 
things are, but you're not going to pry. It's not like you should pry, he 
doesn't ask about your relation with Charlene or your past, even if 
you do share it yourself, so fair is fair. 


The next lab is readied in advance before you go to bed a little early. 
Interdimensional Travel is exhausting. 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might] 
The day to day for the Symbol of Peace was... oddly benign. 


Wake up extra-early in the morning, get bloodwork checked and 'fed' 
with the machinery in the Might Tower, a multitude of stretches and 
lightweight exercise to try and keep his body in the best possible 
condition. 


Even though it was next to nothing versus his old regiment, it was all 
he was allowed to do lest he risk his internal injuries worsening or 
partial starvation thanks to his stomach and intestinal damage. 


After the light workout, he'd go to see Chiyo and make sure he was as 


healthy as he could be, if he needed any additional medical attention, 
medications, or more. If he did, she'd check him over to assure what 
was needed. If he didn't then he'd be off to check the local prefecture, 
untransformed. Make sure everything is fine as a frail old man 
instead of being able to exist as a constant beacon of positivity. 


If there was nothing, he... did nothing. There would be nothing to 
do, and there could be an emergency at any time. Of course that still 
left him plenty opportunity as there were unfortunately always 
villains, but when it came to that there was an issue of running out of 
time. 


Like he did with Young Midoriya. 


He was still caught up with himself, admittedly, always feeling the 
need to go out and do things. To make people smile for moments, by 
spending precious grains of sand from his hourglass of power just to 
show that HE IS HERE, to give them hope and happiness. To be a 
Hero, like Nana was. 


Soon, like Young Midoriya will be. 


Usually the patrol would last the day, and he'd spend the rest of his 
allotted time using his power, then head back to the tower, do 
another blood check and a 'meal', more light exercise and stretches, 
then sleep. Occasionally it would be broken up by events or visits to 
Nana's resting place or the like, but that was his routine. 


Now, there was the training of Young Midoriya in some of his 
mornings, or a visit to Miss Midoriya's abode before or after said 
training. Of course, she didn't know the truth, not yet, but half lies 
and a genuine promise to help her son was enough for her to be 
overjoyed, to always offer food or baked goods. 


He was always too embarrassed to refuse the homemade gifts, even if 
he could only eat them painfully slow once he'd made it back home, 
out of sight of anyone that would see his pitiful state. 


There was the extra rounds around Aldera and other schools in 


Musutafu, keeping note of the MLA information from Detective 
Tsukauchi and Principal Nezu. 


Then there was the new, weekly visits to U.A. High before he was 
assigned to teach there by advent of peer pressure and his terrible 
social interaction skills outside of his Hero persona. 


Really, he wasn't a people person, or rather, used to be an incredible 
introvert. Nana helped him with that, as did David, Sir Nighteye, and 
Gran Torino. After all the years of being a Hero, being The Symbol of 
Peace, that introversion was still there, still resting in the background 
of his mind. 


He let it be when he was alone or out and about without any 
problems or Villainy to face. It kept him a little sane and helped 
'refuel' on his ability to do Heroics. If his old friends were with him... 
he wouldn't need to do it. 


Perhaps there were several consequences to that fight with All for 
One, besides the damaged body. 


It was worth it all the same. 


While today was intended as a Rest Day for Young Midoriya, Yagi still 
left to go check Dagobah Beach first and foremost. 


The boy was like him when the offer of great power was made. 
Eager, willing to put his body through great tempering and reforging 
in a sense of the word. But Yagi also knew that overwork would ruin 
him. 


Thankfully the eager boy listened, so Yagi decided to just... enjoy the 
mostly-cleaned beach. 


It was a pleasant break from his usual day-to-day, as had been the 
boy's training. Yagi remembers when these very sands were just as 
clean years ago, when he was even younger than Young Midoriya. 


Then the littering started sometime after that, so Yagi never actually 
saw the place again after his parents learned of it. It was like a small 


weight on his heart lifted just from seeing it partially restored. 


... [he entrance exam was in a few days. And like that the weight 
shifted unsettlingly, his heart feeling as if it was being held in the 
hands of those he failed, judging him and his choices. 


He knows that this was, at first, a rash decision, but it was followed 
through to the best of his ability. 


The uncomfortable feeling, phantom and mental as it may be, clung 
to him as he approached U.A. High. Considering he would be seeing 
the Doctor after a checkup from Chiyo didn't help. 


He was... odd. Dr. Doofenshmirtz was odd. He meant well, but 
always seemed to poke and prod painful ideas and memories. He was 
thoughtful, but oftentimes would be unwitting or unaware of things 
he should be. He casually worked on ideas and research that seemed 
impossible, but Principal Nezu swore to his ability. It raised hackles 
from the Heroic Instinct in the back of Yagi's head that he was 
dangerous. As if he was some kind of I-Island scientist gone rogue, or 
some criminal masquerading, or like Nezu: a Predator playing 
another role entirely. 


Nezu asking his existence be kept secret did not help. 


...Just in case, maybe I should ask David about any scientists from 
Germany that have gone missing. And maybe if there's any Quirk Genome 
research. 


Lab went well! 


It's good that the students were getting more and more thorough with 
locks; you could even tell the ones that went ahead and practiced 
based on the skill they showed today! 


Sure, you threw some of the fancier pins at them and also some 


additional examples of 'trapping', but by letting them make use of 
their surroundings (and the small file in the lockpicking kit) they all 
got out just fine! Just uh... some of them still need a lot of time to do 
it. 


They'll get it eventually. If they need more help, they can always 
come by and see you! 


You decided on some lunch before heading to your lab though, 
grabbing a burger and fries before taking a bit of a roundabout path 
through the campus. It was uh, making you a little antsy having such 
a contained schedule. Like sure, you don't exactly need or do much, 
but like most people you actually like a little variety. Though it's less 
variety and more just going out on the town and seeing it freely, isn't 
it? Would that be more unlike most people or is society here a little 
weirder (or less weird? Going out shouldn't be seen as a weird thing) 
than how they were back home? 


It was something you chewed on while you chewed on a fry. Perfectly 
made. 


There weren't many people around, but the few you did see still 
looked at you with curiosity. They didn't really know who you were 
after all, they knew you were probably staff or a teacher or 
something but you didn't exactly keep a high profile. You probably 
could do it, but it'd be a little annoying wouldn't it? Everyone would 
bother you about what you do or how you do it, there'd be things like 
interviews and you wouldn't be able to just do whatever you want 
because of scrutiny from not only other people but government. 


Ugh. The whole thing about governments sometimes left a sour taste 
in your mouth (or was it bitter? Hard to say). Sometimes they were 
great, real good with the social programs and all that, keeping 
everyone happy and making sure nothing was on fire. Or at least, not 
too much on fire. Balancing's tough, you get it! 


But then there's governments that do weird or stupid things, or the 
issue that even the States had. It wasn't a terrible alternative to the 
Land of Opportunity, but the problems it had were all over the place. 
And you don't even wanna get started on the extreme schisms that 
were forming politically. 


Look you might be a scientist focusing on his petty vengeances and a 
desire for power and control over the local government for the 
overarching aim of taking over the world, but that doesn't mean you 
don't have the time to care about your government or society as a 
whole. It's the only reason you can bring yourself to vote for Roger; 
he's good at his job. Whether that's just good luck on his part or 
something that runs through the Doofenshmirtz blood you don't 
know but hopefully it is. 


...Maybe you can make an Inator to trade skillsets? Take someone's 
memories with persuasion and argumentation, give them your own? 
That'd be a fun project! 


You focus on that when you head off to your lab, before again trying 
to figure out Meta Materials while sipping from the soda you grabbed 
along the way. They still had coke! 


You were beyond annoyed with this. Every speck of information you 
find is so broad it's borderline useless! 'Beskar is durable and resistant 
to forms of energy' this, 'Cortosis is a highly efficient insulator’ that, 
You need data and atomic information not a middleschooler's essay on 
what metals and plastic are! 


Principal Nezdu did warn you that information about these inventors 
were limited and private, but this is worse than S.H.I.E.L.D. back 
home! At least they disperse some basic information on the materials 
and scientific data! You didn't really use it and it was effectively 
impossible to get a hold of any of it without emptying your bank 
account, but you could get it. 


There wasn't even any information besides the names and visual 
descriptions! 


...Honestly, you have a weird niggling in the back of your head that 
the names are setting off. But the so-called I-Island isn't using any 
language you're familiar with to name them. But you're sure you 
heard those names before... you think. Maybe a dream some time? 


Or was it some kind of event with fellow Evil scientists? 


L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.ILN. might have something for it then! You shoot off a 
text to one of the members in the group chat. Sure they rarely use it, 
but they all at least check their phones. 


MYNAMEISDOOF: Hey guys, do you have anything about Beskar or 
Cortosis? 


IcelandFOREVER: Beskar? What about it? 
MYNAMEISDOOF: I need information! Like atomic makeup? 
BloodyStache: Never heard of it! 

MYNAMEISDOOF: Well Bannister clearly has! 


L.F.: Pardon me Heinz, do you mean Beskar as in the chromatic silvery- 
steel in Star Wars? And the rust-grey metal Cortosis, also from Star Wars? 


MYNAMEISDOOF: ...Huh. I think I'm dealing with a weird situation then. 
Thanks for watering the garden for me by the way! 


L.F.: No Problem! 


You're not sure if you've been very cleverly duped or if I-Island is 
literally just a bunch of nerds. But that's not your problem when Yagi 
and Recovery Girl come into your lab! 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might] 


He hasn't stopped ranting since Yagi and Chiyo came inside. 


....o be honest, Yagi knew very, very little about science fiction and 
the related media. Despite his younger tendencies before meeting 
Nana and David, the time he spent wasn't in the consumption of that 
kind of stuff. Family films were nicer anyway. 


No, he spent it trying to use his hands. Dexterous works. Knitting, 
sketching, sleight of hand, even some calligraphy (He hadn't 
practiced in years though...). When he gained One for All, he couldn't 
really do most of those things. Didn't have time for them. Perhaps 
once he fully retired, he'd take them back up, maybe find some extra 
hobbies when he drew back in again. 


The long story short was that Yagi didn't know what the hell a 'Star 
Wars' is, let alone how there were at least six of them. Didn't help 
that Doctor Doofenshmirtz kept jumping into heavily accented 
English alongside several other languages he had never learned. There 
was at least a spattering of French there, that much was certain. 


At the same time, Doctor Doofenshmirtz seemed... oddly tense. 


It wasn't the first time the man was tense in Yagi's presence, but the 
mood he carried with him, the tone he was speaking with and the 
annoyance that oozed out as he prepared himself the way he always 
did... He sounded like he really needed to vent. 


By the time the Doctor had actually cooled down on his ranting, Yagi 
was firmly seated and mentally prepared for the 'Inator' to do its 
thing. 


Then Chiyo speaks up. "...Doof-San. You... were talking about I- 
Island, right?" 


"Ah, right, sorry. I can get a little indecipherable when I get heated. 
They're just... just..!" 


"A pain in the rear? Tell me about it." 
"You too?!" 


She nods, settling in her own lowered seat as the normal stab of pain 


goes through Yagi, said pain vanishing and the 'Inator' doing its work 
soon after. "When I was a young girl, they approached my parents to 
try and get me over to their facility and work for them. They shut 
that down rather quickly, and I went on for heroics." She frowns. 
"They begged I at least visit their facilities and undergo ‘examination’ 
for the sake of Humanity and possibly accelerating medical studies, 
and I decided to take a look after I gave it some thought. The place is 
a gilded cage." 


"David called it that once." 
"Who's David?" Yagi blinks as he realizes that was said aloud. 


"Ah..! David is, well... a friend of mine. He's been working there for 
nearly two decades." 


"And he's just some trapped scientist stuck working away on an island 
away from people that he knows?!" 


Yagi stammers. "W-well he does visit from time to time, but he's just 
rather busy!" 


" " 
eee 


"Doof-San, I always thought you had experience in I-Island and that 
you somehow got out of their horrid rules and limitations. Is that 
true?" 


He says something that surprises Yagi. "What? No! I'd never work for 
a group like that. Research is tough, but even if I didn't agree to teach 
here I'd be fine. It isn't the first time I've been stuck using scraps and 
my bare hands. If I had a nickel... five Yen, for every time I had to, I'd 
probably be filthy rich!" 


...Suddenly it makes far, far more sense that Doctor Doofenshmirtz 
has never had his name brought up anywhere. It's likely that I- 
Island's staff have had... well, a grudge about him rejecting. 


They have a tendency for pulling strings to get what they want 
whenever possible, and the Doctor being so... alone, or rather quiet, 
made it much easier to hide him from the world. 


Odds are sharing it with David would just make more problems with 
him then... Why must PR and corporate problems ruin great things? "I'm 
sorry you had to go through that." 


He waves off Yagi's words. "Don't be, it can't really change the past 
after all! I tried." 


It's better not to ask the crazy German. "...So, Doctor 
Doofenshmirtz... Do you have any recommendations for me 
teaching?" 


The gasp he makes leaves Yagi yet more concerned. "Oh drat, I 
almost forgot! Yeah, I actually made a bit of a suggested study guide 
for you!" 


",,.Study Guide?" 


Doctor Doofenshmirtz's expression leaves him chastised. "I mean, 
duh? You've never done this before so I might as well help you out 
with some pointers and common ground understandings, right?" 


"And then I asked Principal Nezdu about the whole ‘what is he 
teaching' thing a few days back when we were talking about another 
little project of mine, after that I added bits for how to teach people 
about using their Quirks!" 


Yagi opens and closes his mouth. "I-I'm sorry, but... I never took you 
for one to be so familiarized with the subject." 


"Oh, I'm not! I just did a little research and took from things I saw in 
the past, then made sure it all made sense and slapped it together! 
Think of it less as rules, but more guidelines. If you have questions 
about it then you can always ask me!" 


...He might be odd, and maybe a little crazy... But Doofenshmirtz might 
be considered a friend to add to Yagi's small list. 


You spend the rest of that day handling Yagi, listening to Recovery 
Girl complain and work away at yet more irritating Meta-material 
study. Really, if she didn't agree with you about the absurdity of the 


situation, you'd have rioted. 


Weirdly though, before Yagi left he wanted that kid that came by that 
one time to talk to you. About the Quirk stuff you wrote in the small 
guidebook. Why a kid? Like, no offense meant, the Fletcher's kids are 
absolutely amazing little geniuses and Linda and Laurence really have 
been great parents for the two, sure you haven't met them but 
Laurence sometimes sends texts in the group about them and their 
little blueprints. 


He was a proud, proud father, and honestly you were a little jealous 
that he seemed to have such a good relationship with them both... 
Not to say you and Vanessa aren't close! Just... sometimes you feel 
like you're not the best father. Like you should be doing more some 
way or another. You've done what you could to care for her every 
need, as many wants as you could manage while also helping her 
with whatever career path she's chosen. Last you remembered she 
was considering a degree in medicine, but she was pretty young when 
she first made that choice. Maybe she changed it up? Charlene's in 
Real Estate, you're an Entrepeneur and (Evil) Scientist, and you 
KNOW Charlene wants her to succeed like you do. 


A nice day out with her would be a good way to catch up on 
anything you're missing. And hey, maybe you could make a day of 
exploring this place with her! 


...What were you thinking? Oh! Right, right Yagi's request. Long 
story short? Weird. You're sure there's better people for what he 
wants, you were here for just a month, not even! Also, wouldn't it be 
better to talk to Yagi because he's going to be the teacher? Or is this 
kid just interested? But why would he be? He was here for all of 
thirty minutes, only said thank you, talked with Chase for a bit, and 
did nothing else! If you have the time, you'll just meet him and wipe 
your hands of it. 


DOOF IS NOW PASSIVELY HELPING ALL MIGHT WITH 
TEACHING THE KIDS. 


After that you let Chase know about the 'Practical Exam' thing and he 


decides to put the Genome work on a background process while he 
rushes off to go see Power Loader. 


He also took a snazzy suit with him. Gave him some real 'Priestly' 
vibes. 


Vibe. Huh. Odd word, and you know it was a bit of a 'thing' in your 
world. Is it a thing here too? Chase's accent and style isn't, so maybe 
that's also gone too? Or did the internet kinda make that... 
permanent? 


You wake up a little late, the night spent looking into bits and pieces 
of internet culture and the tried and true 'TvTropes' sucking your 
time away. It's a miracle it's consistent between worlds in every way, 
shape, and form, except for the specific trope examples. Different 
media and all, but excellent all the same! 


A few new bookmarks are added to the already long list, and you 
wash up before heading out for a new day. 


Lunch Rush makes you a breakfast of Bratwurst and Oatmeal, and 
honestly you're considering bringing over your recipe books and 
talking with him about food. You know you can make Drusselsteinian 
Recipes nigh-perfectly, so it'd be... interesting? Fun? Cooking's fun. 


It's also delicious. But unfortunately, you can't really enjoy the 
Bratwurst, Oatmeal, and Juice breakfast without someone knocking 
on the door in the very, very early hours of the morning. 


"...Come in?" 


The door opens, and it's the guy with the big mouth. 


"Good morning. You're Heinz-San, correct?" 


"Yeah. You... I'll be honest, I don't really know who you are besides a 
staff member for the Hero Courses..? Or Support, I know Power 


Loader does Support Course and he's in the meeting." You scratch at 
your cheek. "I'm not exactly familiar with everyone here." 


"Of course. My name is Tamashiro Shiwatanabe, but my Hero Name 
is Ectoplasm, the Necro Hero." 


"Oh, neat! So uh... What do you need?" 


He lifts a leg, taking off a shoe. "...Ohhhh. You know I've never had 
to make one for my legs but I've actually made a few design templates 
over the years just in case!" 


"Could we talk about something more custom? I have also brought 


my Hero-Level Prosthetics for you to take a look at. I want to see if 
you can make better ones." 
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[Tamashiro Shiwatanabe - Ectoplasm, The Necro Hero] 


Heinz-San is certainly odd, but it would be akin to the pot calling the 
kettle black; besides, most in this day and age are some form of 'odd' 
or the like, are they not? 


No, a better descriptor would be ‘earnest and emotional’. The limited 
interaction Tamashiro's had with Heinz-San has shown that. 


When it came to the discussion of the children and the insufficient 
efforts put forth by teachers, Ectoplasm lightly included due to his 


more limited position in teaching, he seemed pained and agitated. 
When he looked at Eraser Head, the two looked ready to brawl it out 
right in the staff meeting. When he talked about history, he was 
angry and loud about his stance on things. 


It made Ectoplasm curious to look into it, but much of the 
information seemed to be scrubbed. That rattled him somewhat, so 
he did some deeper digging and found what he was searching for. 


He intended to do some careful reading of the texts later, but the 
skimming he'd done shed some light on Heinz-San's irritation. It 
was... certainly a wonder why such a thing hadn't been taught. 
Perhaps Nezu could add it to the second- or third-year's education? 


That aside, given what the two of them were discussing, additional 
adjectives could be added to the pile. 


Intelligent, Unassuming, and Talkative. 


"So these are the diagrams I've used previously for Norm's legs, 
Norm's a big ol' robot I built a couple months back, but the long and 
short that is these legs were made to be durable and powerful 
without needing to compensate or compromise the rest of the body." 
They were bulky, ungainly things. But the brutal bulk and the various 
writing about the possible force upon impact and_ in-built 
compensators showed the bulk certainly had its own kind of 
dexterity. 


Ectoplasm nodded in understanding and Heinz-San continued. "As 
you can see it was a sort of skeleton in the legs themselves, mostly 
because I used the empty space for storing backup parts and tools. 
Pretty useful for me! Just uh, not so much for your intentions. Their 
size is also not too useful for you, so obviously the design itself would 
be redone from the ground up. I'd show you the designs I made for 
my legs but those are completely different in intention and aesthetic." 
He frowns. "Are you sure you don't want human-like legs?" 


The prosthetic-legged man shakes his head. "No. I wouldn't mind 
sensory receptors, but my legs haven't been human in decades. 


Suddenly appearing with human-like legs would cause an uproar, and 
the design used in my Heroics work is distinctly familiar and 
comfortable to me." 


"Got it, got it... What is your story about that, anyway? It helps to 
hear backstories when I work!" 


",,.You want to hear about how I lost my legs?" 


"Well duh! I'm trying to make a new design based on your current 
ones, and sure I have your 'Hero Legs' but it's usually better to get a 
conversation going. We're the amputee team after all!" 


He blinks in surprise. "The Amputee Team. Heh." Ectoplasm takes a 
seat, rolling up his pant legs one at a time, then popping off the 
current prosthetics and setting them on the table. "It was about... 
twenty-one years ago, I believe. There was an accident when a major 
natural disaster caused mass panic. Villains were making use of the 
chaos, so others were fighting them off. At the same time, I was there 
to spot and guide as many as I could out of the danger zones and to 
safer grounds. Then a building crashed into me and took them both. 
Thankfully, I was the only one affected." 


"Oof, that's still rough. Was it quick or were they still attached?" 
"Severed from the force and weight, thankfully." 

Heinz-San thinks it over. "Then what?" 

"Pardon?" 


"Well, there's more to the story after losing your legs! You don't just 
lose them and go on with your life. Hospital Time and Prosthetics 
happen!" 


Despite the macabre talk, Ectoplasm found a laugh bubbling up. "I 
was stuck for a few months due to the rehabilitation and physical 
therapy. But after that, I was given a free pair of civilian prosthetics 
and sent off." 


",,.That's it? You did something great, saved lives, and were just 
left... stranded?" 


"They thought I wasn't going to get back into Heroics after that event. 
I can't exactly blame them for the result." Ectoplasm taps the 
prosthetics on the table. "I've had them swapped out when they got 
damaged over the years, but this is the same make and model for the 
civilian prosthetics I've had since the day I got out of the hospital. For 
a while, I made do with them, fighting crime and ignoring the pain 
that shot up. After it was clear that I wasn't going to stop, I was 
offered the new pair of prosthetics from a Support Gear company. It 
was expensive, but it's been far more functional for my kind of work." 


"How much is expensive?" 
"15 Million Yen." 
"FIFTEEN MI-! ...You were robbed." 


"I'd say it was a deal. Do you know how invaluable Meta-materials 
are?" 


Heinz-San falls silent. "...If I hear one more thing about Meta-materials 
or I-Island being ridiculous, I'm going to get rid of one or the other." 


"Noted. So, your prosthetics?" 


"Disintegrated one arm in an experiment and couldn't grow it back, 
other got crushed by a boulder." 


"Now that sounds quite painful." 

"Oh it was! But eh, you get used to it, you know?" 
",,.The pain?" 

"What? No! The prosthetics!" 


"Ah. Well, speaking of... I know I said this already, but I would like 
to reiterate that I wanted to see if you could enhance the Hero Leg 
design while making the internal battery last longer." 


"What do you mean ‘last longer’? Why would your prosthetics need 
batteries?" 


"They have some enhanced hydraulics to give me bursts of speed. I 
make use of them for both combat and_ three-dimensional 
maneuverability." 


"Yeah but that doesn't need batteries, bioelectricity should be plenty!" 


Idly, Ectoplasm glances to the whiteboard, text scrawled and the 
visual of a genetic sample visible. There was The A.I. working on 
something beside it, what looked to be a blood sample undergoing 
testing. "I'll take your word on the subject." 


"Good! ...And okay, I think I know what I can do here. But you might 
want paint or something." 


"Pardon?" 


"Yeah, I'm gonna be making this from the ground up, and I'm not 
using those stupid materials. Let me show you what a REAL inventor 
can do! Ah... I need to go grab something first though. Gimme a sec!" 
He hurries over to a panel besides an odd, white-and-green device, 
pressing away at the keys before... 


...Oh. 
"That's a portal." 


"Yep! Be right back, stay pu-! ...Not in best taste, just wait for a little 
bit!" He vanishes from view, the distorted visual of a purple chamber 
with the view of the sky all that was left for him to look at. 


Despite the absurdity, he was laughing at the incidental joke. Stay 
Put. Like I have the legs to stand on..! 


He was still laughing when Heinz-San returned, adding yet another 
adjective to the list, and switching out another. 


Enigma. Intelligent Genius. 


Heinz-San started on the legs after bringing in a small crate of metal. 
When Ectoplasm asked, he said that it was what he made Norm from, 
which while uninformative it did make the Pro Hero extremely 
curious. 


He was familiar, at least vaguely, with the kinds of materials 
accessible to most. But the metal he was using was, surprisingly, 
something he'd never seen before. Either that... or they made use of 
paint in his Hero prosthetics. It was something to look into, at least. 


Silvery-metal was set aside as he started making the new 
adjustments. "So! let's start with me explaining what's in Norm's legs 
and how that'd translate to new ones. First there's the actual 
framework, which is Adamant Titanium. That's staying of course, 
because this leg's gonna pack a punch!" 


"I assume your own arms can too?" 


"Yeah, but they're just Titanium. Because I went full human with the 
arms though, I can't use that metal for anything important. Artificial 
Muscle is made with completely different stuff than any super- 
durable material, and using Adamant Titanium for the framework 
would complicate the weight balance and compensation, make me 
rework the internal articulation, force me to readjust, cost way more, 
and make me waste my time for just a little better performance! If I 
could improve the Artificial Muscles though... then I'd have a reason to 
go through that trouble." 


Interesting. "So the framework's effectively consistent, downsizing and 
actual shaping aside. What about the internals?" 


"Ehh... Norm was made with the goal of being... a tank? No, that's 
not right." Heinz-San rubs his chin in thought. "He was both a guard- 
dog sorta build, an Exterminator, and an assistant for heavy lifting 
and protecting me from any accidents I might make. He's... a bit of a 
dunce. But hey, he did most of the job pretty well!" 


"I assume he's from wherever the portal leads off to, then?" 


"Yep! Anyway, the internals you want aren't suited much to a tank, 
more to mobility and impact without causing damage to your body in 
blowback. I can do that first half pretty easy, the components in 
Norm's legs were only a little larger and armored to boot, so if I strap 
away the armor and do a little bit of tweaking to the parts themselves 
I can make a version of it work in your legs no problem!" 


"And the latter?" 


Heinz-San winces. "Compensation for the impacts is... difficult. I can 
do it, definitely can do it. But doing it quickly's gonna be a little 
tough." 


"Il can wai-" 


"Absolutely not!" He smacks a palm into the table, pointing to the 
prosthetic on the other table. "If I have any say over it, you're not 
leaving here tonight without your new legs! These are a disgrace and 
I'd know, I made mine years ago and I've made better legs in my 
sleep!" 


Ectoplasm blinks. "You're going to make these... in one day?" 


He nods as if it was obvious. "I know what it's like to have bad arms 
or legs, and it's why I fix them and heal them when I can! You were 
duped by some stupid company, and that's even worse." 


"I'm not sure if-" 


"Abubub! I don't care, you're getting these legs whether you want 
them or not, and you're getting them tonight even if I'm exhausted by 
the end of it." 


" 


..." It's weird, but Ectoplasm's reminded a little of Power Loader. 


Power Loader wanted desperately to help him, being an older Hero 
but one that he connected with after they both joined U.A.. The issue 
with that was the older Hero had no knowledge of prosthetic 
construction, and didn't have access to the details of Meta-material 
for a long, long time. 


Once he did have it, Ectoplasm already bought his new Prosthetics. 


"Now, because you don't want any extra tools or gear or anything I 
can probably also add secondary compensators and enhance the 
spring and joints further, basically turning your legs into... I want to 
say very angry toothpicks, but very buff and very angry metal 
toothpicks." 


Ectoplasm laughs. "That's an interesting mental image, and one I can 
see given how I normally look. I'd assume the actual muscles 
wouldn't be visible on said toothpicks?" 


"Nah, you want them exactly like your old ones look after all!" 


It took about two hours for the initial design sketches to be finished, 
and another hour before a lot of the internal parts were put into 
place. Heinz-San took extreme care with his work, going over it all 
with a fine-tooth comb at a speed that seemed entirely unnatural. 
Was it his Quirk, or some other trick he'd made via machinery or science? 


He didn't pry, and instead continued talking to the scientist about all 
sorts of topics, after affirming he wanted to continue the 
conversation. 


First it was about his family, assuming he had any. A daughter and Ex- 
Wife, the two getting along fine but simply separated by matter of drifting 
apart. They seemed happy, at least. 


Heinz-San turned around and asked Ectoplasm the same question. He 
was quick to admit that he was, to an extent, married to the job. "You 
like it that much?" 


"Well, I've found the job rewarding in the Good I've done for the 
world. People need hope and joy in seeing Heroes push away 
Villains. The world's been pretty bad for decades now, after all. 
Some... some fail to realize how close things have gotten to 
capsizing." 


"That's a lot of responsibility though, and seems pretty stressful." 
"Heh. Why do you think I have no time for a relationship?" 
"I guess... What are your responsibilities as a Hero though?" 


Ectoplasm takes off his glasses, wiping them with his shirt. "What do 
you mean by that?" 


"Uhh, what is a Hero's job? You have a job description, don't you?" 
",,.Are you serious?" 

"Yes?" 

",..A Hero's job is to do Good and fight Evil." 

"And?" 

"What do you mean and?" 

"That's not exactly a detailed description." 


He takes a deep breath. "Heroes are the ones to make children smile, 
to give people hope. Heroes assist the police in crime and against 
villains, fighting foes alongside them. Heroes are an industry, one rife 
with risks and dangers in order to shield everyone else in the process. 
Heroes are many things, but the overall result is that they are a Good 
force in the world, one of the few left." 


"...Huh." 
Ectoplasm raises a brow. "Not the answer you expected?" 


"Sorta? I kinda just never asked the question. But the answer kinda... 
uses a subjective thing, doesn't it?" 


"There are objective and subjective Goods and Evils, there's no way 
around it. Heroes as an idea are Objectively Good." 


" 


..." He keeps at his work, face scrunched in thought. 


The next topic switched to education. "So what do you teach?" 
"Mathematics." 

"You're the math teacher?" 

Ectoplasm nods. "Yes, I am." 

"What level of mathematics?" 


He thinks about it. "...At least Geometry, and if I can go further, 
Calculus with Vector Mathematics." 


Heinz-San sighs in relief. "Oh, that's great..! I've already had two 
different teachers disappoint me with either teaching terribly or 
teaching nothing!" 


"I'm assuming one of them is Aizawa-San?" 
"Yes." 
There is a lot of annoyance in that tone. "...Want to talk about it?" 


He takes a deep breath. "I probably should. Vanessa told me I'm 
probably really stressed, so this might help..? Okay so! He doesn't 
really care about his students." 


"I think that's the first time I've ever heard anybody say that who isn't 
Snipe." 


"Who?" 
"Cowboy in the staff meeting." 


"Ooooh. Anyway, yeah! Doesn't seem to care at all! I was here for less 
then a month and I saw all sorts of problems with the students! The 
lack of science as a subject aside, the fact that there were issues like 
self harm and the equivalent of a physical education instructor didn't 
notice..! Then there's the fact he ignores effort over results, like none 
of them are trying to be the best they can! Do you know how crushing 


it is to be treated like that?!" 


"| would say the building collapsing on me helps with that 
perspective, yes." 


Heinz-San chokes on his words and Ectoplasm laughs lightly. "...Yes, 
I understand your pain with the situation, Heinz-San. But the issue is 
the nature which Hero Schools operate on." 


"What do you mean the nature of the schools?! They just need to 
make the teachers pass educational tests! Is that really too much to 
ask?" 


He shrugs. "I would say that it's a little bit more complicated than 
that, Heinz-San. Are you aware of Japan's history after the Quirk 
Wars?" 


Unlike any of the staff, you actually did some research on the subject. 
Mostly on older stuff, like what happened after the whole Quirk 
thing, but you did do your research! "There was some reconstruction, 
right?" 


"Not just reconstruction. A desperate need for Heroes. It was such a 
big issue that the entire system for Heroics was put together with 
rapid expenditure of resources and freedom for the Heroes to teach 
with little oversight given they could produce results. Because of that, 
the first of Hero schools of Japan took an... Extremely Darwinist 
approach. Only U.A. High managed to keep to such an ideology 
without it blowing up in their face, while other schools struggled and 
faltered, returning to more traditional modes of education." 


You think of what to say while Tamashiro keeps talking. "The 
Darwinist mentality of 'the strong surpass the weak’ led to an era of 
unsteady peace, but was also a part of the original disaster with 
Destro and the Meta Liberation Army. But by some stroke of luck, it 
worked out. And because of that, the visualization of Power equating 
to Better Heroes was a major theme for decades. Then All Might 
came by and, shockingly, helped change the paradigm by making 
Japan much more... peaceful. Because what good is power without 


anything to use it against?" 
",,.And because he did that, it's changing now?" 


"Yes. Power was important still... but the idea of one's image suddenly 
became more important. Which isn't very good. And it's worse 
because U.A. is unfortunately still mired in the idea of Darwinist 
approaches to problems. So powerful Quirks would take the 
forefront, because all if its tests focus on strength and talent rather 
than being more accessible. Someone who wants to be a Rescue Hero, 
an Investigative Hero, an Underground Hero... they have to wait 
until their second or third year to test into those. Because the idea of 
Power being above all else." 


"Why hasn't the principal done anything then?!" 


"That... needs more explanation." You work away at the internal 
actuators while he talks. "When U.A. became distinct in its ability to 
follow what the people called for, the Japanese Government 
attempted to emulate that very system, but as an actual department 
which operated within legal bounds. They succeeded, making the 
Hero Commission. Unregulated by legal mandate given they get the 
results desired, the Commission have a degree of authority over all 
Heroes and schools. Something minor like adding a class and you as a 
teacher... they won't care. But if he tried that, then odds are they 
would fight tooth and nail to stop it." 


"But why?!" 


He winces, taking in a deep breath. "Because despite the issues it 
caused and still causes, it works. U.A. High's heroes are a cut above 
the rest. And then they can come back and teach here, sharing the 
knowledge they were taught and chose to follow while adding their 
own from experience. And Aizawa-San..." And that gets him clicking 
his tongue. "He used to be lighter. Nicer. A good student with a small 
friend group." 


"What happened?" 


"Oboro happened." 


",..Who?" 


You see him put his glasses back on. "Right. When they were students 
here, they were known as the Big Three. Eraser Head, Present Mic, 
and Loud Cloud. Add in Midnight, a Hero just a year their senior, and 
the four became inseparable. But Eraser Head and Loud Cloud... they 
were especially close." 


"What, like romantically?" 


"I don't know. All I know is that the two would fight the world for 
each other without batting an eye. Then Oboro was dead from a 
collapsed building, saving a family in the process." 


",..Oh." 


"The three took it terribly. But Aizawa was devastated beyond 
reproach. It left him bitter and hateful that it could ever happen, and 
his teaching style and demand for perfection came with it." 


...Aizawa and Oboro, huh? I mean it explains a lot, but like 
there's a lot to unpack here. Would it be a good idea to ask some 
questions? Probably... [REMINDER: VOTES WITH 50% OF THE 
TOP VOTE'S VALUE OR MORE GET IN.] — Voting closed — 66 voters 


I suppose he never got therapy for * 28/41 
that either, it'd be just typical at 
this point. 


—+—_1— ean —nderstand— being #24731 
devastated, but what he's doing is 

just plain *Stupid, Irresponsible, 

and Harmful* to his students 

chances! 

rates are that high? Why are the 

kids so- idealistic? Naive? Some of 

the kids don't seem to really 

comprehend the dangers involved. 


"Good intentions don't and I am * 16/18 
2 


fully aware of the irony here, 
excuse bad results. He has literally 
embodied his own issue and is as a 
result, a poor teacher even by 
Darwinian standards." 
" a4! ! 
a 
intentionally disgracing his friends 
memory!" 
—'If-e-student-does-perfeetthe-firss——_—_—_—______LLL-#16720- 
time, you never needed to teach 
them." 


the life where death is hanging over their 
shoulder 24/7. 

Non-Doof unfortunately. 

He! ki : | i i 
perfection. A Perfect Hero can break 
faster than a Flexible hero. Just look at 
All Might. The perfect hero, the pillar of 
society, if or when he stops being a hero 
change will happen in an instant from his 
removal. 

Doof isn't exactly read-in on how perilous 
things are. 


"And he never got therapy did he?" Ectoplasm shakes his head. 
"Thought so. Look, this is gonna sound a little rude..." 


"But?" 


"But despite being devastated, what he's doing is_ stupid, 
irresponsible, and outright harmful to his students! I know he means 
well and that makes it worse!" 


"His friends don't want to be the ones to pull the band-aid off I'm 
afraid. Present Mic was never good at confrontation, and Midnight is 
a very emotional person in private. Trying to get him to be 
reasonable through either of them won't work." He silences whatever 
you want to say with a raised hand. "Nezu isn't touching it either 
because he's, again, producing results, but you pointing out the flaws 
that should have been caught changed that. The principal's taking a 
more careful eye because of that, and because of what you dug up 


about the MLA." 

You blink. "That... is still considered results?" 
",,.In this society, yes." 

"By what definition?!" 

"By definition of capable and powerful Heroes." 


"I don't know about you, but to me? Those results are inexcusably bad. 
There's no such thing as a student that starts perfect; the point of 
teaching is to improve what they know! To help them get better! If 
they start great then no wonder they do great; they've got a leg up by 
complete luck! Because of that he's become the very issue he had in 
the first place!" 


You take a deep breath. "There's also something that just... doesn't 
make sense?" 


"What do you mean by that?" 


"The death, your injuries. You act like it's commonplace here. That 
right?" 


He nods. "It is, yes." 


"Then why does it sound like so many students are trying to get into 
this school? How is a school that's... that's training kids to fight and 
hurt themselves, maybe even die, be so popular?!" 


" " 
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"It doesn't make sense. Think about it! You're a happy go lucky kid, 
right? And you know that Heroes can get seriously hurt or die or 
something in their work, and that it's common. You wouldn't want to 
be... a..." The realization hits you. 


"...Heinz-San?" 


"They're hiding it, aren't they?" 


Tamashiro slowly nods. "They are. It's not something we're allowed to 
publicly talk about under the Hero Commission's rules. But if you 
look it up online it's all there. We can also talk about it once the 
students are in the schools. I'm sorry, but we can't do anything about 
it." 


We can't. But you can... Eventually. 


Doofenshmirtz has gained a Vendetta against the Hero Commission. 
New Appendix Unlocked: The List. 


...You don't talk a lot after that, just focusing on the prosthetics 
instead of on... that topic. It makes you very, very angry, and you 
really don't want to think about it right now. It's supposed to be a 
happy time after all, your fellow Amputee on the team getting a pair 
of legs to stand on! 


While you worked you had Chase head out to grab lunch, then dinner 
and desert while you toiled away with the construction of the legs, 
making them nearly identical to the original pair visually. Inside 
however, you made a completely different beast. 


Based on some practical testing with your hand pressing against the 
prosthetics, you think there's at least a 150% increase in the force he 
can output. But honestly it'll probably be higher than that. He could 
probably punt a tank! 


The thought of it makes you a little happier. "So! You ready to put 
them on?" 


"About as ready as I can be. I'm a bit of a captive audience after all." 
You roll your eyes. "Oh come on, you still have arms!" 
"Heh. Do you mind if I take off my pants for this?" 


"Eh, be my guest. If you want you could even put them on alone for 
this, I don't really mind looking away if you want privacy?" 


"I've been seeing doctors and having everything waist down be 
uncovered's been common enough I don't care either way. Besides, 
I'm keeping underwear on for this." 


",,.I'll look away anyway. You should be able to put them on fine, 
they connect up almost exactly like the old ones did." To prove the 
point, you put the two legs right next to him on the table before 
turning and walking off to the whiteboard filled with your practice 
schematics. 


Some grunts of effort and the sound of the fake limbs connecting with 
Ectoplasm rings out before you hear the pants be pulled back on, 
then the cushion shifting. "You done?" 


"More or less." You turn around while he's taking some experimental 
steps. 


"Is it good? Any comments or concerns?" 


He doesn't say anything, strutting around with care. He's... getting a 
hang of this pretty fast. "Ectoplasm?" 


",,.It's been a very long time since I felt anything down here, sorry. I 
just needed a second to let it soak in. To be honest, it's a little 
overwhelming." 


"Oh, perfectly understandable! I remember how it was for me the first 
time I used Synthskin for my arms. It was pretty crazy!" 


"I can see why." He tests the joints, crouching lower, lower, lower 
until he's managing a Slavic Squat without breaking a sweat. "This... 
I think I'm going to go borrow one of the gyms. I need to break test 
this. Now." Ectoplasm gets back to standing height, looking at you 
while grabbing his sets of old prosthetics. "Thank you for this. If you 
need my help... let me know, okay?" 


"Uhhh... Sure, but before you go, two things. One, because it uses 
your bioelectricity you're gonna need to adjust to eating more and 
feeling a little more winded. Second, which company made this old 
one?" 


"Takaharu-Moji Support Industries. Why?" 


"Oh, no reason... Go have fun, let me know how the leg goes!" 
"Have a good night, Heinz-San." 
"You too!" You laugh manically as soon as the door closes. 


Doofenshmirtz has gained a Vendetta against Takaharu-Moji 
Support Industries. 


Dreams of destroying hated foes are excellent! 


After you wake up though, you see that Nezdu the Mink's sent 
another email and confirmed that today's the day you gotta move. 
Not that you have much to move anyway, just some clothes and a 
phone charger. 


You decide to wash up at your new room; it's gonna be a bit easier to 
wash your laundry there after al! 


...It's definitely a bigger space. 


There's a lounge room first, followed by a room for sketching and 
draftwork (and it's fully stocked!), an office space with bookshelves 
(empty, you could bring your music collection over) and a nice- 
looking desktop, a kitchen space (not big and not small, but it has a 
bar island like your DEI home) attached to prior lounge, a chute for 
automated laundry (YES!), a nice bathroom with a bathtub (which 
you made use of immediately), and a bedroom. 


On the big, comfy bed was a note alongside a small box of 
chocolates. You pop one of them into your mouth as you read. 


Dear Dr. Doof, 


I hope you like your accommodations. A construction of a larger 
Laboratory will be done eventually, however such a thing will require time 
and effort in order to accomplish, as well as your specific input in order to 
get you what you desire. 


Let me know some time next week and I'll make sure the ball gets rolling. 


Principal Nezdu 


Oh sweet! You put the note in the drawer by the bed, then head out 
for the day. You had work to do after all, and breakfast to eat! 


Lunch Rush, as usual, makes some great food, which take and eat 
with gusto after giving your thanks. 


Then uh... 


There's the spacewoman sitting in front of your lab. Huh. 
",..Hello?" 


She jumps, turning to you in a panic. "O-oh! Oh, you weren't in yet... 
I-I'm so sorry about that..!" 


"No, no problem! It's fine. I'm sorry for scaring you." 


"D-don't be!" 


",,.S0000... What'cha doin'?" 

...Waiting outside of your lab?" 

"For?" 

"Oh. Uh. You?" 

"Yes, but why me?" 

"Oh! Right, I wanted to ask... do you know anything about space?" 
"Space?" 


She nods. "Yeah. Nezu said you're knowledgeable on all sorts of 
sciences, and my Quirk might have influenced my opinion of 
astronomy a little bit." 


"How about we talk about this inside? And uh, maybe after you eat 
breakfast?" 


"Oh no, I can wait." 
"Most important meal of the day, missy!" 


She giggles, then nods. "Alright, I'll be right back!" 


[Anan Kurose - Space Hero: Thirteen] 


I can't believe I get to finally ask all of my questions! Anan was elated, 
beyond elated. 


Quirks were great, heroism is great, helping people is great. But 
honestly, her dreams have always been the slightest bit selfish... 


I want to go to space when I grow up! 


Eh? You don't want to be a hero? 

I'd be a hero in space! The Space Hero! 

Hehehe, Anan... Would you like to play Hero with Mama? 
Okay! 


In truth, she never lost that dream. Her Hero Name is based on 
Apollo 13, her costume is a bulky half-spacesuit half-fireman's gear, 
her Quirk is ‘Black Hole', and she even made the U.S.J. with an 
Observatory atop the mountainside! It took some convincing to 
Principal Nezu, but she got the bells and whistles for it to be actually 
kitted out, too! 


But there's been very little chance that something like that's going to 
happen in the modern era, where Quirks reign supreme. Much of the 
information of the past was destroyed to some degree during the 
Quirk Wars, which definitely didn't help. 


That only made the dream more important; someone that knew the 
field was right in front of her, and she'd be an idiot to not learn from 
them! 


She decided to switch out of her Hero outfit into more comfortable 
clothes, the bulk of the suit not really helping for note-taking. She 
also made sure to have a small breakfast of course, she's not going to 
forgo it when Dr. Heinz asked her to! What if he found out after all? 


By the time she got back, Dr. Heinz was at the table, nursing a mug 
of coffee. "Good morning, Dr. Heinz! I'm sorry about earlier." 


"Oh, no problem! You're the lady that was in the spacewoman outfit, 
right?" 


She nods, offering a hand. "Yep. I'm Anan Kurose, also known as the 
Space Hero: Thirteen! It's a pleasure to meet you." 


He takes it without pause. "Nice to meet you too! So, uh... Space?" 


"Ah, yes! As you know, there's not been much study done of space 
after Quirks took over, and a large portion of old information about 
the Space Age was lost... So I wanted to learn about a few things!" 


"Oh? What about it? I've actually been out there a few times so-" 


"WHAT?! You've been in space?! What's it like? Where'd you go? Did 
you get any samples?!" 


"Woah woah, calm down! One thing at a time." 


"S-sorry. It's just... it's space! I've always wanted to go there and see 
the stars, colonize the moon and the stars... We just don't have the 
technology or care for it, you know?" 


Dr. Heinz frowns. "I find that whole thing stupid, but eh, the past is 
the past. Yes, I've been in space... three times? Space is cold. Very 
cold. Vacuums aren't conductive to heat you know? And quiet! It's a 
little spooky just how quiet Space can be." 


"Wow... Do... do you think you could take me up there one day?" 


He rubs his chin, brows furrowing and expression contemplative. 
"Hmm. Maybe? I'd need time because the last time I designed a space 
ship I had a lot to deal with up there." After a moment, he snaps his 
fingers. "How about this: If I go up, I'll let you know so you can come 
with me!" 


"YES! Yes, yes please and thank you." 


"Anyway... I went to the Moon once, but I mostly just stayed in orbit 
around the planet. It's very dusty there, and let me tell you; it's 
coarse, rough, and gets everywhere. Literally the worst thing to clean." 


Thirteen blinks, then laughs. "That's not what I expected to hear!" 


"What can I say? I'm petty!" He shakes his head with a smile. "There 
was also the old flags sitting there. Bleached from sunlight, but 
definitely there." 


"Wow. Did you take a photo?" 


"I did actually! I was with Perry the Platypus when I did it. Let me 
get it out..." He pulls out an odd phone, unlocking the device then 
sifting through his photos. The home page is him with a young girl. A 
daughter? "Aha!" 


He shares the photo, a Dr. Heinz in a space suit doing a peace sign 
while a, what Anan is assuming is a platypus is also in a suit with a 
frozen hat on top of said suit also doing a peace sign. Behind them 
was a bleached, nigh-colorless American flag, and in the background 
was a crisp visual of... 


"That's the Earth." 
"Yep!" 
"Wow... I-I believed you, but... Wow." 


"I might have some projects I'll do up there, but it'll be something I'm 
doing... probably during the school break?" 


"Like... summer break?!" 


"Yeah? If I finish everything I'm working on before then I might go up 
there and see what's changed." 


",,.Okay! Okay, okay, okay." Anan takes a deep breath. "What do you 
know about Black Holes?" 


"A bit. Why the change in topic?" 


"Well... it's about my Quirk." She shows Dr. Heinz her arms again. 
"The black on my skin... isn't a glove." 


"Oh! Let me guess, you can suck things in with your arms?" 
"Yeah! Not even Light can escape when I do it." 
"That's, uh... pretty dangerous?" 


",..It is. But I'm careful with it, and I can limit the strength and 
direction of the pull. My suit is also a limiter and helps me make sure 
I'm safe in various environments. I do Rescue Work after all!" 


"Huh. So you use it to... what, move rubble?" 


"Not just move it, but destroy it! It turns to dust when it gets within 
touch range." 


",,.Could you show me, really quick?" 
"Uhm..?" 
"Trust me here." 


"Uhm..! O-okay?" 
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He grabs two devices with him before calling for Chase (the Sapient 
Robot!) to come with him, letting Anan lead the way. 


It'd take a bit of time, but she decided to lead the trio to one of the 
training sites rather than the U.S.J.; this is to show her Quirk after 
all, not to show her work! 


But... "Why do you want to see my Quirk in action, Dr. Heinz?" 


"Oh, that's easy! But I'd need to ask, what do you know about Black 
Holes yourself?" 


"Well, they're infinitely dense points of matter formed from collapsed 
stars. Because of that, once you get close enough to one you can't 
escape its gravitational pull." 


"Anything else?" 


She looks away shyly. "I... couldn't find anything else accessible to 
me." 


"Locked away by scientists, huh?" Anan nods. "Of course. I always 
hated that, you know." 


",,.Information being kept away?" 


"Yes! It's never helpful to do that, it leads to all these problems and 
the need to reinvent the wheel over and over again, which is stupid! 
It's a constant cycle that's literally a waste of time and effort. Like, 
what if you figure out how a white dwarf works, where they come 
from, and the sort of metals come from their internal fusion, then find 
a system to make that easier. But it turns out that system existed 
centuries ago!" 


Anan rubs her neck nervously. "Do... you have experience?" 
"A little. Where was I..?" 
"What I know about Black Holes?" 


He snaps his fingers. "Yes! So the big thing is that a man named 
Stephen Hawking did quite a bit of work on that front, so much so 
that the radiation that comes from Black Holes is called Hawking 
Radiation. And that is the important thing." 


",..Radiation?" 
"That's right. Black Holes produce Radiation. And if you're not..." 


She finishes the sentence. "Then it's not a Black Hole." 


"And then that raises the question of what is it? Personally I'm betting 
on wormhole. Just uh... one with a very small input and output." 


Output?! "What?!" 


Dr. Heinz raises a hand. "Hold on, we'll get to it!" 


It didn't take long after that, the conversation taking focus in her 
mind. "I gotta say this is one impressive school. Like, what do you 
need eight of these cities for?" 


"A few things, but... mostly practical tests. There's also the 
Unforeseen Simulation Joint, which I helped put together." 


"So... you teach what, preparedness or something?" 
"Rescue work, actually!" 


He nods with approval. "Oh, that's good! At least you're teaching 
something you're familiar with for years now." 


",,.Yes? I, uh, don't really know how to respond to that." 


"Same way I didn't really know how to deal with the fact that 
Midnight and Eraser Head are unqualified, I think?" 


Anan winces. "Oh... that's from U.A.'s system. Not all of us are 
qualified to teach except out of experience and attempted practice. 
And with how the Government allows the school to operate, there's 
no incentive to change that..?" 


"Tch. The Hero Commission will rue the day! Sooner or later." He 
shakes his head. "Okay, let me set this up real quick before you start 
using your Quirk. Chase, pay attention too!" 


"On it, Dr. D!" 


Anan breathes in, and Thirteen breathes out. She's not any less 
nervous, but the butterflies can be ignored for a bit. "Whenever you're 
ready." 


"Aaaaaand ready! Okay, could you aim over there?" There's a light 
crackling noise from the device in his hand, and when she aims her 
finger at the road and starts feeling the tell-tale pull of her Quirk on 
her hand. 


The crackling doesn't change, but a quiet whirring does sound out. 
"That's enough!" 


And like that, the suction stops. "Okay so I have some good news and 
some questions." 


".,.Good news... first?" 


"It's definitely not a Black Hole! Not even an approximation either. 
Otherwise everything in front of you should have went pitch black. 
Also, no Radiation!" 


"Then... what is it?" 


"That's where some questions come in. First! How long has the skin 
around your arms been a different color? Or has that been a more 
recent development?" 


She blinks in surprise. "Wha... That... that's been a growing patch of 
skin since I started hero work. It used to just be on my fingertips." 


"Do your hands feel oddly heavy at all?" 
"Yes." 

"Has it gotten worse over the years?" 
".,.T think so?" 


He snaps his finger. "You're transferring whatever you grab into a 
pocket dimension!" 


"|,.Excuse me?" 


Without pause Dr. Heinz gently grabs one of her arms, lifting it up in 
front of the both of them and pointing to the skin. "Okay so basically, 


you see how the skin's been apparently crawling up black since you 
started using the Quirk more and more over the years. This here's 
from you shifting materials into said Pocket Dimension, and your 
arms are basically a... Storage Meter? It shows you how much you're 
packing away." 


",,.What would be my upper limit?" Anan isn't focused on the surprise 
physical contact so much as she is the information that there's been a 
secret half of her Quirk she wasn't aware of for years. 


"I dunno, probably up to your elbows?" Which was pretty close. 
"Then how do I get it all out?" 


"Well it's probably a lot of stuff in there, so you might want 
something like a proper spot for disposal before you give it a serious 
shot. I can't really say how your Quirk feels like, so maybe just try the 
reverse feeling?" 


Anan gives it thought as Dr. Heinz pulls away. "...Maybe. Do uh... Do 
you want to help with that?" 


"I got time, so sure!" 


"Alright! So when I use my Quirk..." 


It took around two hours and an early lunch, but she managed to feel 
something shift with the Quirk. 


Like... an itch she never knew she had. One that wanted to be 
scratched very, very badly. 


She managed to get an OK from Nezu to use one of the cities as a 
means to 'deal with' the situation, given that it was not comfortable to 
keep waiting. 


Her elbows were itching, and that is an experience she desperately 
wants to stop now that she's realized that hey this phantasm of an itch 


is there thanks to my Quirk, I'm welcome and as soon as she gets into 
the city she goes for the instinctual push. 


At first, it's a little uncomfortable. Then it starts to get a little painful, 
like something's scraping her bones. 


And that's when the first of many, many bits of debris start pouring 
out. 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


First, the man teleports in from above, similarly to what some 
humans claimed a Blessing from God would come. If Nezu would 
admit to anything, he would tentatively agree that perhaps Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz is, in fact, a miracle. 


Second, he develops a device capable of doing what no other doctors 
around could with nothing but scrap metal and a few hours. 


Third is that the only thing matching his provenly vast intelligence is 
his predisposition for Spiteful Vengeance. This is _ especially 
important, as it's the sign of someone after Nezu's own heart. 


Fourth is the fact he was willing to assist in dealing with any further 
Spatial-related issues by making a device to stop any future... 
intrusions. The only hangup was the push from Power Loader to 
make the whole effort public to his students, causing a catastrophic 
failure from the device and the loss of Dr. Doofenshmirtz's prosthetic. 


Fifth is the fact that despite that offset, he's rebuilt his arm and acted 
as a teacher for both his students and as an acquaintance for Power 
Loader, taking no offense to the injury despite the situation firmly 
putting the fault on the latter party. 


Sixth comes from his realization that a student was inflicting self- 
harm and took careful steps to correct that, leading them off to 
therapy, and in doing so, granting them the power to help 
themselves. Following the revelation of their conditions, he reiterated 
the Third point, causing the Seventh. 


Seventh was that Dr. Doofenshmirtz is involving himself in the 
problems of another world for the sake of their betterment, rather 
than heading off for his own purposes. 


Eighth is the fact that Dr. Doofenshmirtz is actively assisting the 
Symbol of Peace with not only his health but his soon to be crash and 
smash course teaching the new Generation of Heroes. 


Ninth came up when he allowed the Mink to come and see HIS 
world. To see 'Doofenshmirtz Evil Incorporated'. To meet Vanessa 
Doofenshmirtz. To see Norm, to see a fellow Sapient Mammal. 


Tenth is the work-in-progress of the scientist improving the current 
Entrance Exam; it'll have to be given a careful examination of course, 
but odds are he'll knock it out of the park all over again. 


This is Number Eleven. Or if he wanted to be ‘clever’, Number Thirteen 


Thirteen was bawling, watching her Quirk work in a way she never 
thought possible. Surrounding her, all throughout the streets, were 
piles of materials nearly organized by virtue of her Quirk and it's 
unprecedented automatic Sorting of the materials it broke down and 
pulled into itself. 


The skin on her arms, once a deep, near-black purple reaching to her 
Elbow, was now receding down and only barely passing her wrists. 


Nezu checks the progress on the shipping containers sent the way of 
the fake city, noting their ETA to be under a minute. Good. 


Chase stays by her after Doofenshmirtz gives the awestruck woman a 
pat on the back and heads off, probably to continue whatever 
maddening task he had planned. 


Frankly speaking, the only reason Nezu wasn't laughing was the fact 
that Anan was still crying. It implied that she's had some... rather 
deep-set issues tied to the destructive nature of her Quirk. Given 
what she knows now, the relief would be high, yes. But what he's 
seeing doesn't quite add up to that. Or at least, not that alone. This 
needs further study, and perhaps some psyche examinations for staff. 


He takes a measured sip of his tea, and gets back to work. 


You weren't exactly... good at being supportive to a person you just 
met. Sure it was someone coming to you specifically for help, but you 
did your part! At least she was crying happy tears? 


Anyway, you headed off to bed after doing some quick checks on 
some dates and times, making that apparently there would be no 
teaching for you on Monday. That whole... 'Entrance Exam' thing was 
going on then. 


So far you knew a little bit about how that exam worked. 


The first half was a written portion, which you weren't going to mess 
with because this is a little late to be tussling with what's gotta be a 
ton of questions to put to paper in the first half. And there's no such 
thing as just ‘tossing in' questions; you have no idea how much they 
know about sciences so making any assumptions can lead to some 
unfair problems! The fact that asking science questions would ever be 
considered unfair grates at you, but that just means you have to do a 
check for when you teach them all next month! 


The second half was a 'practical'... which you're not really familiar 
with. You know from Nezdu the Mink that it has students use their 
Quirks some kind of physical activity that includes fighting robots 
acting as Villains, but you're not sure what other parts there might be. 
Chase was already working with Power Loader on the robot design 
after all (but not the code, that's your part!). Nezu didn't tell you, but 
you're sure there's more to it than just that! 


"What do you mean that's all there is to it?!" 


Power Loader frowns at you. "That's all there is for the Practical, I 
don't know what to tell you." 


"Why? 


"Because that's how it's always been." 


"But why?!" 


",,.] suppose that's why Nezu wants to see what you come up with. 
More often than not, we can't make drastic changes. Every time Nezu 
or I do, there's pestering from the Commission to try and wrap their 
tendrils over and into the school for their own purposes. So he wants 
to see what you can do to what already exists and completely 
blindside them before the exam in the process." 


You blink. "How does that count as 'blind siding'?" 


"Because you're a bit of a... let's call it an unexpected asset. If I did it, 
then they would notice me spending more time coding. Don't ask me 
how, they have eyes on me in Support." He chuckles mirthlessly. "But 
you're new. You've met with eight students and staff, making you 
look like some kind of General course teacher that hangs with 
Heroes. Nothing more." 


"Ah! So if I do it, then they're surprised that it came out because you 
didn't do it, right?" 


"That's right. The question becomes what you intend to do. I know 
you wanted the Civilian bots designed, but I'm not sure what you 
want after that. At this point, we can't feasibly design anything too 
advanced except maybe relays to support what... Chase wants to do." 


"Oh right, he's making the designs. What's he going on with?" 


"We worked on the initial design together, but after we agreed on 
something... he raised the possibility of linking up with U.A.'s 
network on Ethernet and directly boosting the various machines and 
their intelligences." 


You rub your chin. "I mean, he probably could, but if he did he'd be 
unresponsive. That's a lot of robots to mess with at once, and he's not 
built for that... Technically he could enhance his own body to allow 
for that and still manage to talk, but he'd probably just be completely 
insensate until he's done." 


Really, you DID have some Civilian ideas for the machines 
themselves. But what do you push yourself to implement? 


Doof's Major Modification to the Test: CIVVIE BOTS. What sorta 
Programming is he giving these bad boys? The more you put in, 
the higher the DCs for the quality but the better the results! — 


Voting closed — 42 voters 


Disruptive personalities, but they 
only have a few lines of dialogue 
each personality type. They will 
repeat them. 1) Terrified, so will 
flee if you or anyone gets close or 
hide and will literally need to be 
dragged out. If in a group, and 
villain gets really near, they will 
push another bot into the way of 
the villain before fleeing. 
Common. 2) Star Struck, so will 
cheer a student on while standing 
to the side, hype-mans_ the 
students and asks for an autograph 
during an inconvenient time. No 
sense of danger. Common. 3) 
Clingy, so will run to the nearest 
student irregardless of danger and 
if brought to the safe zone will 
cling on to the student and not 
allow them to _ leave. Until 
someone else goes up to comfort 
them, be it another student, or the 
'dependable' bots. Common. 4) 
Disassociating, so they stand and 
walk around as shit is happening 
and are kind of mentally blank 
and unaware. Common. 5) 
Stubborn, so they won't accept 
help and _ super belligerent. 
Actively agitating villain bots and 
Heroes by throwing shit or shit- 
talking at them. Uncommon. 6) 


* 20/33 


Then the 'dependable' types that 
will try to help the hero by 
offering to patch the student up if 
hurt or help try and alert other 
civilians while they are being 
escorted to safe zones, so that they 
can gather a group. A_ kiss-up 
basically until they get to the 
SafeZone, then they serve a 
leader-type role for the other civvi 
bots. Rare. 7) The Sacrificial Idiot 
that will take a ‘fatal’ hit for a 
student, and then tell some 
backstory about them wanting to 
be a hero when they were 
younger, and hoping the Hero 
they saved will pass the exam so 
that they can fulfill both their 
dreams to save many lives in the 
future. Or say some_ other 
dramatic line like, tell my wife 
and kids I love them, etc. Rare. 
—t+surprise—gtest:-_the—mole;—_whe————*#e47/25- 
will try to get to the safe zone and 
then "disable" as many rescued 
bots as it can. only one per area 
like the 0 pointer. its dialogue will 
sometimes slip but if students dont 
pay attention to it they wont catch 
it in time. 
—+Add-in-the-robots-being-abte-to—_ #13 720- 
detect mental stuff, and act 
accordingly. 


student is a villain if they behave 

too brutally and act violently or 

insulting towards the civilians. 
—+—8)-Fhe-pissed-off-shopkeeper.—£_-—______4#15/18- 

Only activates if the student 

causes to much collateral damage 


to a set area. Threatening lawsuits, 

bad press, and the like. 
—+Add-an-extra—bontus-rebet-One—H—0-- 

who is straight up a villain that 

says he commands the robots. 

Car Be " : " 
that makes them harder to rescue. 
Those give extra points secrety. 


them susceptible to Mental stuff. You 
know, like Brainwashing or Illusions! 
Superior version put in (woot!) 


Doof does silly, yes, but Doof's also aware 
that's a lot of logistics! 
_+Add some holographic elements to 
simulate hazards. 
Already done! 
ndd € this detail | 
explanation before the test. As to not 
blindside students. 
This is a Given! 
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[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 
"Oh, I'd never used this language before!" 


That was how Higari's morning started. He was letting the fucking 
madman tinker with highly-secret code for machinery that's never 
been seen by eyes outside of his own, and that's not even considering 
the fact he has no idea what the fuck he's doing and starts off by 
fucking with the code in a private Git repository. 


In twenty minutes, he goes from ‘having no idea’ to 'adept', which in 
and of itself is mind boggling. 


But so was the THING that had come out of the horrid tear in reality. 
The THING that this fucking insane man beat back with a steel pipe 
like a dog. Like he's experienced with it. 


That's... you can't just drop that on somebody. 


Power Loader has been digging ever since then, looking for 
SOMETHING about that fucking nightmarish THING that Should Not 
Be, that made his mind and soul shudder in ways he never thought 
possible. And there's not even a speck on this. 


Whatever the fuck it was, it was something he couldn't find online. 
Which either means I-Island is hiding things like usual, or whatever 
the fuck Doof-San had done was something only he was aware of. The 
implications of that were fucking unnerving; he had enough 
awareness to be entirely unperturbed by that THING and acted as if 
nothing happened. 


"Doof-San... I have some questions." 


"Oh? What about?" 
He takes a deep breath. "Do you remember that... thing?" 
"What thing?" 


"The thing with the faces? The one that was... I don't know, crying? I 
have no idea what-" 


"Oooooh! You mean Schreiender Zeuge Vielegesichter! Oh yes, I know 
what you're talking about. What about it?" 


...It has a name. Germanic? "What the hell was that thing?" 


"There's... Okay, this needs a bit on context. Long story short there's a 
lot of them in between space. They're usually pretty curious to break 
into places like this but can't under their own power!" 


"You not only didn't answer the question but you've made me a lot 
more terrified." 


"Oh. Well... They're some weird creatures, I'm not really sure what 
they are beyond that and the name that specific one was given. Most 
of them aren't really smart, just barely aware of what they're doing 
and looking for ways through. That one though, that one's Schreiender 
Zeuge Vielegesichter, or The Screaming Witness of Many Faces." 


Higari blinks. "What the fuck." 
"Okay, fair, but you have to agree it does scream!" 
"What the fuck." 


Doofenshmirtz stops typing on the keyboard, looking at him in 
concern. "...Power Loader? You okay?" 


84 - He's got control of his Insight. 


It takes a few seconds for Power Loader to calm down, but he 
manages to tamper down on the chaos that's been gnawing at him. 
",..Yeah. But still, what the fuck. Why are there Things in between the 
gaps of Space itself? How the fuck did you figure that out?" 


"Uhh... Maybe we talk about that over a coffee or something? That's 
a bit of a story and I don't mind sharing, but this is probably not the 
best time. Got a deadline you know?" 


He takes a deep, deep breath. "Fine. Fine. But I will get that answer 
out of you." 


"Fair, fair! Just lend me a hand with this line here, what's it for?" 


Sometimes Power Loader's shocked at how much people can get done 
in a day when the ones working are motivated and occupied. 


The personalities, the whole setup that they worked on, it's... 
thorough. Not perfect, not in any way, shape, or form. But it's 
thorough and clearly done in an attempt for a 1-dimensional 
personality. There's bits that show degrees of making something so 
1D into 2D but there's limits to what a genius who never used the 
language before and the original engineer for the robots can do 
working away at a pair of PCs on code for what's to be a simplified 
solution of personalities for the civilians to appropriate and give 
minor modifications to on their own hardware. 


Chase had given updates while the two worked, which culminated in 
him explaining that he had taken care of the rest by modifying the 
PCBs and Microcontrollers marked on the civilian bot designs. 
Apparently to better support the 'slight changes’. Additionally, to 
accentuate that fact, the machine put a concerning note on the final 
design. 


Visual distinction will also be a part of the civilians. You will see. 


Fucking terrifying, the lot of them. A Robot-Priest talking about being 
reborn in metal, a crazy scientist that's wrapped back around the 


bend to startlingly sane, a Mammal and Predator of a Principal, 
fucking All Might being injured and dealing with apparently losing his 
power by the day... A lot of shit's on Power Loader's plate right now. 


This, as crazy as it may fucking be, is at least wrapped up in a bow of 
earnestness and a willingness to explain. Power Loader is a curious 
man, and he'll take whatever answers he can get. 


It was a good time, that coding bender. Or well... most of the bender. 


You still had bits you wanted to finish that you just didn't have the 
time for, specifically letting the bots identify if someone's trying to 
use a mental effect on them. That is something you're not doing in 
that weird coding language; it'd be easier to implement it with 
something you know and patch it over through the OS rather than do 
it the clean way. 


Maybe in the future you can just use Assembly for the whole thing 
and be done with it? But if it works perfectly fine, do you really need 
to go through the trouble of that..? Hm. 


Future you's problem at any rate! Right now you have code to work 
on that's already pretty time consuming, and also you're pretty tired. 


Also, when Power Loader sees it he just... walks off? You don't know 
where he went but wherever it was isn't nearby and is taking him a 
long time to come back. But hey, you're making progress all the same! 
And if you're making progress, then it should all be done sooner 
rather than later and likely before the deadline. 


Then you realize that, uh. You stayed up a little late and lost track of 
time... 


You went to bed a bit after that, but jumped back to it (after 
breakfast!) in your own lab! Chase wasn't in but that's fine. 


There were... a lot of things you needed to double check on to get 
this right, but on the plus side you could just grab some of your 


notebooks and textbooks to make sure. A quick jaunt to and fro, an 
acknowledgement of Norm, and back you went with your books in 
tow! 


You were mostly done with the framework and bits of the meat when 
you hear a light knocking at your door. "Just a second!" 


You add in a comment for the current line, making sure to 'bookmark' 
what's in your head before getting up and heading off to open up the 
door. 


"Ah, Recovery Girl! How Unexpected... So, how are things?" 


The old lady comes in with her syringe-slash-walking stick, smiling at 
you. "Oh, they've been hectic but good. I've had to get everything 
ready for the upcoming Entrance Exam, but things have been steady 
and all that's really left now is the finishing touches." 


"Oh? Like what?" 


She shrugs. "Not much, just making sure everyone that's going to help 
with any injuries is quick on their feet and knows when and how to 
act without interfering with the exam." 


"|.If it's going to be that bad then why have that kind of exam to 
begin with?" 


non 
",..Is it the Hero Commi-" 

"It's the Hero Commission." 

You pinch your nose and sigh in annoyance. "Great. That confirms it." 
"And I'm assuming you're annoyed by it?" 


"Like you wouldn't believe." You nearly begin ranting but you cut 
yourself off. "Oh right, why are you here?" 


"I wanted to talk to you about the project you've been busy with. The 
Genome." 


...You know, how far along IS Chase? This might be a good time to 
check. "You do realize it's not, uh, finished yet, right?" 


"I do. I do and I want to know all about it." 


"I... see. You sure you want to know when the data’s still a small 
sample size?" 


She nods. "I want to hear your theories, talk about what you've 
figured out and see if I can't help in my own way or confirm what 
you're going with. Do you mind that?" 


You think about it, before shrugging and pulling up the 
documentation he'd been working on and getting to the first of many 
explanations. 


"So basically, I made a bit of an educated guess after digging through 
all the research already done and went from there." 


"That being?" 
"Well... You ever heard of Dr. Ujiko Daruma?" 
"The quack doctor that claimed Quirks would out-evolve people?" 


"Look he was wrong about that but most of his remaining research 
was accurate!" 


[Chiyo Shuzenji - Youthful Heroine: Recovery Girl] 


She kept a raised brow, waiting for the man's explanations. "What 
parts of it were right?" 


"The part that said humans have a completely modified Genome!" 
"|,.Explain." 
"Okay so you know Birds?" 


"Birds?" 


"Yeah, birds. How familiar with you about research before Quirks?" 


Chiyo furrows her brow, thinking it over. "Outside of what I could get 
my hands on for Human-centric works, very little." 


Doof-San covers his face, shaking his head. "Again the lack of 
information-! Stay calm, Heinz. There will be a time for them to pay 
later." And like that, he swaps back to his 'normal'. "So! Genetics. 
When humans were first figuring out the original Genome, the one 
humanity had before Quirks, they made custom equipment to 
examine their own genetics before trying the same tools on other 
animals. It sorta worked on some animals... then there were birds. 
Chickens were the first to really put the tools to the test and after a 
while they managed to work out some pretty important distinctions. 
First off, the tools were bogus when they were used on them. 
Completely moot and useless!" 


"And how did they get to that?" 
"Simple! Every time they got results, it didn't make sense!" 


",,.So they used trial and error to confirm it didn't make sense. How 
did they get around that?" 


"Don't really remember; long story short is that the genetic design 
was completely different and needed a new test made from the 
ground up. And that's when they could actually make use of what 
they were seeing: because then they were seeing all of it, and 
correctly at that!" 


"But genetic tests work fine?" 


He raises a finger. "Ah, but only for a portion of the design! No, from 
what I've worked out the Quirked Genome operates on a quadruple 
Helix pattern!" 


",,.That kind of structure would completely change how our genetic 
information is written across the helixes." 


"I'm aware!" 


"And that also implies the odds of seeing a completely different 


section of the Genome purely by chance." 
"You'd be right if the sections of strands were made the same way!" 
Chiyo blinks. "You're implying that it's not made with Amino Acids." 


And he nods. "I think so, yes! Why else would it never show up on a 
DNA test?" 


"Then what material could it be?" 
"Eh, there's... a lot of options?" 
"Then where could you even start down that rabbit hole?" 


His smile widens. "Apparently, there's these helpful little things called 
Quirk Factor Test Kits." 


She can't tell if he's being snarky or genuinely wasn't aware those 
existed. "Are you implying they catch the entire Genome?" 


"How else can they be accurate? They have to get the information 
from somewhere after all!" 


",,.Have you started testing?" 


Doof-San shakes his head. "Nope! One step at a time, first finishing 
what I do have and refining it with the current sample of blood I 
have. Gonna need a lot more samples though, maybe marking who 
they're from so I can make sure that there's no 'multiple genome 
shape' situation going on. Man that would suck to deal with. I'd have 
to be in like... Three more labs! And I won't have time for teaching! 
Or Inators! Or Vanessa!" He shudders dramatically. 


"Do you have any documents you can share about the theory you're 
forming?" 


"What, like references?" 
"Yes. " 


"Oh sure, I can get those together for you. I'll need time though, 


working on something for Principal Nezdu. Maybe Wednesday?" 


Bingo. "Oh certainly. Do you mind if I stick around and ask a few 
questions while you work?" 


"Only if you share some of your gummies!" 


Chapter 5: Entrance Exam, Recommended(s), 
Confusion, and Doof! 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


THE WEEK'S EVENTS! {NOTE: DOOF WILL AUTOMATICALLY BE 
WATCHING THE ENTRANCE EXAM IN PLACE OF SCHOOL 
TEACHING FOR THE DAY; TOP 7.} — Voting closed — 86 voters 


You're not giving up on those * 58/74 
Meta Materials! Even Nezdu the 

Mink's caught wind of what you're 

doing! (IMPORTANT) 

—Power-bLoader's-taking-you-out—for— _-—————_——————#H1/12- 
Lunch! You can guess why, 

though... But it's still lunch! 
—You—DID—have—Chase—wateh—the———________——#3136- 
trackers on those drug dealers... 

how's that gone? 


Loader's willing to work with you 
again on the Anti-Warping device. 


Though he's leery about having 
anything ELSE pop out. 
—After—buneh—Rush—made—you—all—_—————_—————————* 23730- 
those Lunches, you decided ‘why 
not try to share some Classic 
Drusselstein Recipes?’ Nothing can 
go wrong with Cooking! 

'Support Company’ or no, they're 
going DOWN. 

Stressed? Building Inators helps 
remove that stress. You're gonna 
do it! 

why not show her around? It's a 
pretty nifty place that you've been 
living in, and you can even 
explore outside the — school 
together! 


thanks! And that she... wanted to 
give you something? Huh? Did 
you leave something with her? 
Chase. Oh boy. 

bump into him during Lunch and 
he just... follows you back to your 
Lab? You're not really sure why. 


C.H.A.S.E. [TOP 1] — Voting closed — 32 voters 


He will Finish the first Stage of the * 25/31 
Quirk Genome! [BASIC QUIRKED 

GENOME CAN BE FINISHED] 

He-wilLassist- Dr_—D-with-his_-M 
materials Study! 


“He will Upgrade Himself! 3D 


(Enhanced Hacking) 

iH i} —u Himself! 
(Superior Research) 

S) 

7 Lu Himself! 

(Armored) 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 45 
91+ 45 = 136 


Dice: 1d100+ 45 
93 + 45 = 138 


Dice: 1d100+ 45 
54 + 45 = 99 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
4+55 = 59 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
77 + 55 = 132 


Dice: 1d100+55 
68 + 55 = 123 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
91+ 55 = 146 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
11+ 55 = 66 


Chase on the Case! (For Hacking) — Voting closed — 29 voters 


Chase doesn't get to Watch the * 19/22 
Entrance Exam! (Underground 
Mainframe, Wired) 


Bg a gg eal ae cen 


Bonus! 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
49 +25 =74 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
63 + 25 = 88 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
33 + 25 = 58 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
96 + 25 = 121 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
10 + 25 = 35 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
Options: Sum. Threshold: 99. 
63 + 25 = 88 (Fail) 


Dice: 1d100 + 25 
30 + 25 = 55 


Dice: 1d100 
Options: Sum. Threshold: 65. 
100 = 100 (Success!) 


HE FIGURED OUT HE HAS LEGS LADIES AND GENTLEMEN. ALL 
MIGHT HAS LEARNED TO TEACH. 


*Izuku Midoriya gets Full Cowl (3-5%) Early. 


You actually set an alarm for the next morning. It's weird; the last 
time you ever thought about doing that was when you were the one 
taking Vanessa to school. But after she got her driver's permit... 
Yeah. 


Last night was interesting. After you talked long enough you moved to 
her clinic and kept talking it up, then things kinda... broke up? 
Mostly because Yagi and the green haired kid that came by before 
(You swear you saw him somewhere; is he a student here?) you could 
finish and talked about a broken arm and man was it ugly! You kinda 
also... maybe overheard what they were talking about after she 
healed the broken arm? 


"I just felt it all come into my arm and-and-!" 


you try spreading it out?" 

"W-w-what?" 

"I-I don't know... I had no problems using it when-!" 
"Wait, wait you're right! Maybe I can just-" 


"Not when you're healing! Tomorrow only! Now scram!" 


You hurried off after that. And honestly, you're not sure you wanna 
know. What the heck is a student doing just breaking their arm 
without really caring? Whatever's doing that behind closed doors and 
on accident? Not your jurisdiction. 


Anyway, Entrance Exam stuff! 


Lunch Rush was running on overdrive, he gave you a meal with a 
nod of apology and ran back off so fast! You're surprised he's able to 
move so fast. Maybe that metal on his face and mouth is a part of an 
exosuit? You think there was something about a 6-million dollar one 
through LOVEMUFFIN from some kind of failed underground 
projects. You'd need to look into that, but honestly that's a lot of 
money that you definitely don't have. 


Also, you'd make a better one. 


Breakfast is good anyway! You have no complaints about Lunch 
Rush's food, even when he's in a rush! Good pun name too! 


So you ate from your breakfast and headed off to where the slip of 
paper shoved under your door led you off to, that staff room you 
were in before with the chairs! 


Oh wow, everyone's here again! 


...Almost everyone. Your fellow member in Team Amputee's not 
here, and neither is Present Microphone. But Thirteen is! And Hound 
Dog! And Yagi from last night. And Nezdu the Mink! "So uh... what're 
we doing here exactly?" 


The Principal turns to look at you. "Ah, Dr. Doof! Good to have you 
this morning. We'll be splitting off soon, but for now we'll be meeting 
up with some of the Recommended Students, who will be joining us 
in watching the Exam take place!" 


"Oh... So I'm going to meet up with uh... some of the students before 
the semester?" 


"That's right. Though you may want to get to know who your're 
teaching, I know you weren't there for the first time they came to 
explore U.A. High. I recommend proper introduction!" 


"O-Okay..? When are they coming?" 


"About... Five minutes?" 


"Ah. So, uh, have any of you talked to Ectoplasm?" 


[Momo Yaoyorozu - U.A. High Recommended Student] 


I'm here. I'm here and I'm going to be watching the Entrance Exam and 
meeting some of the biggest Heroes of the Industry. Momo took a deep 
breath, doing her absolute best to collect herself. "Think about it 
like... a business meeting. Keep it professional, that'll be fine. Just... 
Fine." 


She practiced for this. She studied for the Recommended Exam, even 
took it and passed before coming back now. This is not the time to 
make a fool of herself. Not the time to make a fool of her parents. 


With confidence, she walks and keeps note of her gait and per 
posture, wanting to assure that no matter what she doesn't 
disappoint. 


She entered into what was marked as the meeting room for the 
Recommended Students and Staff, having high hopes. They weren't 
dashed, not... quite. 


Of those she met the first time around, Principal Nezu, Cementoss, 
and Hound Dog were there. Now there were more Pro Heroes, talking 
amongst themselves and acknowledging her entrance. The 
conversation pauses. 


"Good Morning. I am Momo Yaoyorozu. This... is the right room, 
correct?" 


Principal Nezu smiles. "That is correct, Yaoyorozu-San. I'm happy that 
you passed the exam, and welcome you to U.A. High!" 


She smiles wide. "I'm honored." 


A gaunt man with blond hair in a loose suit offers a hand. "My name 
is Yagi Toshinori. I'm the Teacher's assistant for All Might. It's a 
pleasure to-" 


"A-A-All Might?!" 


",,.Ah. Keep that secret?" The man smiles sheepishly. "I'm a little 
nervous myself." 


A man in a gas mask and odd outfit snorts. "Get it t'gether, Yagi. Y'got 
what, a month?" He leans back, tipping his hat to Momo. "Sorry for 
my coworker's sorry state, Lil' Lady. Name's Snipe. I'm the Specialist 
for 3rd Year Investigative Heroism." 


"It's a pleasure, Snipe." 
"Please; pleasure's mine." He gently lowers his hat to shadow his eyes. 


",..You know, he really does nail the whole 'Wild West Cowboy' 
thing." A man in a pharmacist's coat looks on with curiosity while the 
helmeted woman beside him facepalms. 


"You have no idea what you've just done. He's never gonna live down 
that high!" 


"Heh. You're damn right I'm not! An American understanding his 
fellow American, what more could you ask for?" 


"I'm not American though?" 


"You're a citizen of the Melting Pot. That's good enough to be 
American." 


"|,.Fair enough!" 


The helmeted woman nods to Momo, but it looks more like a body- 
nod. "...Just ignore him, he's being dramatic. My name is Thirteen, 
and I manage the Unforeseen Simulation Joint! I'm also the Specialist 
for 3rd Year Rescue Heroism." 


",,.Wait, wait wait wait. Why does a Recommended Student only get 
a Written Exam?" 
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Principal Nezu looks to the labcoat-wearing man with a small smile. 
"It's a case-by-case basis, but normally it's due to the sheer power or 
utility of their Quirk already proving themselves to be formidable, 
making a Practical Exam unnecessary." 


"You mean Darwinism all over again then." 


"Survival of the Fittest is an oft common thing of man, as is 
Nepotism!" 


He blinks. "You know I didn't think you'd just admit that but now I'm 
disappointed." 


"In me or yourself?" 


"Yes." The odd man clears his throat. "Ahem! I am Dr. Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz, the Science Teacher for all First Years in Heroics." 


...Would it be rude to say he's... unique? Maybe. Does what he said 
to the Principal count as an insult? Probably. Does he seem offended? 
Not at all. So he's probably just used to this kind of behavior, 
meaning that's how Doofen-Doofensch-Doof-Sensei acts. "It's nice to 
meet you." 


Before she can ask any more questions or be introduced to anyone 
else, three other students pop in at around the same time. 


"Heyo! I'm Setsuna!" 


The next person in nods, looking... angry? 


"Juzo Honenuki." 


And the last looks distinctly uncomfortable. 


".,.Shoto." 


",,.Is it rude to ask if your hair is normally red and white?" 


"Doof-!" 


[Izuku Midoriya - U.A. High Hopeful] 


Three Hours in an Exam Room, constantly watched as that clock 
ticked along. Exactly like people said online... It's nice to know that 
things are as they should be. ...Mostly. 


There was an additional part at the end; a Q&A, one that was marked to 
be worth no points. It asked for honest answers on fields that students had 
taken as extracurricular or as elective courses. Did... Did U.A. change the 
kinds of students they want? Was this a secret part of the test to see if you 
have the background life they're looking for in a Hero? 


Izuku answered it honestly. 


The rest of the content, while a blur, was something Izuku studied 
feverishly. He wasn't the greatest student, but he did always prepare, 
and he did manage to be above average. Tests made him nervous, 
they made his skin go clammy. He hated tests, because they felt less 
like ways to see if you know something or not and more like repeat 
memorizations. There's probably a Quirk that can do that. That would let 
someone basically coast for their entire life... but it would also lead to 
some nasty headaches from overuse, wouldn't it? And if it retrieves normal 
events or information, it would probably also retrieve emotional, even 
traumatic information. Emitter Quirks like that are rarely able to be 
turned off, going by the data I have. 


Would that person just have to live their lives like that, constantly 
suffering from a single traumatic event? How much time would it take for 
them to get over it? Would they even be able to? Their memories might 
just be overwhelming based on the clarity due to the Quirk's workings. 


Izuku shuffles to his feet with the rest of the various students in their 
own classrooms, coming to a massive auditorium. And it's... Oh my 
God. 


"HEY HEY HEY EVERYBODY!" PRESENT MIC! 


"HOW WAS TESTING? HOW YOU FEELIN' ABOUT IT? YOU FEELIN' 


GOOD?" There's cautious, confident, all sorts of nods from all around. 
"CAN I GET A HELL YEAH?" 


"Hell Yeah!" 
"I CAN'T HEAR YOU!" 
"HELL YEAH!" And the room was now abuzz with people and noise. 


"WHOOO! NOW THAT IS A HELL YEAH! OKAY KIDDOS, WE GOT 
ONE HELL OF A PRACTICAL SET UP FOR YA! IF YOU'RE FAMILIAR 
WITH THE PREVIOUS PAMPHLETS FOR THE PRACTICAL, YOU MAY 
NOTICE SOME SLIGHT DIFFERENCES! LET'S GET TO IT!" 


The screen behind him switches, showing three silhouetted figures. 
The Robots. "YOU'RE GONNA BE HEADING INTO A HYPOTHETICAL 
CITY ALONGSIDE FELLOW HOPEFULS, AND WHEN THE BUZZER 
GOES THE BOTS WILL BE SET LOOSE! NOW, THERE'S GONNA BE 
ALL SORTS OF EM SO I'M GONNA RUN THE KNOWN ONES BY YOU 
REAL FAST AND THE UNKNOWNS AFTERWARDS! FIRST OFF, YOU 
GOT YOUR POINTER BOTS: ONE, TWO, AND THHRRRRRREEEFE! 
THESE HERE BAD BOYS ARE WORTH THEIR RESPECTIVE POINTS 
FOR TAKING DOWN!" Okay, Izuku, you know exactly what each of 
these bots is capable of. All of them are fragile. One Pointers have One 
Eye and ride on one wheel. Given the flimsy material, shattering the neck 
point would work fine. Two Pointers have Three Eyes and are Quadruped. 
Rushing in and battering the whole front would take care of it. Might 
leave my shoulder sore... but if it has to be done, then it has to be done. 
Three Pointers have Three Eyes and can fly. The Eyes are deeper-sunk 
than normal, and have a bottom guard to keep a person from hitting from 
below without a powerful strike. Using the guard as a landing and 
launchpad might work... and give me a chance to kick out the eyes. 


"Sir!" 
"YYYEEEESS, What can I do for you!" 


"You said there were five types of Robots, but you've only described 
four!" What?! B-but he only described three! "This is a disgrace, for U.A. 
to make such a mistake! And you there, boy with the mop of green 
hair!" 


"U-uh-!" Izuku takes in the way the sharp-looking teen chops at the 
air, his glare making the young boy want to sink in on himself. 


"Stop muttering! It is very Distracting!" 


"WOAH! No need to call the boy out, come on! As for the bots... the 
last one's worth Zilch! Think of it like a big, bad obstacle to avoid!" 


"I see! I'm sorry for telling you to stop muttering! And thank you for 
the information, Present Mic-Sensei!" 


"No Probs! Ahem. WITH ALL THAT OUTTA THE WAY-" Wait no what 
was the bot Izuku missed WHAT WAS THE BOT WHAT WAIT NO-"CAN 
I GET A PLUS + ULTRA?!" 


"PLUS + ULTRA!" 


",,.P-plus Ultra..." 


He nearly tripped over himself from his nerves after that stupid, 
stupid mistake. A girl helped him up by stopping his fall with her 
Quirk. A very... very pretty girl... Oh God kill me now. 


"Are you okay?" Izuku nodded dumbly in response. "Oh... My name's 
Urakaka Ochako! What's yours?" 


The boy swallows his butterflies. "...Midoriya Izuku. I uh... I kinda s- 
spaced out when he was talking about the robots. What was after the 
third pointer?" 


She blinks. "Civilian Bots?" 


",,.Civilians? So we're expected to protect the Civilians from the 
Villains... And if that's the case then that means a safezone's gotta be 
made and protections put in place but how are we gonna do that as a 
team when we're graded individually unless we're not graded 
individually which implies this is all just a big test to see if we work 
with eachother-" He takes a breath, then nods to himself before 
realizing Oh shit he said that out loud. 


The girl was looking at him... and so was another girl. With... 
Earphone Jack Ears? "...You heard that right?" 


"You think we're supposed to... work together?" 


"Yeah... Yeah I do. Think about it. Those civilians, they wouldn't put 
them there without a reason would they? Protecting the innocent's a 
part of a Hero's Job." 


U-Urakaka-Chan nods. A girl agrees with a nobody like me. Holy crap. 
"Yeah, that makes sense! Okay, do you have a plan then?" 


"Uh... Sorta? We're gonna need help and maybe people that agree to 
work with us on this." 


...It took about a minute of talking with other contestants, but they 
managed a small team to work things out. Everyone else just... 
backed off! 


The worst part is that only one of the others was a guy! And he was 
also an Introvert! Crap, why me?! "O-okay, everyone knows their 
roles, right?" 


"Mm." "Right!" "Righto!" Shinsou snaps fingerguns instead of replying. 
"Okay! Then let's give it our best shot!" 


There's a beat of waiting. Then another. Then... Another... 

"GO!" Well he said it so GO! 

Izuku prays desperately not to look like an idiot in front of literally 
everyone here within three seconds, trying the whole 'Spread it out' 


idea and giving it a go. 


And boy does he Go. 


"WOOOOOOOO0O0O0O0000! YES, YES, YES! GO, YOUNG MIDORIYA! 
GO!" 


You rub your ears, wincing and looking at the students sitting with 
the other staff in sympathy while the spectacle's going on. 


The green-haired kid, 'Young Midoriya' (You know what, you're just 
gonna call him Midoriya and go from there) was literally bouncing 
all over the place with some... you're estimating here, but let's say 
'18-Wheeler' level force. Maybe, probably higher, but it seems like it 
wouldn't hurt to put him in that rough category of ‘how much would 
that hurt to get hit by’. 


Looking at the robots getting shredded by the kid literally torpedoing 
himself into the robots and out the other side with the delicacy of 
stampeding rodents of unusual size (the Drusselsteinian ones!) leaves 
you concerned about just how durable the kid actually is. 


",,.Why isn't he in the Recommended Students?" Todoroki said that. 


And Nezdu the Mink answers. "He wanted to get in on his own 
Merits. I suppose you can guess who-" 


"RIGHT THERE YOUNG MIDORIYA, AIM FOR THE GUARD!" 
"-was the one giving the recommendation." 


The kid frowns, and while he does that you snap back to the screen. 
"Woah woah woah, why is the girl taking off her clothes?! She's 
surrounded by scrap metal and fighting and everything! How would 
anyone see her?!" 


"Tooru Hagakure, Quirk: Invisibility." 
You blink, squinting at the screen. "...No." 
"Pardon?" 


"That's... That's not Invisibility." You can see the rippling around her 
body, ever so slight and distorted by the camera. "That's definitely not 
Invisibility. She should be Blind if it was, because the light would be 
passing through her eyes. She sees fine, ergo not Invisibility." 


",,.What in tarnation-? You could get that from one look?" 


You nod. "I've been a science guy for years. This isn't exactly the first 
time I had to spot mistakes in phenomenon off the cuff you know!" 


Snipe blinks. You couldn't hear the blink, nor could you see it, but he 
definitely blinked. "Nezu, who in the blazes is this fella?" 


"A very, very intelligent man." 
"Why thank you!" 

"No problem." 

",..So you do Quirk stuff?" 


Momo Yaoyoyo... Yaoi... Momo looks to you and you shrug. "Eh, not 
my focus. But I do do it sometimes, yes." 


"Well, I... have some questions about mine. Would you mind 
answering them?" 


"Oh sure!" 


[Eijiro Kirishima - U.A. High Hopeful] 


THIS IS TOTALLY NOT MANLY! Eijiro blocks the overhead from the 
2-Pointer, muscles tensing as he shoves his hands up. The pair of 
metal limbs are too far to stop him from punching out the glass eyes. 


"Mister! Please, I want to find my mommy!" The small robot on his 
back was still stuck with him, he was running around fighting off the 
murderous robots to find said 'mommy', and while it was really Manly 
to be fighting off robots to find a kid's mom, it's not nearly as Manly 
to keep them in the line of danger when doing so. 


He catches one of the guys helping some of the bots getting on their 
way to a safe spot, and rushes over with the small one. "Hey! Take 
her with you, please! She needs to find her mom!" 


"Whey." The girl comes off of him and onto the other boy, one of the 
bots helping nudge the absolutely zen dude, the rest of them walking 


off and continuing to follow in his 'Whey' footsteps. Some... stayed 
behind. 


Those Eijiro carried off whether they wanted to go or not. 


Sometimes, a few of the robots would pop up out of nowhere and 
they'd have to be fought off for him to make more progress. Other 
times, other students would interject to fight them off, giving him 
their group of civilians to lead off. Then he met someone he knew 
would be his Brother in Manliness. 


It started with a Three Pointer shooting at him some rubber bullets, 
using his body as a big and MANLY shield for the innocent! It 
wouldn't last and he knew it, but THIS... this was a last stand he 
could be proud of! 


...Why did the bullets stop hitting me? I can still hear them hitting 
something! 


"What are you doing, bro?! Come on, gimme an up!" 


He blinks, seeing... Holy crap his hands are made of metal. THAT'S. SO. 
DAMN. MANLY! "Come here!" Eijiro quickly ducks and the Metal 
Dude runs over, foot landing on his hands and-"HRRRRAAGH!"-goes 
soaring in the air! 


HE TURNS INTO METAL IN THE AIR AND PUNCHES IT INTO THE 
GROUND! "STEEL DRILL!" 


Eijiro isn't letting him get ALL the Manliness here! "STONE 
HAMMER!" 


The both of them hit the Three-Pointer at the same time and shatter 
it. 


"HELL YEAH!" "HELL YEAH!" 


The two of them do the Bro Shake in sync(!) before an alert rings out. 
"WARNING: ZERO POINTER BEING RELEASED. THE TRAITOR IS 
REVEALED!" 


"You the Traitor?" 

"Hell no! Not to my bro!" 

"Me neither bro! Name's Kirishima!" 
"Tetsutetsu! Let's go kick some goddamn ass!" 


"HELL YEAH!" "HELL YEAH!" 


The two of them find the Zero Pointer and decide that they don't like 
where it's heading. "I call the left treads!" 


"I call the right treads AND an Arm!" 
"Not if I get that arm first!" 


The Manliness was Off. The. Charts. It was mostly punching the sides 
of the treads a bunch till it dented and started folding in on itself, but 
it was getting WRECKED by the two of them! One of the treads 
breaks. I DID IT FIRST! HAHA! 


Then it grabbed his Bro Tetsutetsu and all bets were off. "BRO!" 
"I GOT THIS BRO, GET THE OTHER TREAD FOR ME!" 


Kirishima rolls out of the way of the punch, and despite his waning 
stamina he rushes for the tread. "GOT IT BRO!" 


The tread swerves to meet him, so he's forced to leap to the left and 
hit a stone wall... which collapses on him. "Crap..!" 


He hears someone approaching, then feels them pulling the rubble off 
that he's too dazed to remove himself. Everything's sore all over but 
he's A OK, just... needs a sec to breathe. Aaaaand THAT should be 
enough, time to push out! After a bit he starts shoving himself out, 
splayed on his back as he looks to his aide. 


...It's one of the bots? It He gives Kirishima a big ass clawed hand. 
"C'mon kid, are you okay?" 


Shaking his head of the daze, he takes the Bro of a bot's hand. "Yeah. 
Thanks for the save Bro. And nice claws! Get going, this is a job for 
the Pros!" 


"Not until he's sa-" Eijiro's shoved back into the rubble by the bot, 
skin getting cut up- What the?! -as the DAMN UNMANLY EVIL ZERO 
POINTER GRABS HIS BROBOT. "NO!" 


That tread is going down NOW. Kirishima forces himself to his feet 
and rushes on, Quirk blazing back on out of sheer VENGEANCE for 
the Bro that just did the Manliest thing and saved him from the 
rubble when he was a goner allowing him to finish his Best Bro's Bro 
Wish, and now he's taken by the thing that took his Best Bro! 


NOT OKAY! CRACK. 
NOT COOL! SNAP. 
NOT FAIR! CREEAAAAAK. 


NOT. MANLY! CRASH! 


The noise of the treads crushing themselves is deafening. But that 
doesn't matter to Kirishima. 


No, his eyes are on the hands in the air. 


An official Secondary Bro is saving Tetsutetsu, using some kinda rope 
to swing around and helping open up the fingers. 


The other one drops from freefall when the Zero Pointer goes to 
reach for Secondary Bro. "LOOK OUT!" 


He runs to catch the Brobot, and barely makes it! "I got you Bro!" 


...But it's arms and legs and body are mangled. The claws are 
snapped cleanly, the arms bent wrong. Kirishima struggles to hold 
Brobot in a way to straighten them out. "Oh no. Oh no no no. Bro, 


stay with me!" 


".,.It's alright, kid. I did my part. These old bones were too weary to 
ever pass the schools." 


He shakes his head in a panic. "Doesn't matter Bro, you're a Hero and 
you're gonna make it!" 


"I'm... a Hero? Ahah. I'm... glad..." Brobot goes limp. 
"Bro? Bro?! BRO, COME ON THIS ISN'T FUNNY!" 


He shakes Brobot, looking at the head and seeing only two Xs for 
eyes. No. "No... DAMN IT!" 


That's when the timer rings. 


He might have passed. 
But he didn't feel like a Hero. He failed Brobot. 


Someone walks up behind him, patting his shoulder. It's Tetsutetsu 
and the guy that saved him. "We did what we could. Come on, Bro." 


The secondary Bro comes around, using flat rock parts and an 
adhesive from his elbows to straighten the broken parts out. "He 
might just be unconscious, come on!" 


"Y-you're right!" 


--U.A-- 


",,.But they're robots, it can't die from broken arms or legs." 


"I suppose you would see it that way, Dr. Doof, but the students are 


taking this seriously." 


"What, killer robots are common? This isn't some Saturday morning 
cartoon you know!" 


[Katsuki Bakugo - U.A. High Hopeful DEFINITE] 
The fucking extras at least know to move the goddamn civvies. 


As soon as the 'Go' rang out he shot up into the air. No fucking stupid 
civvies to deal with in the skies. I'll blast these damn pointers to Dust just 
fucking fine! 


Immediately the aerial travel tested Bakugo's sense of direction, but 
he practiced for this. Sure he was fucking talented, but he's not stupid. 
It's U.A. High, top of Japan and one of the best Hero schools period. 
He's not going to half-ass this and coast, like hell that would work. 


No, he practiced his ass off. He put his Mind to the Books, put his 
Body to the Gym, and put his Quirk through the God Damn Wringer. 


He was top of the fucking class in school; that wasn't gonna be 
enough. He needed to be top of the fucking Precinct. He absolutely 
got that shit in the bag, he knows his shit. And Hobbies? 
Extracurriculars? Yeah, yeah he fucking did those. He played ball, he 
did track, he practiced par fucking kour and kicked ass at drumming. 


There is not a single. Fucking. Soul. That gets to know about his 
drumming for wrist exercises. Except for the God Damn Rat that runs 
U.A. High. 


Fucking mocking him, that Rat was, because it could hear his damn 
thoughts and sent him problem after problem. "MOVE, You IDIOT!" 


"You just destroyed my storefront!" 
"I SAVED YOUR ASS, NOW MOVE!" 


I don't have time for this fuckwit. With a few blasts he gets around the 
stupid fucking robotic civvie, rushing off and smashing the first 


Pointer he sees. "Hey, I was-" 


"DON'T CARE, FOUR EYES!" He shoves a finger the way he came. 
"There's a stupid civ not wanting to budge back that way! Now fuck 
off!" 


"You..!" Four Eyes gets the fucking message, knowing his place. 


--U.A-- 


[lida Tenya - U.A. High Hopeful] 


Iida thought all the fellow students and applicants would have more 
class and act properly! 


Instead, most of them are simply ignoring the necessity of aiding the 
Civilians! It is simply wrong, so Iida has done what he could to lead 
them off to a safer spot. ...Or rather, pick them up and run them 
towards said spot while dodging ongoing fights. Right now he was 
dealing with the latter. 


A haven of various mushrooms filled the street, acting like barriers 
and walls to keep the Villain Bots away. In front of the entrance, a 
girl with hair that's both made of and surrounded by vines keeps 
guard of anything or anyone else incoming while making room for 
lida to pass through. "Thank you!" 


"Mary's Guidance upon you." A swathe of vines spear through an 
encroaching Three-Pointer. "You shall not nip the heels of my Flock!" 


lida decides not to talk about restraint in fighting Villains, especially 
when said Villains aren't alive to begin with. That might also be 
influenced by the still kicking and shouting robots in his arms, and 
the massive amount of scrap metal lying around and held in those 
vines. 


There were mushrooms up above, and Iida knew there were at least 
two others making sure the skies were safe and spotting both allied 


and enemies alike. Down here in the shaded street, there was nothing 
but civilians and a single fellow student. "Komori-San, I have two 
more!" He carefully puts them down, one booking it to the other 
civilians and the other huffing before moving to be separate from 
lida. 


"Got it. I'd like to think this has been a real Black Trumpet operation." 
",,.Pardon?" 

"Inside joke." 

"I see!" 


There's a distant sound of several explosions. "I WILL STRIKE YOU 
DOWN LIKE GABRIEL DID SODOM!" 


"Destroying Angel. Fitting." 
lida's brow furrows. "Another inside joke?" 
She nods. "Uhuh." 


He prepares himself, then rushes out once more, the heat of his 
engines thrumming as he passes under Ibara and her Righteous 
bellowing at any of the Villain Bots coming close. 


A minute or so later, the speakers around the city turn on. 
"WARNING: ZERO POINTER BEING RELEASED. THE TRAITOR IS 
REVEALED!" 


There's no time to go back when the ground starts to rumble. 


--U.A-- 


[Fumikage Tokoyami - U.A. High Hopeful] 


"WARNING: ZERO POINTER BEING RELEASED. THE TRAITOR IS 
REVEALED!" Traitor? So even the brightest of lights have Dark 
Shadows... "Komori-San. Are you the one to be hiding the dark abyss 
of malice?" 


"What." 
"He wants to know if you're the traitor!" Betrayed by my own kin..! 


"If I was I would have taken down the-" There's a screeching of metal 
and they all snap their heads to one of the robots lashing out at his 
fellows. Immediately, Fumikage leaps from his mycelium perch, 
falling upon his foe with the rage of betrayal following him. "Thy 
stain upon all that is Good, your Evil ends here." 


It tries to grab strike at him too, but Dark Shadow, his most trusted 
aide and brother in arms, grasps and holds the bot down with gusto. 
"Meanie!" 


"WE'LL RISE UP AND BRING YOU ALL DOWN, YOU LESSER BEINGS! 
FOR THE OMNISAIAH!" The poison in the well elbows his shadowy 
compatriot, reaching with unexpected speed towards Tokoyami. 


Then a mushroom sprouts up between them both. "Looks like it's up 
to me to keep it from going to shiitake." 


--U.A-- 


"How is she making mushroom puns? Like, do you think she sits in 
front of a mirror and practices those or something?" 


Momo thinks about it. "...Maybe? That seems like an odd thing to 
ask." 


"Hey, I was called out for asking about hair. This is something she's 
brought upon herself if anything! Oh, sorry about that again." 


Shoto sighs again. "I already said it's fine." 


Snipe just snorts. "The Zero Pointers are always-What in the Sam 


Hell?! Yagi, what in the blazes did you feed that kid?" 


You blink, looking at the massive dent in the giant robot. Yagi's yet to 
look away. "...His mother's cooking." 


Shoto makes a choking noise while you look at someone clutching 
and... crying about one of the robots. You might have overdone it. Ah 
well! 
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Sato is going to Ketsubutsu! Welcome aboard, Shinsou! 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head | 


The test changes are... something Aizawa appreciates, unfortunately. 


He disagrees with much of that madman is doing, but modifications 
to the test was necessary. And now because of that, credit has to be 
given where it's due. 


First, he had to finish watching over the various participants now 
leaving out of the front. 


Recovery Girl helped plenty with that, watching over no small 
amount of students. At first he was helping with the preparations, but 
when that was done he moved on to simply waiting at the entrance 
to assure there were no panic-induced indiscriminate Quirk use. 


Every time this test goes through, there's some idiots that do it, and 
every time they gotta get dragged out and expelled for their stupidity 
at attacking fellow attendees. Every time there's someone that thinks 
they can sneakily take down a few of the other people trying to pass, 
and this year it's Aizawa's turn to beat the stupid out of them before 
expelling them from the test altogether. 


The former was less common than the last year, but there were still a 
few of kids that were dragged out and expelled. The latter... 


Sixty Seven. Nearly twice as many as usual. The whole ‘Civilians are 
Important' caused a bit of a ruckus for him. And more damn work. 


Aizawa didn't exactly mind work when it had a good reason, and a 
better test means more desperate and effort-giving students. Of 
course, it didn't make it easier for him to drag screaming and crying 
kids to the doors, but hey, work's work. 


After that, it was checking the entrances like he was now, making 
sure everyone was getting out and looking safe and sound. 


...While the test is better, Aizawa still doesn't like some of the 
students that most certainly passed. 


The kid with the electricity Quirk was a prime example. He's been 
nothing but mentally deficient, the only thing keeping him from 
being a standing idiot being pushed on to walk from the bot staying 
by his side. If it was the previous exam, no way in hell would he have 


passed. He'd have to be beat into shape or beat out of the course by 
the Sports Festival. 


There were some other students that did get their chance due to the 
fact of their Quirks being great boons for defensive or safety 
operations, but they must learn how to fight; otherwise, they're not 
gonna make it regardless of what they can do now. 


On the inverse, there were those that could only fight, and that too 
was a problem. The boy with the explosive Quirk flying around and 
striking out without stopping to aid civilians raised several red flags. 
He focused on points instead of on the duty of a Hero; only time 
would tell if that can get corrected or if he'd be unacceptable as a 
Pro. 


Recovery Girl was fine, at least. Busy, but fine. 


She had help in the form of some of the students sticking around, 
doing what they can to assist the old woman with her various tasks. 
Nobody was severely injured, or so it seemed. 


So he gave The Rat a call, walking off to get his own mess of things 
ready. 


It didn't even take him a moment to respond. "Oh, Aizawa-San! I 
assume things have gone well?" 


"There's gonna be more problem children, but they mostly all have 
potential." 


"Good to hear! Now, I'm going to be a little occupied." 


"With what? I would think you would want to get to talking points for 
everyone in the various sites." 


"I unfortunately have something more pressing tied to a particularly antsy 
Scientist." 


"What is he doing this time." 


"Meta material research!" 
",,.I'm going to the staff room." 
"See you later!" 


Damn Rat. Aizawa shoves the phone into one of his many pockets 
before heading into the building. 


Ectoplasm was the first face he saw. "Mm. How'd it go?" 
"More idiots, but better batch from my point of view. You?" 


"A handful of people tried things. They were kicked out before they 
could open any of their mouths." With a bounce to his step, he 
walked over to his bulky, armored laptop. Aizawa's brows furrowed. 
That's odd. It makes sense for him to be wearing his legs, he's in his hero 
outfit. But he was wearing it for hours, so it should have been swapped for 
his civilian gear. And his legs never bounced like that. 


"Did you get your legs improved?" 

"I did, yes. It was a rather drastic improvement, too." 
"That's quite good. How much did it cost?" 

His massive 'Resting Grin Face' got wider. "Nothing." 


Aizawa blinks, brows furrowing further. "What? You're telling me a 
Support Company made you an upgraded prosthetic visually identical 
to your old one, without a single Yen?" 


"No. Heinz-San made it." 


"...He did?" That was... surprising. Why is he capable of making 
something like Prosthetics? Is he a Support Gear maker? Does he 
even have a License to do so? 


Ectoplasm nods. "I haven't been able to feel my legs for over twenty 
years. Imagine my surprise when he offers me the ability to feel 


through these." 
And that stops him dead. "How?" 


"I have no idea, honestly. He's a damn genius that's been running 
himself ragged trying to do his best with everyone." 


That's when Thirteen interjects from the other end of the room. "He 
helped me with my Quirk two days ago!" 


" " 
eee 


Ectoplasm looks at Aizawa quietly. "I would ask, despite your 
differences in mentality, to please cooperate with him. He's... 
uniquely kind, even he's an oddity in behavior and origin. I talked 
with Nezu about him, and he said he was legally sworn to secrecy on 
the matter." 


Who the fuck was powerful enough to get The Rat to actually stick to 
swearing to secrecy? That implies whoever this damn scientist is 
comes from something like... I-Island. "Fuck." 


"Not what you expected I assume." 


"It explains several problems and makes many more. Tell Power 
Loader to keep any of the more eccentric Support Students away from 
him." 


"I think he already knows that, actually!" 


Both of them look to Thirteen. "Power Loader was working on 
something with him a few weeks ago, and yesterday he was a little 
grumbly about it... So I think the two know each other and their 
problems already?" 


"Heh. He's definitely having fun then. When he's grumbling it's 
because of impatience or lack of safety. Heinz-San is definitely a 
safety-oriented scientist." 


Aizawa grunts, looking away and trying to ignore the gnawing 
thoughts at his mind. "I'll consider it." 


"We both know you're just being a tsundere." 
"Shut it." 
"Heh. Don't let your grumpiness strangle you to death." 


He storms off, leaving the pair of Pro Heroes alone. 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 
To say he was having a great day would be a gross understatement. 


He got fresh entertainment, hours of it, from students fighting his 
robots and being idiots and being vicious, and it filled his mind with 
the dopamine that only violent confrontation or smoking could 
achieve. 


Not only that, but he was learning the sort of absurdities the 
materials of another world could bring. 


"So this is Synthskin. I can't say there's any equivalent to it in this 
World." 


"Ugh! That's so stupid! Did they really get nothing done?!" 


"Aside from the Meta materials used in construction and technology, 
yes for the most part!" 


"Okay that's it you're coming with me to my World and I'm gonna 
show you exactly what a place with documented materials looks like!" 
He hurries to punch in the portal, and Nezu only finds the day 
becoming yet more interesting. 


Wikipedia. 


The information was on Wikipedia. "You see this? This is humanity 
putting in the work!" 


"And nobody does anything dangerous with this information?" 


"What could they do? There's no way for people to feasibly make it 
without some seriously advanced technology, and at that point they 
would be known by every bigwig out there. Like, gee, sure you can 
try to manufacture some supermaterial through advanced technology, 
but when Big Government starts a'knocking to keep an eye on you, 
you can't exactly use it for anything suspicious can you?" 


"I-" There's the sound of breaking glass. 


The man's just crouched at the broken window, before standing up 
and chucking a brick of something Doofenshmirtz's way. "Got your 
fuckin' rent, Doof!" 


He catches it. A stack of cash, wrapped up in bands. "Thanks!" 


"Hello Mystery Mink! And Ciao! Tell Drac he still owes me my 
money!" 


"Oh for the love of-" Dr. Doof rushes off to the second window broken, 
now for the man's exit, and starts to yell. "-FOR THE LAST TIME I 
DON'T KNOW WHO DRAC IS!" 


Nezu blinks. "...Who was that?" 


"Oh, someone that rents one of my apartments." He turns around, 
tossing the cash up and down in his hand. "Not even enough to cover 
the windows, but I just call for insurance to fix 'em and let Norm do 
the actual labor work. You know how expensive high-rise windows 
are?" 


"Ohohoh! That is devilish. But I believe we've overstayed our 
welcome?" 


"Ehh, probably. Police pop in after that usually so we should probably 
leave." 


You spend a good... seven, eight hours on the whole ‘learning about 
Meta materials'? And you have a very, very special boss to thank, 
who has made you so very happy by having some documents he can't 
legally have! 


"So by using Zeyd-Cloth as a common base, they're making durable 
spandex double as armor. That's better than one what they do in MY 
world, I'll tell you that much." 


"Is that so? So that... superhuman, he was not wearing any armor?" 


You shrug. "Probably under the clothes. He's a bit of a kooky guy, but 
also one of the more sensible about what they do!" 


"He didn't exactly act sensible, so that gives me little faith about your 
society!" 


"You know, fair. Rude, but fair. Anyway, Zeyd-Cloth." You look at the 
anatomical data, plus the stress-tests and recoded limits of the 
material with a frown. "I'm gonna be honest, I think they're 
underselling what it's capable of, even in here." 


Nezdu frowns. "What do you mean by that?" 


"I mean that there's definitely something odd about this. And about 
the other materials too! Look, then there's Titanite, which also seems 
odd!" You point to the whiteboard on your left, a table of various 
datapoints written out in your spidery script. "The description is 
along the lines of ‘enhancer via compression and replacement of 
metal’ but it's a stone material, which means there's gotta be some 
major additional properties there that they're either not covering or 
not aware of!" 


"I assume you're intending on figuring them out?" 
"Even if I lose sleep over it, YES." 


The Mink laughs. "Oh, that's going to be a beautiful thing to see. Do 
you mind compiling whatever you find different in the 
documentation?" 


"What kind of scientist would I be if I didn't?! Of course!" 
"Then I should take my leave. Do take care of yourself, Dr. Doof!" 


You reach a hand out. "Oh, before you go! I uh... recently was 
informed about how Ectoplasm was short-changed for his prosthetics. 
I'm going to show them why they don't do that to Team Amputee. 
Should I invite Ectoplasm to that?" 


He pauses to think. "Good to see you're inviting me first thing. As for 
him... How about I talk to him about it? If he's interested, I'll bring 
him your way. When are you starting?" 


"I dunno... Tomorrow?" 


"Oh, excellent! See you tomorrow afternoon." He walks out, and your 
mind's gears turn with Meta materials and Vengeance. 
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Ectoplasm refuses to join the Vengeance. 
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But if anything, this makes him like Doof more. 


[Tamashiro Shiwatanabe - Ectoplasm, The Necro Hero] 


After Aizawa had left, Ectoplasm resumed his efforts in grading. 


Which is to say, he let the algorithm he carefully put together years 
prior do the work he wasn't needed to manually check and got back 
to his actual checks. 


All the completed exams were scanned for easy accessibility online, 
and with file editing being a breeze and a simple 'check' for some of 
the answers made it far, far easier to go through the individual exams 
to some music he put on through his phone. 


It wasn't what he'd usually listen to, but Power Loader suggested it 
and his fellow Pro Hero had some solid tastes. Tamashiro was more... 
'Classic' Rock than the techno-mechanical Rock that he was listening 
to. He wasn't the best with music genres, but that's what it sounded 
like. 


Still, it helped him pump through the lazy work and finish his part 
before sundown. The algorithm needed some check-ups for the 
'maybe' category of things, which Ectoplasm took care of before 
sending the spreadsheets to Nezu and closing his laptop. 


That laptop was an old, battered thing, but it was durable as hell, 
didn't lag or stutter, and doubled as a Bludgeon a few times over the 
years. It also fit into a suitcase, if only barely, and had a solid 
chargetime, so he couldn't exactly complain about it being big and 
hefty when that was exactly the kind of thing Ectoplasm wanted out 
of his devices. 


Robust. Durable. Effective. 


After he left U.A. for the day, he spent some time in the streets, 
interrupting and interfering in two robberies, stopping a fight from 
starting, and assisting someone who was drugged to a police station, 
all belongings intact. 


Then, he went home, took off his costume, and went into the shower. 


...It was odd, feeling the water drip down the prosthetics. Not in the 
sense of it feeling wrong; no, it felt exactly like he still had skin. And 


that was the odd part. 


Twenty years he went without sensation below the tops of his thighs, 
just phantom feelings barely there that he desperately reached for and 
could never truly have. It was a terrible thing, because it left him 
twitchy and paranoid at all times because his prosthetics, as good as 
they are, always left him unsure if he was injured or not, because 
both false touches and the lack of said feeling left the Pro Hero 
splitting focus between his work and his legs. 


The water was important; it grounded that feeling, it grounded the 
fact that he could feel again, it grounded that it wasn't a phantom 
feeling anymore, it grounded that none of this was fake, that what 
Heinz-San had done was real. 


He would have to take them off to clean the points where prosthetic 
met flesh, but that wasn't an issue beyond Tamashiro being hesitant 
to take off what had been so good for him. 


Of course he did it anyway, it had to be done for his health. 


Soon after, he cleaned up and went to bed, and had comfortable 
dreams. 


Ectoplasm woke up, swung to the side, and following his ordinary 
routine, connected up to his prosthetics yet again. 


It took a few seconds each for the connection to 'click', the apparent 
bioelectricity in his body racing through the conduit touching the 
nerves on his thigh stubs before cycling through and ‘turning on’. 


The rest of his morning consisted of some more music, light stretches, 
sufficient water, a protein bar, and a timer to get to U.A. on foot. He 
bounced and leaped from his homefront, hurrying into the street and 
getting going through the traffic of people and vehicles alike. 


...Despite making the most of the gift Heinz-San gave him, he felt... 
sorry, about asking him to design it the same down to the paint job. 


There was a valid reason for his request; namely, Support Equipment 


production required the producer have a License. A Company or Hero 
License that Japan recognized. It was blatantly obvious Heinz-San 
didn't have one, he took plenty offense to what he saw in Japan and 
the lack of License would easily go on that list. His unfamiliarity also 
implied a distinct lack of time for him to have been giving the 
affirmation for such a legal requirement, technically making the 
prosthetics Ectoplasm was wearing illegal. 


However, there was no real way to prove that given that the current 
ones were literally identical in all aesthetic aspects, and the company 
itself wouldn't possibly want to risk calling him out about this. 


Every day he was increasing his maximum speed with how his 
prosthetics moved, getting more and more comfortable with the far 
higher limit these had and figuring out how to improve upon his 
previous techniques and mobility, adjusting day after day. It was like 
his algorithm, learning, noting down, improving, always reaching for 
a sense of perfection and efficiency. 


And every day he was getting closer to it. With his old prosthetics, It 
took him fifteen minutes at full speed. Now? Now it took Seven. 


Today he got it down to 6:51. 


Once he actually made it to U.A., however, he found something odd. 
Nezu was at the front entrance. If he's there, then something's up. 
",..Good morning, Principal." 

"Good morning, Ectoplasm!" 

"I assume you want to talk?" 

He smiles a familiar smile. "Yes. In fact, I was waiting for you!" 

The smile of Nezu when he's plotting. "Would you like if I carry you?" 


"Yes, please." He spreads his arms and Ectoplasm picks him up, 
setting him on the shoulder. "It's quite exhausting to keep standing on 


my legs. Do you think Heinz-San could change out my legs for shiny 
metal replacements?" 


So he knows. Not exactly surprising. The Pro Hero bounces once, twice, 
then leaps forwards. "I think you'd be better suited for a mech, if 
anything. Nobody wants to cuddle with a plush that has metal legs." 


"The Folly of Man will be their undoing!" The Principal says, tone 
unflinchingly cheery and friendly, saying unnerving things with the 
casualness of discussions on the weather. 


"Heh. You ever think Man is into it? Fucking themselves over's a 
pastime at this point." It was a nice little niche for the two, the 
unnerving conversations and the dark humor being a point of 
similarity for them both. They both laughed as they approached the 
Principal's office. 


Even if it's less of a joke for the Principal than it is for me. 


Ectoplasm deposits Nezu onto the couch, sitting opposite of him 
while glancing at the newer coffee table between them. It was freshly 
filled with printed documents, some of which were... brow raising. "I 
assume this is the topic of discussion?" 


"You'd be correct." He leans in, grabbing the hot-looking mug beside 
the documents. He dyed it bright red, the drama-loving predator. "How 
much do you know about Takaharu-Moji Support Industries?" 


"The company that made my prosthetics. Not much beyond the fact 
they make Support Gear for all sorts of Heroes, usually medically- 
necessary ones." If he's bringing it up, then he has either a plan or a Plan 
for them. 


Nezu grins, his carnivorous fangs poking out. "Oh, don't give me that 
look! I'm not the one with the Plan here. Dr. Doof was a little... 
insulted, by what they made you." 


His eyes widened. "Heinz-San is doing this?" 


"He's been at it since he woke up two hours ago." 


Two hours ago? He was awake from Five AM? "And these documents..." 


"They're his research, yes. Company Information, Legal Troubles, 
Court Cases, Rumors and more. He started on Finances about twenty 
minutes ago. I told him I'd look into everything he found and both 
triple-check it and try to find any secondary data. Thus far he's been 
as thorough than I would be, in some cases moreso." 


It is extremely rare for Nezu to admit to someone having superior 
intellect, even in private. "I see. But... I'd like to sit this one out." 


He blinks. "Really?" 


"Absolutely." Ectoplasm's grin widens. "I want whatever you cook up 
to be surprise. After things go public and the news goes wild, do fill 
me in." 


. | | | 


"HAHAHAHAHAHHAHAH! Oh, let it be known that I love that. I'll be 
sure to give you the play by play once it's done!" 


"I suppose I should leave to let you prepare. Do you need anything 
else?" 


"Oh no no, I'm quite good! If you want to do anything, teach those 
remedial students something practical today. I'll send the documents 
Dr. Doof compiled of them all so you can get right to it." 


"Practical, you say? ...Yes, I have something in mind. I know you'll 
have a good day, Nezu." 


"And so will you!" 


...90. 


Takaharu-Moji Support Industries. Primary focus is 'Support Gear' for 
those with physical disabilities, but they do general 'Support Gear' as 
well, usually to support 'those with dangerous Quirks’. In other 
words, they produce accessibility equipment for those that need it the 
most. 


That is the first red flag. 


Digging deeper told you more. The company propped up as a 
subsidiary of 'Feel Good Incorporated' about thirty-seven years back, 
and that led to the various details of a massive medical company 
having no small number of behind-the-scenes issues, yet there are no 
clear PR problems. In fact, there was a Publishing Firm actively 
pushing the limited good points you could find while staunchly 
ignoring the latter. 


So you file that away for later, and return to your current search. Two 
more Flags. 


Feel Good Incorporated is a Corporation focused on the production of 
medicine, medical aids, and various civilian-oriented supports. There 
are several Subsidiaries, one of which supplying Heavy-Duty 
Machinery for the Construction Industry and several others for 
Medicine, Mobility Aids, Painkillers, Depressants, and Hallucinogens. 
They have extensive reach across Japan and have a slight reach into 
both the Russian and North American markets. 


T.-M.S.I. is the only Subsidiary with a 'Support Gear' focus, which is 
both good and bad. The rest of the company would need a more 
thorough Subsidiary-by-Subsidiary search to see if there's any 
additional issues therein, but that's for another time, possibly next 
week, maybe later given the sheer size of the company. 


Putting that frustration aside, the subsidiary has dealt with a 
multitude of lawsuits, focusing on damaged prosthetics and issues 
regarding their warranties. Atop of that was attempted civil suits 
about the cost of their ‘Support Gear’ being too high, which was 
struck down for reasons you can't actually find. Yet another Red Flag 
for the pile. 


One scandal in particular stands out: claims that they were diluting 
the Meta material Alloys in their products. But you can't find any 
immediate information on the subject. Not only infuriating, but also 
the fifth Red Flag. 


Anyway... while there's nothing obvious on the finances, you're sure 
that if you had someone more tax-savvy and aware of Japan's laws on 
the subject you could actually glean something from the numbers, 
but you just shunt those off to Nezdu the Mink with a 'I Got Nothing’ 
and move on. 


So you start hacking into the servers... and find that they've got some 
protections. Ones that actually give you trouble! 


But you're not a slouch; you hacked into the O.W.C.A.! You can hack 
into some two-bit subpar corporation that's treating their own 
customers like garbage no problem! 


...It takes about two hours before you crack everything, encryption 
included, and drag out your prize. 


They ARE diluting their metals, so that's something to use here, but 
not only that; the designs they're using for the products... they're also 
in here. And they're all under or overengineered. 


You're not stupid, you know the tells of those from working with 
LOVEMUFFIN and developing Inators both when sleep deprived and 
when working on something of Extreme Importance, so to you it's 
clear as day. 


Sometimes they do it to deliberately add materials to the product and 
inflate cost artificially, other times to make it cheaper to manufacture 
without making it 'seem' structurally compromised. Add in a 
warranty that's void if they look into the tech and planned 


obsolescence via the enhanced wear and tear, and suddenly you have 
an extremely Monstrous and profitable business model. 


Got you, you money-grubbing pieces of useless garbage! 


There's a LOT you can do now that you have their server data, which 
includes where they're manufacturing it and storing their Meta 
Materials and more, but that's for later. Now you're gonna look at 
another loose end. 


The Publishing Company, Shoowaysha Publishing, is ran by an odd 
woman with an odder catchphrase. 


"Face-to-Face is the best way to win the Race!' ...Of Gossip and so- 
called Journalism. Wow, good job, you sold your soul by lying about 
one of the most irritating things just for a bigger paycheck. 


...Or maybe they made her something? Every article you've looked 
into has stated that the subsidiary had the License to make 'Hero- 


Level Support Gear', which means that if she's covering for THEM, 
they likely also made HER something in turn. 


But she doesn't seem to NEED any medical assistance... maybe just 
finances then. 


You send that to Nezdu too, marking out your troubles with it. 


Then... 


Feel Good Incorporated has several Executive Board Members, so you 
can't really single one out as a problem. 


Previously there were five, but there are currently only four of them, 
but what you know of each of them is... extremely varied. 


The first, the one that left off to go do politics and is very public, is 
Koku Hanabata. He's a politician... in the HEARTS AND MINDS 
PARTY?! Oh BOY does that sound absolutely Wrong. There's only ONE 
group that ever said those words in that order and that requires talking 
about United States Politics. NO THANK YOU. 


The second is Tomoyasu Chikazoku. All you have is an image of him 
coming from a meeting in the company. 


Third is Geten Tura, the fourth is Tohru Adachi, and the fifth is 
Masayoshi Shido, who you DO find a portrait of surprisingly. 


There's... basically nothing on any of them. No names or numbers, 
and given how it was actually DIFFICULT for you to go after a 
Subsidiary... they might actually be a problem to search into. You 
might catch the attention of someone or something if you did so, or 
maybe they don't store the data you want where you'll search and 
mess up the whole thing. 


... You're very, very annoyed and want to just destroy it all. But you 
can't do that. You promised Vanessa you'd try this 'Hero' thing out, 
and you're not going to go around indiscriminately taking down all of 
these annoying things. 


Instead you're gonna do it highly discriminately! 


The question is: How? 


You spend a bit longer to comb through what you did get, data wise, 
and realize that the only thing you can really sift through for a 
chance at new information is every single documented piece of 
equipment. Which... yeah, no, you're not going to do that. That's a bit 
too much to try and dig through when you have no idea what 
Japanese Patent Law is like, let alone if there is anything there for 
‘Support Gear'. So instead of doing that yourself, you instead decide to 
send Nezdu the Mink an email that you're gonna grab lunch and 
come back, but that you hit the end of what you can do here and 
want his feedback and recommendations for ‘highly discriminate 
action’. 


Oh, and a note about the files about the 'Support Gear'! If you can't 
do it, maybe he can? 


Then you're off for lunch. 


--U.A-- 


[Olivia White - Mistborn, The Smoky Heroine] 


Almost everyone in the class was tired from the surprise morning P.E. 
thanks to Ectoplasm, and the offered ‘lunch break' was taken with no 
small amount of enthusiasm. 


Olivia was... well, she couldn't feel tired in the same way an ordinary 
person does. Being made of smoke doesn't really match up, after all. 
She felt heavy. 


It makes it hard for her to really do much, is the issue. Hard to move 
around, hard to articulate her limbs and fingers through the suit, 
hard to do anything physical. She knew that pulling out of the suit 
would 'help' because it keeps her head from thinking about latching 
on... but that's not a good idea. 


She didn't know how everyone would react if she did that, and she 
didn't want to risk it. So instead of feeling better, she reeled herself 
and her feelings sink exactly how she felt she was, focusing less on 


that and more on the sensation of her form suffused to the suit. 


Ectoplasm went through the idea of ‘parkour’, or efficient movement 
through urban sprawl or ‘other difficult terrain’. That there were 
many ways to get through these environments or places, and that 
some were much faster than others given one can properly make use 
of the right skills or observations to do so. 


Bleeding off impacts, rolling with a fall, knowing how to jump for 
good distance or height, wall climbing, balance, chaining it 
together... He was extremely thorough, using his copies to teach each 
student one-on-one. 


"Why are you teaching us this, Ectoplasm-Sensei?" 


He half hums, half whistles. "Why am I teaching something that's 
important to a Hero's education?" 


"... You teach Third Years, don't you?" 
"What's wrong with helping a little earlier?" 


Nothing, but who's been there to do that so far? "Because you haven't 
before." 


"You want an actual reason then?" He barks a laugh. "Hienz-San wants 
you all to do well. He might not be teaching you physically, but he's made 
his stance on the matter known." 


"You're doing this... because of Dr. Doofenshmirtz?" 


"If you want to think about it that way. Now come on, we don't have 
much time to work on this." 


It was surprising just how much the teacher was changing just by 
being there. Even if it's a temporary thing, Dr. Doofenshmirtz has 
been... nice. 


Extremely nice. 


So when she sees him pass in to grab lunch, she gets out of her 
mental rut, calls out, and waves to him. 


And with a wide smile, he excitedly waves back. 


--U.A-- 


When you get back to your lab, Principal Nezdu's already there! "Ah, 
Dr. Doof. I'm sorry to say but I reached conclusions similar to your 
own." 


"Ah... You have?" 


He nods. "The entirety of your research efforts has left some clear 
marks for concern... but I'm assuming your current line of logic is to 
rob the company blind and expose them simultaneously?" 


"I mean what else am I supposed to do? I told Vanessa I'd at least try 
not doing things Evil, which means I have to actually target them 
rather than just aim... wherever!" You throw your hands in into the 
air. 


"I never said your mentality is wrong, Dr. Doof! In fact, it would be 
fitting to say I'm partial to more destructive efforts even if others 
disagree. But still, I have some ideas I can share." 


You tilt your head. "Oh? Like what?" 


"The reporter. Odds are she has information that we can use, but in 
going for such a route you'd have to delay your vengeance a week or 
longer." 


...Waiting? Really? "Hold on! Let me think..." Literally anything is 
better than giving them another week. 


"Consider it, please. Another week means more time to get a more 


comprehensive and destructive plan rolled out. Which in turn, this 
would grant opportunities for some truly impressive mass robbery 
and destruction." 


But..! He's missing the point! Then it takes another week! That gives 
them another week of profits, another week of getting away with it. 


PLAN WORKS: WRITE IN PROPER PLANS HERE! — Voting closed — 


45 voters 
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Inevitable. 


"Okay... I MIGHT have something." You move to the First-Dimension 
Inator, hurrying up and typing away the access code for your own 
world. "I made a few things in my time being EEEEVIL that can make 
this faster!" 


Nezdu blinks. "Faster? I don't believe that was the issue, but-" 


"Speed is always an issue! They need to taste revenge sooner rather 
than later, and I can't really do that without being fast!" 


The portal opens and you hurry on through. "Welcome back Sir!" 


"Yeah yeah Norm, you know where the primary module for the 
Wrapped Up In A Nice Little Bow-inator is?" 


"Cubby 222-A Sir!" 
"Got it, and take out your Propaganda Font module!" 


"Up to no good today Sir?" 


"You could say that~! Now come on!" While he walks off, you hurry 
off to your various drawers and cubbies sorting away and grab the set 
of interconnected circuit boards and hard drive before you swing 
around to Nezdu directly in front of you. 


He's frowning. "What exactly are you planning, Dr. Doof?" 


"Oh, nothing much! Just grabbing some important pieces for the 
plan." 


"You intend to move forward with the plan?" 


"Not quite~! You see, I made some interesting tools in the past. The 
first, a font that any human being who reads it would follow with 
absolute conviction!" You lean in, whispering conspiratorially. "It's 
bold and has lots of serifs." 


Nezdu blinks. Then blinks again. "You made a mind control font?" 


You wave him off. "Oh don't worry, it doesn't work on animals! And 
can't be traced! No offense." 


",,.Hah. Hahahah! HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA" 


Inhales 


Agri 
"HAHAHAHAHAH! Why are we laughing?" 
"Malicious Laughter!" 
"Shut it Norm!" You take the offered module that was removed from 


Norm's body, walking back towards the portal. "Principal, you 
coming?" 


He's still laughing by the time you make it to the other side. 


",,.So uh, are you okay now?" 
"Hahah, hah, yes. Yes. Please explain your plans in detail?" 


You clap your hands. "Okay SO! I can bait the Journalist for a 
meeting somewhere with some fake gossip, I've written weirder 
things for better bait before and I have a group I can be petty about 
at the same time. So here's what I'm going to do. First, I'm gonna 
modify this thing for Japanese because it was made for English. 
Second, I'm going to let you work out a time and a place some time 
tonight while I modify the Wrapped Up In A Nice Little Bow-inator 
for a handheld, limited use Ray. Then I'm gonna ask you get me 
dropped off secretly at Deika City to destroy the factories and steal 
their material supplies." 


"I see. Can I be the one to write the letter? I have... let's say thorough 
experience writing legal documentation." 


You shiver. "You remind me of Charlene when you talk like that. 
Don't." 


"Hah! No promises are made, Dr. Doof!" 


"Anyway! I need to get started on writing the gossip email to her 
address. Do you know a nice and fancy restaurant to send her to?" 


The grin he makes has you matching him. "Oh, do I." 


--U.A-- 


[Chitose Kizuki - Curious, Co-Leader of the Meta Liberation Army] 


Work was so dull today! Nothing juicy, nothing fresh! Everything that 
was juicy was squeezed dry, and that means the only thing Curious 
can even do is wait. 


Then, like an angel falling from above, her assistant! Her beautiful, 
amazing, coffee and email-bringing assistant! "Kizuki-San, Kizuki-San! 
This is huge! Check the latest flagged!" 


" 


She pulls out her phone with a smirk. "Oh? What's got you so... so... 


From: [DISPOSABLE EMAIL] 

To: C.Kizuki@cmail.com 

Topic: Information on the HC's Posterboy 
Good Afternoon, Kizuki-San! 


I'm a bit of a private investigator looking into both malicious and 
underhanded efforts by the Hero Commission and their top heroes! 
Normally I'd investigate things like discrimination within the top Heroes 
and problems with glory hounds... but I've found a rabbit hole that, if 
enough eyes could be brought upon it, could drag down the Hero 
Commission Posterboy while ripping into their vicious efforts to control the 
populace! It might even be enough to take over the ENTIRETY of Japan! 


Meet me at Kofu's Mon Calamari at 9:30 PM. The reservation will be 
under the name ‘Athena’. If you want a slice of my proof~, take a look! 


Sincerely, One betrayed by the Wings of Heroism. 


There was a photograph of the #3 Hero, Hawks... taking a stack of 
Cash from a tattooed man with a suitcase. Holy fuck. Holy. FUCK. "... 
Nobody is allowed to keep any record of this email except for me. 
This CANNOT leak before I'm finished. Do you understand?" 


She salutes like a good little assistant, yes she is! "Yes, Kizuki-San!" 


Curious snaps her head to another person in the office, raising her 
voice for all to hear. "Get me a cab ready for 5:30, now. I'm going to 
Kofu tonight and I'm not coming back for at least a day and as long as 
a week! We've hit the best jackpot I could ever imagine!" 


It takes a few hours to take both cab and train to make it to Kyoto, 
but Curious isn't deterred. No, no no no. 


She's ready to explode with excitement. That photograph, it gave her 
the kind of high that she couldn't put to words. Imagine what secrets 
she's about to uncover..! 


Without so much as a care, she got around the normal line of one of 
the fanciest restaurants in the country and right up to the VIP line. 
"Reservation?" 


"Athena." 


The bodyguard blinks, eyes wide, before quickly ushering her inside. 
It's time to get to the bottom of this! 


A waiter leads her on to one of the many private rooms before 
backing off, and she walks right in! 


... There's two glasses, a fancy bottle of strong red wine, and a letter 
in an envelope. 


"Interesting..! Not a face-to-face, but perhaps this little paper can 
shed some light?" Or maybe they went to take a leak? Eh, don't care. 
"I'm a greedy girl, time to read!" 


She thumbs open the letter, looking at the Kanji with a frown. And 
begins to read. 


Good Evening! Please, get comfortable and turn off your phone. Pour 
yourself a glass of wine, there's much to read and plenty of information 
I'm going to give. Don't forget this letter though, be sure to read it to the 
end and never forget what I wrote! 


Curious stumbles out of the restaurant, drunk off her ass, before 
walking to the nearest storm drain and dropping the paper in her 
hand, kicking it down there to assure it's well and truly gone. 


--U.A-- 


"We can't get a hold of Curious." 
Re-Destro blinks. "What do you mean?" 


Skeptic bows his head. "She was given a lead that she pulled a copy 
of and wiped from her own email address, following the usual purge 
instructions. I have no idea what she's doing or where she's went 
aside from being somewhere in Kofu." 


"It must have been something serious to get her attention." Re-Destro 
cups his chin in thought, frowning. "But there's no controversial or 
big-target heroes in Kofu outside of Wash. Trumpet, have you heard 
any political waves forming over there?" 


"No, sir." 


"Unfortunate. Send our more discreet agents over, we need to know 
what's going on." 


--U.A-- 


"Where the hell is she?! We need her for the damn press conference!" 


"I don't know! She hasn't responded to any of us!" Tohru Adachi was 
clutching his face, teeth gritted hard enough he could swear his gums 
were bleeding. "We're cooked at this rate." 


"I wouldn't say that." Masayoshi Shido is frowning, glaring at his 
phone like it's failed him for the umpteenth time. "We'll need 
someone else to go out and talk in her place." 


Adachi's snarl deepens. "If we do that now, we're fucked even harder; 
our usual staunch leading reporter's nowhere to be seen, which 
screams 'this is even worse than it looks' to anyone with a single 
braincell!" 


Skeptic steps into the room, and the growing argument instantly falls 
silent. "...She's been located. Currently nursing an unexpected and 
particularly strong hangover, on her way to the destination." 


"She got drunk? What the hell happened?!" 


"She was played like a fiddle, her normal wine drugged by the so- 
called P.I. that claimed to have information for her. She's unharmed 
thankfully, but all of this was likely bait for the leak." 


Shido's stare bores into Skeptic. "Where is she now?" 


"On her way to the conference, getting coached about what happened 
with the-" Skeptic's phone rings. "Yes? ... Understood." 


"Re-Destro!" 


His voice was pained as he spoke, but the words were chilling. "The 
situation's gone from bad to worse. Geten just confirmed there was a 
comprehensive sabotage of every single factory in Deika City with 
association to Feel Good Incorporated." 


The color from every person's face paled. "...What?" 


"We have a saboteur in our midst, of that there is no doubt. Words 
cannot express my grief over the current situation..." 


There's a beat of silence as the sound of something shattering is 
caught from the other end. "...And my fury." 


--U.A-- 


[Tensei lida - Turbo Hero: Ingenium] 
This... wasn't what he was planning to do today. 


Team Idaten was built to be a coordinated-response Agency focused 
on getting to the scene fast and taking down dangers to the populace 
faster. There is no 'set' of specific teams; everyone is trained to work 
with everyone, both on and off the job. Cooperation was paramount, 
as was specialization. 


Being in the backroom of an up-and-coming press conference for a 
corporation that's being challenged for cheating Heroes from what 
they need to do their job is not Tensei's specialty. 


In fact, it was the last place he wanted to be; if he wasn't explicitly 
asked to, he wouldn't have ever come. 


He looks in the mirror of the room, taking off his helmet and 
checking himself over. 


Why did both the U.A. Principal and detective Tsukauchi want a reporter 
of all things protected? Ah... Whatever she has to say, Ill make sure she's 


safe and sound. 


He puts his helmet back on just before the door opens. 


",.. You're Ingenium. Right?" 


He nods. "That's correct ma'am." 


Instantly, she's bowing heavily. "Then I'm in your care! Please take 
care of me after the Conference." 


This... I wasn't told about this! 


--U.A-- 


A widescreen television plays the current affairs for all seated to 
observe. 


"The conference is about to start ladies and gentlemen, the CEO of 
Takaharu-Moji Support Industries standing to answer questions from the 
various reporters." 


"Come on Curious, pull us through." 


The CEO Points to the first reporter. "Miss... Kizuki-San, you have the 
floor." 


"Thank you! Ahem. Considering there have been multiple, cascading 
disasters for the company in the span of a day, you have my sympathy... 
or you would, if there wasn't evidence to support the claims." 


"Wha-!" 

"That's not on script, what the fuck is she doing?!" 

"I don't know!" 

"Approximately three years ago, you struck down Hatsume Corporation's 
attempts to spring up after the company sued you for dilution of Meta 
Materials. Said company never recovered from what you did despite being 
correct. Isn't that right?" 


"T-I-[-!" 


Despite the uproar of those around her, she doesn't stop. "That's not all. 
There are quite a few other individual-by-individual cases you also buried! 


Yoroi Musha, X-Less, Water Hose... The last of which have died recently, 
you know, leaving behind a young boy. If they had better gear to support 
their Quirks, if your company was less greedy, wouldn't they still be 
alive?" 


"What in the fuck." 
"How can you-?" 


"Then there's the fact you've been spotted at several notorious Soap lands 
in the media; considering you're using the money of those who trusted you 
to take care of them, how do you feel about your betrayal of those that 
needed the help most?" She looks around. "I think I've said my piece. I'll 
leave the mic here and take my leave." 


--U.A-- 


[Naomasa Tsukauchi - Detective, Lie-Detector] 


The only reason the Detective isn't asleep is the jumbo-sized espresso 
he's been drinking since 6AM. 


A random as hell cabin house west of Mito and the eastern coast was 
not where Tsukauchi was intending to go, but considering that 
principal Nezu claimed the information would be worthwhile he shut 
up and made the trip here in an undercover armored car. ...After 
grabbing the coffee and a baker's dozen of donuts. 


The first thing he finally gets eyes on is an approaching off-roader 
and a cloud of dust. Then he catches both the telltale coloration of 
the woman he's waiting on and Ingenium driving her. Okay... 


What's not okay is the fact that Ingenium is shaking when he stops the 
car. "What happened?" 


",,.I think she'll tell you exactly what she told me." Truth. 
"About?" 


He pauses, looking at the box in Tsukauchi's hands. "Can I get a 


donut?" 


Ingenium is a health nut, what the hell did she say? "Uhh... Glazed, 
Sprinkles, Filled? I also got a french cruller in here." 


"Just a glazed, please." 
",,.Ma'am, do you want a donut?" 
She winces, but shakes her head with a smile. "No thanks." 


"Well if you change your mind let me know. Mind stepping inside the 
cabin and taking a seat?" 


"Sure thing!" 


The two of them watch her leave. "...So what did she tell you, 
exactly?" 


--U.A-- 


"This is some truly unprecedented initiative for Shigaraki. But even 
I'm a little lost as to how this helps push forward villainy; it's done 
the opposite." 


"My Master... Shigaraki hasn't left." 
"My Master?" 


"Ahahaha. Ahahahaahah! Oh, I see, I see! As he might say, a new 
player has joined this little game! There's much to prepare, Kurogiri. 
Tell Shigaraki that he should learn from this." 


",,.He's going to destroy something if I tell him that." 


"He needs to hear it." 


"And if he dusts my bar counter?" 
"You reserve the right to feed him Garaki's cooking." 


Kurogiri shudders before leaving the faceless All for One to his own 
devices. 


--U.A-- 


[Naomasa Tsukauchi - Detective, Lie-Detector] 


He glances to the distantly-seated and dumbly-smiling visage of 
Chitose Kizuki through the cabin window. "How?" 


Nezu smiled. "It's a bit of a story." Truth. 
"I'm all ears, because what the hell." 


"It started with Dr. Doof finding a nugget of information. Again." 
Truth. 


"How?! Once is an accident, twice is a coincidence, this is a pattern." 


The Principal snorts, before taking a sip from his thermos. "Ectoplasm 
saw his prosthetics and consulted Dr. Doof about his own." Truth. 


"So he looked into the company because what he heard from 
Ectoplasm or saw from the prosthetics didn't make sense?" 


"That's correct." Truth. 
"What happens from there?" 


"Well, Dr. Doof decided to do some extra digging... and found a 
connection between Kizuki-San and Feel Good Incorporated." Truth. 


"How does that get her to come here so... compliant? There's several 
missing links." 


He gives a predatory smile. "Chase photoshopped Hawks taking 
money from a Yakuza and Dr. Doof made an email claiming to be a 
Private Investigator that needed a publisher to help them." Truth. 
"She took the bait and went where she was told to in the email." 
Truth. "When she got there, all that was there for her was a letter that 
I wrote." Truth. 


That implies... Nezu, you didn't! "Was there blackmail of any kind 
within the letter's contents?" 


"No." Truth. 


"Did you use something as leverage or offer her anything in that 
letter?" 


"No." Truth. 

"What. Was in. That letter?" 

"Only something I wrote to convince her to do this." Truth. 

"Did it involve any sort of threats, be they material or otherwise?" 
"No." Truth. 

"Did Dr. Doof write it?" 


"No, Dr. Doof only wrote the email." Truth. "In fact, I am the sole 
author of the letter." Truth. 


"Can you tell me what was on it?" 

"No." False. 

The Detective takes a deep breath. "Why not?" 

His smile widens. "Because the contents are too dangerous." Truth. 
",,.Who knows what was on that letter?" 

"Me and her." Truth. 


"Where is the letter?" 


"Destroyed beyond recognition." Truth. 


".,.Fuck me, Nezu. You scare me sometimes. She's in your custody 
and U.A.'s safety, but odds are they're going to send her to Tartarus 
with the information she has." 


"T'll work it out with the Prime Minister!" Truth. 


"Good. I'm heading off to the station... just, just keep me posted, 
okay?" 


"I can only promise to try." Truth. 


= Ue 


[Nezu - Mink in Mouse's Clothing] 


...Hook. Line. And Sinker. 


Dr. Doof loomed over him. "...So uh, are you okay now?" 


No. But I will be, and they won't be. "Hahah, hah, yes. Yes. Please 
explain your plans in detail?" 


He claps in excitement. "Okay SO! I can bait the Journalist for a 
meeting somewhere with some fake gossip, I've written weirder 
things for better bait before and I have a group I can be petty about 
at the same time. So here's what I'm going to do. First, I'm gonna 
modify this thing for Japanese because it was made for English. 
Second, I'm going to let you work out a time and a place some time 
tonight while I modify the Wrapped Up In A Nice Little Bow-inator 
for a handheld, limited use Ray. Then I'm gonna ask you get me 
dropped off secretly at Deika City to destroy the factories and steal 
their material supplies." 


There's a distinct... feeling, going through Nezu at this current 


moment. "I see. Can I be the one to write the letter? I have... let's say 
thorough experience writing legal documentation." 


He shivers, like prey. But he is not to be hunted. No, no no. "You remind 
me of Charlene when you talk like that. Don't." 


"Hah! No promises are made, Dr. Doof!" 


"Anyway! I need to get started on writing the gossip email to her 
address. Do you know a nice and fancy restaurant to send her to?" 


A hungry grin crosses Nezu's features, and Dr. Doof matches him. 
"Oh, do I." 


Would it be fair to call this power drunk'? I suppose so. He rings Power 
Loader. 


",..Principal Nezu?" 


"Afternoon, Power Loader. Could you send Chase to my office? Dr. 
Doof and I need his help." 


"Got it." 


When the line cuts, he cackles again before continuing on the 
expanding list of factors he would need to account for. 


The exact conditions which the text follows is... Complicated. Based on 
Ryo's reactions and compulsions, it makes sense to assume that it will 
work fine on Emitters and non-animal Mutants. The definition of 'work' in 
this case being that the text read is followed to the letter. 


If it says to remember something, they will remember it. 
If it says to forget something, they will forget it. 
If is says to do something, they will do it. 


If it says to Believe something, they will believe it. 


I have the power of a God. I have been Trusted with the power of a God. 


A weapon to surpass anything used prior, given freely. Because a random 
company he never knew about months ago dared to give a friend he just 
made subpar work. 


Dr. Doof is a very, very dangerous Asset, but one that agrees with my 
mentality, that understands that of a Predator. 


Ryo only believes this is the effect of a Quirk, not of something as 
mundane as technology. He will be the only one to ever know about it. 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz: You've won this war before it began. I won't let this 
ever get out. And you... 


You're not going to be in anybody else's clutches except your own. 


Several pieces are set into place. Transport, two ray weapons, and a 
timer on Dr. Doof's end. A Present, prepared access and slaving to 
several camera networks (both in Kofu and in the local prefecture), a 
falsified photograph, and a pair of spider bots on Chase's end. The 
letter and several standby reporters on Nezu's end. 


The email is sent out as the bots are hurried to Kofu by Chase, using 
a phonecall and a false voice to put in the reservation. The two bots 
enter the vents and lie in wait, hiding away as the room is reserved 
from 6PM until midnight... on Cash from those that will be coming 
by 4:30PM. 


The shifts change and the employee that glimpsed Chase's disguise 
would likely have nothing to note about him aside from clearly 
attempting to hide his identity. 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz was already on his roundabout way to the 
outskirts of Deika City by the time Nezu and Chase were heading 
back to Musutafu, giving ample time for the pieces at play to move. 


Chase gave Dr. Doofenshmirtz active monitoring assistance, while 
giving Nezu a more passive ‘observation’. 


At 6:30PM, the vent was unscrewed and the pair of bots filtered in. 
One possessed a small present wrapped in a bow; once undone, a 
bottle of fanciful wine and a pair of glasses popped out, now 
surrounded by cardboard and wrapping refuse. It focused on cleaning 
after itself. 


The other carried the letter, setting it down at just the right position 
before scuttling away into a corner to record the room for the 
remaining duration. 


By 6:40PM, there was the singular bot inside of the room; the other 
left to dispose of what it had and prepare for later cleanup. 


When she finally came to read, Nezu could not help but smile widely 
as the bot rested in perfect reading position, watching the woman 
shake as she failed to look away from the words written. 


Good Evening! Please, get comfortable and turn off your phone. Pour 
yourself a glass of wine, there's much to read and plenty of 
information I'm going to give. Don't forget this letter though, be sure 
to read it to the end and never forget what I wrote! 


Take the words in this with the clearly intended meaning in mind, 
first and foremost. 


You are, until further notice, not allowed to make use of your Quirk. 


Whenever you finish reading this page, you need to start reading the 
next. 


From this point on, you need to consider the moral stance that you 
currently hold and discard it, because it's wrong by my definition. 
Instead, you must first make note of one very, very important person. 
If he tells you something, you are to follow what he says above all 
else. Even if it goes against the words in this letter, you can trust him 
with your life and everything therein. He is Nezu of U.A. High. 


Next, there are those below them that you should follow if it does not 
go against the remainder of this letter: 


Tensei lida, Ingenium. 
#1 Pro Hero: All Might. 


Naomasa Tsukauchi, a Musutafu Detective. 


With shaking, hesitant hands, she goes to the next page. 


Take a sip of the wine without looking away. It tastes sweet, as it 
should. 


Your name is Chitose Kizuki, and you are a puppet. You are not 
allowed to voice that you are a puppet, not allowed to act or react to 
being called or described as one except for how you used to. And you 
believe that; not just because you read it. But because you know it to 
be true, don't you? Yes, yes you do. 


Take another sip like before. It tastes sour, as it should. 


Your name is Chitose Kizuki, and you used to manage Shoowaysha 
Publishing. Starting tomorrow morning, you will run it no more, 
because you will sever your ties and disappear as instructed. Like a 
good Puppet. You're happier that way, aren't you? No longer having 
to worry about things like politics and control; you'll be free as you'll 
no longer have the will to worry about it. It should make you smile. 


In fact, it's amazing to you. 


Take another sip. It's delicious, like being a good little puppet. You 
should drink a little more and enjoy that taste. 


Your name is Chitose Kizuki, and tomorrow you're going to deal with 
a press conference for Feel Good Incorporated's Subsidiary, Takaharu- 
Moji Support Industries. And you're not going to lie for them, or ask 
your usual defensive leading questions. Instead, tomorrow is the day 
you cause uproar for breaking away from your previously-established 
mold; you're going to go for the throat with your usual smile and 
gusto, then vanish from the premises. Tensei lida, Ingenium, will be 
there to take you away. Follow him like a good little puppet. 


The wine must be overwhelming. The lack of having to choose or fret 
over life makes you happy. Makes you want to leap for joy, like the 
wine. 


Oh, you're thirsty though. Refill your glass. 


Calmer hands go to the next page, holding a freshly-filled glass of 
wine. 


You cannot forget what you've read tonight, it's too important. Sear 
every last detail, from the texture of the page, to the taste of the 
wine, to the font of the kanji before your very eyes. This is 
unforgettable to you. Even in the coming haze, the content will stay 
with you until the day you die. 


But you have no memory of reading this. In fact, what you've been 
reading wasn't this letter. Someone set you up, they tricked you with 
a false lead, and you're so overwhelmed with the deception that 
you're going to get very drunk. 


Drunk on the wine, on the delicious taste of being free from choice 
ever again. 


Enjoy yourself, then remember: dispose of the letter in the sewer 
drain to the right of Mon Calamari, make sure to kick it in for good 
measure. 


Then go to wherever you were intending to sleep in at, follow the 


previous instructions to a T, and await further orders. 
Your Trusted Friend. 
:) 


With glee, Nezu watches her reach for the bottle and begin to drink, 
tears in her eyes. They were wet little after she started reading, but 
changed from terror to joy. 


Is it wrong to find a human going through suffering similar to what I had 
be unmitigatedly cathartic? Dr. Doof would say no, and Nezu would 
have to agree. 


More, more, more she drinks, the woman clearly being a lightweight. 


He watches her stumble out of the room, immensely drunk, and the 
little bot does its work, opening the vent again and shoving the 
various glass items through and away. 


He watches as she goes through the restaurant CCTV, drunken but 
with a purpose, heading towards the door. 


When Chitose kicks the letter down, it's the bot that slinked away 
earlier who grabs it, shredding it bit-by-bit before drenching the 
individual pieces in the sewer water. It would use those very sewers 
for a time, alongside the other bot, to get away scot-free. 


The first bot, using the vents, drops the glass out and into the 
alleyway, letting it shatter on the floor. While Chitose watches, 
drunkenly, dumbly. Nobody else would look twice. 


Everything went off without a hitch. In fact, it went beyond 
expectations. 


Nezu was being driven by Chase, the bot having rather impressive 
driving skills as he had shown the day prior. Soon, they would be at 
the cabin. 


Soon, he would see the fruit of his labor face to face. 


So she was a larger wealth of information after all. 


Nezu sat opposite of the dumbly-smiling woman, watching as she 
writes down every last detail in the notebook he gave her. 


She wouldn't be necessary for much longer. "I'm going to step outside, 
okay?" 


"Okay!" 


"Good girl." She preens under his words, blushing like an 
embarrassed child. Or like a dog. 


He takes one of the donuts, walking on his hind legs out of the cabin 
to look at Detective Tsukauchi. 


He drove off with only the information Nezu fed him. 
...Hook. Line. And Sinker. 


Immediately, he made the call. "Prime Minister? I have some 
important information for you regarding the Neo MLA!" 


" " 
.! 


"Yes, thanks to the efforts of U.A. Staff, myself, and the Musutafu 
Police Department, we located and have obtained a comprehensive 
transcript of mutliple major bases for the Meta Liberation cause." 


" " 
eee 


"Unfortunately, she won't be available for a trial, even a private one." 


MoM 
"There were complications. She killed herself due to guilt." 


" " 
eee 


"Don't worry, I'll make sure there's no body to find. I'll have the 
information sent to you securely by nightfall." 


"..." The call ends. 


Nezu walks back into the cabin, looking at Chitose. "I've finished 
writing!" 


"Good girl! Set it down and follow me." 


ms ee 


You stretch out, yawning awake in your comfy bed. Stumbling up 
and beginning your morning routine has you go over everything that 
happened yesterday. 


After writing (then rewriting it when you thought the whole ‘jilted Ex' 
thing might not be a good idea because you were channeling some of 
your older and dumber disagreements with Charlene, and you're not 
sharing that with anyone; Vanessa might find out!) the email and 
setting it to leave at a scheduled time, you got to work on the 
Wrapped Up In A Nice Little Bow-Inator! 


Or rather, converting it from a constant power supply into a battery- 
powered raygun. It, uh, used a lot of juice though, way more than a 
raygun like the Disintegration Ray uses... so it needed a proper 
battery pack to support it. That has you putting together a 
rudimentary bulk battery pack, something you'll have to improve in 


the coming days after you deal with this. 


You just plug the thing into Chase for a bit and work on the raygun's 
casing, then on the modifications to the existing core module. 


The first thing to go is most of the cooling array; it was huge and 
clunky, but cooling's always an issue when it comes to an Inator with 
a short cooldown. In its place you put together a smaller, streamlined 
array of cooling that would make it less ‘blast it everywhere’ and 
more ‘shoot it after a minute or so’. Not the most useful for moving 
things, but useful for stealing from several buildings, one at a time! 


Second is the charger; because you're not pulling from a constant 
power source like wiring from a wall, the capacitor and the charger 
pulling into it will both have to be redeveloped, which makes it take 
longer to charge up for a new shot the same way it takes longer to 
cool down, shrinking the size of the device in the process; it's not 
exactly difficult, just tedious. 


So much so you forget about the costume you ordered. 


The phone rings, so you pick it up! "Uh, who is this?" 


"Power Loader." There's a pained sigh. "Doof, why the hell do you need a 
brown and green Santa outfit?" 


You lie through your teeth. Nezdu the Mink said to keep this secret! 
"Ubh... A prank!" 


",.. You want a medieval Ye Olde Santa outfit, burlap sack included... for 
a Prank." 


"Yep! Just a prank." 


You can hear him staring at the phone. "...Who do you even HAVE to 
prank?" 


"You'll see." 


"Fine then, I'l get the outfit on priority." 


"Thank you!" The call ends. And now you have to make a Prank. Drat! 


The rest of your time in U.A. is spent just putting together the 
Wrapped Up In A Nice Little Bow-Inator Ray before walking out 
through a back entrance. 


You stuffed the costume into a suitcase, burlap sack included. The 
labcoat stayed home, and you just go for a simple, black T-shirt and 
your usual grey pants. 


Then you get to using taxis to go all the way to Deika City. 


It takes a few hours, which you use to check the map Chase put 
together for you plus making sure everything worked in-between 
taxis. 


When you get there, Chase handles the cameras the same way he 
handled them last time you snuck out. And like before, you're not just 
doing this just for your own Vengeance! 


That's right: It's only Sixty Percent your Vengeance! You're giving 
everyone but yourself affected by the company a big Forty Percent 
for this, even if they didn't say it; nobody likes to admit they want to 
tear down companies while in public after all! 


You switch into your Kinderlumper outfit, fake black beard and 
horned hat included. 


It was time to take away the goodies of the naughty! 


URS 


He blinks. Then blinks again. 

A roaring, guttural laugh echoes through the cave, feet stomping with 
glee. Der Kinderlumper smiles wide, jagged teeth on display, before 
flexing his Will. 


For yet another realm knows his half of Wrath. 


--U.A-- 


At first you just plan to go for the few factories and warehouses 
around that are tied specifically to Takaharu-Moji... but then Chase 
and Nezdu the Mink confirm that Feel Good Incorporated has its own 
problems that the reporter's covering. 


So it should be fine to go after those too, right? Right! 


That makes the path around the city pretty easy too! 


--U.A-- 


He flips the page, giggling like a schoolgirl as he looks to the scantily- 
clad photographs of Mt. Lady. It was a powerful quirk, and the ideas 
of someone like that, who was willing to play it up for the cameras 
without so much of a care... 


There's a dull noise, making the guard snap up and look at the 
cameras. 


...Nothing on there, everything looking just fine. 


"Huh. Must've been a pest in the vents." He licks his tongue, flipping 
the page... "Ooooooohohohohohohohohh!" 


Star and Stripe! Oh, if only she was Japanese... 


--U.A-- 


It's... what, 2 AM? 


Your burlap sack's full, the factories across town are missing every 
last piece of equipment nailed down or otherwise, their vaults and 
recorded so-called 'Support Equipment’ stolen away in USBs and 
Presents, and you get off with only a single message on the doors of 
the factories. 


Naughty Children go into the Gundersack! 


...Now to get home. Huh. Okay you didn't think this part through. 
"Hey Chase, can you come pick me up?" 


"Sure thing Dr. D! Hang ten! I need just a sec' to get you an ETA, that 
settlin' fine or too much of a jimmy rustle for you?" 


"No no that's fine, take your time." 


"Thanks!" 


"Okay! I'll be swingin' by the nearest city to Deika to your East! Check 
your phone, it's just a walk through the mountains!" 


"Oh that's easy! Good work Chase!" 


"No Prob! I exist to Serve, Dr. D!" 


You get to the trek. 


--U.A-- 


What the name of the dark, that's not just a Yokai, that's... that's a 
genuine two-horned Oni. 


The boy, following classmates and their suggestions about late-night 
hiking to see creatures in the dark, thought that at first it was a little 
far-fetched, but he wished to see if he could find one of the shadows 
to converse with about their struggles. This... this is too much for 
him to face, too dangerous for any but the greatest, for Oni do not 
back away from their foes. 


He takes a photograph and pulls away himself, knowing his strength 
to be feeble. 


The photograph is clear, and the silhouette is... just as disturbing as 
it was in person. 


It was of a giant, terrifying troll-like man, leering onwards. On his 
back was a hefty, heavy, overloaded sack or pack of shining, glinting 
specks of many of the Oni's Victims looking back at him and his 
camera. He could swear that those Souls were calling for help, even 
from afar, staring at him with pleading eyes. 


In his hand was a rounded thing, like a gourd. It was impossible to 
smell anything except for the cycle of life and death borne of Nature 
from here, but he was certain it would reek of strong spirits that only 
the hardiest of mortal men could sip from. 


The horns, swirling and curling like the large shoes beneath his 
equally-curled feet. The gaze was like pinpricks, looking ahead but 
feeling... feeling like it was watching him. Dark Shadow was too scared 
to lash out, which dampened the moment, but... 


This is by far the best Yokai hunt Tokoyami's ever experienced. 


ms ee 


You're finally back by 5 AM, take a shower, then collapse in bed by 
5:30. By 10 AM, you get up and text Vanessa a 'Good Morning! :D' 
instead of a Good Night. 


You munched on the breakfast you went to grab, a classic everything 
bagel with espresso on the side. That was... amazing. But... you're... 
forgetting somethi-oh no. 


TODAY WAS LAB DAY! 


...Oh that's great, Principal Nezdu changed the schedule around. 
You're doing it at noon! 


[Anan Kurose - Space Hero: Thirteen] 
Things have been a blur in the past few days. 


Not in the bad way, more like... a roller coaster? It was odd. 


Friday left Thirteen emotionally exhausted, but in a happy way. 


When she was younger, she was utterly terrified of hurting people 
with her Quirk, but was also afraid in general. People could be scary, 
and the easy reaction is to shy away. But then the sciences caught her 
eye, and so did puberty and the realization that she could use 
something so destructive in way that wasn't fighting. 


She always thought her arms getting heavy was her body enhancing 
itself from whatever it absorbed, which would in turn make her a 


better fighter. But... no. It was just denser. Not stronger, and harder 
to lift and move her hands, then her elbows, without using the suit. It 
was a minor augmentation built into it to originally just help her 
move or hold rubble she couldn't use her Quirk on, but it transitioned 
into helping her move her arms with how she feels like she should be 
able to. 


It scared her a little bit to be honest; would she have to wear her suit 
all the time if it became too tiring for her to lift her arms, or would 
she need to get additional medical equipment for it? It made her 
nervous to even bring it up to anyone else, so she even hid it from Dr. 
Heinz when he asked about the weight; he didn't even comment 
about it when he lifted her arm without any difficulty! 


Then the same Doctor helped reveal that she didn't just destroy, and 
years, years of hesitation and concerns and nightmares of what could 
happen left her as she watched it all just... get out. 


The Weight was gone. Her arms were normal again. Her Quirk didn't 
Destroy; it sorted and Held. It would still be dangerous, but it had 
uses beyond what she ever previously imagined. 


Principal Nezu asked her to not change her Quirk details, though, and 
he had a good reason when he asked for something so she obliged 
him. He patted her on the back, congratulating her for the realization 
thanks to Dr. Heinz, and let her keep whatever she wanted from the 
materials she ‘extruded’, or sell them back to U.A. for a high price. 


She took the Gold, Silver, and the scant few Meta Materials she 
gathered... and she wanted to do something as thanks. 


Dr. Heinz showed Anan a part of herself she never knew she had. A 
gift of some kind wouldn't be amiss. 


She spent Saturday and Sunday trying to think of what to get him, 
talking to Power Loader, Principal Nezu, even Present Mic to try and 
work something out. 


Power Loader just shrugged. "He's a wacky mystery. I have no idea 


what he'd want, honestly." Oh dear. 


Principal Nezu smiled. "Perhaps you should just ask Dr. Doof 
directly?" But that ruins the idea of a surprise! 


Present Mic laughed. "I got him some labcoats, and he loved 'em. Go 
practical!" Practical... Practical. What would be practical for him? U.A. 
is paying for his teaching supplies and his lab, so he'd need something 
outside of that. Does he have hobbies? 


Monday was the Exam day, and she sat with him and other students 
while commentating on the Quirks on display and the robots being 
used. Chase was nowhere to be seen with him, though, but after they 
left and Snipe with them, Thirteen started asking Ectoplasm some... 
questions. 


"So to surmise: He helped you with your Quirk, and I get how much 
that means to you, so you want to get him a gift?" 


"Yes. But I don't know what he likes or what to get him. Mic said he 
loved getting labcoats from him, so practical might be a good 
approach." 


Ectoplasm thinks it over, leaning back. "I'll be honest, what I'm going 
to suggest is a bit of a shot in the dark. But... we know he has a 
daughter, he shared the photos." He taps the table. "Why not the both 
of us get her a present and give it to him, let him say he got it for 
her?" 


"Isn't that a little weird? We never met her, and we don't know when 
he's meeting her again." 


"The latter's not a problem, but the former... You might be right. I 
haven't done any gift-giving in a while outside of Nezu." But all of us 
give Nezu a gift on Christmas, he always pressures that it's celebrated. 


",,.Do you know if he has any hobbies?" 


He shakes his head. "I know he likes to busy himself, and likes to talk 
with people while he works. Maybe you can talk to him, or ask if he 


has any projects he wants to talk about?" 
"That's not really a gift though... is it?" 


"Not in the traditional sense, but odds are it would be good company 
for him; people can be dealing with their own issues and troubles, 
but fail to share them without prodding. If you really want to get him 
anything material, I would say a handheld whiteboard and quality 
markers would suffice. He uses them quite a bit, so getting him one 
that's more mobile would certainly help him." 


Tuesday has Dr. Heinz too busy to talk to, so Anan just goes out and 
enjoys her day with lighter arms and a list of things to buy. 


She's never seen him out of his lab clothes, but he also likes practical 
things; she got the measurements from Mic and just grabbed a few 
simple sets of clothes. Pajamas, clothes loaded with pockets, one- 
color shirts and pants, and a pair of slippers, plus the whiteboard and 
markers. 


...She gets a promise from Nezu that he'll be the one to give Dr. 
Heinz the clothes, because she doesn't want him to take it the wrong 
way or seem overbearing or just in the case that he didn't actually 
need them; it just seems like he does because he doesn't wear 
anything different. 


The principal was really happy too, so she's sure she did the right 
thing there, even if happy means that he's going to really enjoy 
something. 


Then when Wednesday came by, she was given the heads up that the 
schedule had to change because Dr. Heinz was really busy the night 
before and needed extra rest. It was... a little disappointing, but she 
didn't complain. He also had to help with, and Anan's still floored by 
this, All Might's major injury, so she would have to wait until later in 
the day. 


That moment's just about when All Might bursts out of the lab and 


runs off, Recovery Girl chasing after him with an angry shake of her 
cane. "YOU COME BACK HERE THIS INSTANT!" 


"'M EATING A MAC AND CHEESE BURGER, AND NOBODY CAN 
STOP ME!" 


[Yagi Toshinori - All You can Eat Buffet Might] 
"Yagi, I'm not making that." 


"Come on, please! I just got the OK to eat, you can give up your 
cooking morals for once!" 


",..The fries and macaroni's on the side. I'm not budging any more 
than that." 


"You're a merciful god of the kitchen and I love you." 


He falls silent as he makes use of his Quirk, the man needing to drink 
away at the fuel lines built into the faceplate covering whatever he 
looks like. 


It's a wonder nobody's figured it out, so much so tabloids gave up on 
looking into it. Either that or he finds his privacy to be... very 
important. Yagi wouldn't put it past him, he does too. 


At the current moment, he was alone in the cafeteria outside of 
Lunch Rush and his lightning-fast cooking. And Yagi? Yagi was in a 
state of excitement. He was shaking with the knowledge of that 
upcoming nirvana, grinning the widest he had in a long, long time. 


He's not going to have to deal with his stupid morning of annoying 
tests and checkups for much longer, if any longer at all. He's not 
going to have his shitty, small meals that are medically necessary 
anymore. He's going to be able to do more with a healthy body, and 
once everything is healed up, he can start training again. 


It's hard to state how much fun it is to just punch things sometimes. 
Yagi's been doing it since middle school, even! But when he got 
injured... Punching became a sometimes thing, and only for Heroism! 


Nana always pushed the importance of dealing with Stress, and like 
his teacher he liked to fight or punch to deal with it. 


There was a lot of stress to punch away. Maybe a river needs to be a 
little wider? Or perhaps demolition work... 


Sure, he doesn't have One for All any more. But he still has time. And 
the fact he was healing... Yagi could already tell each time he was 
healthier it was increasing the effectiveness of his time. A Healthier 
Yagi meant a Longer-Lasting All Might, and a Longer-Lasting All 
Might meant more Good can be done. 


...He's still going to either make a bigger river or a new tunnel in a 
mountain. It's on his bucket list, it's been on his bucket list, and he 
might just have the time to pull it off. 


"Done." 


"Oh!" OH. OH IT'S BEAUTIFUL. 
~ 


"Three Cheeseburgers with Bacon, Ketchup, Mustard, and Extra 
Cheese, Two sides of Fries, and a Family-Sized Bowl of Macaroni and 
Cheese. Don't clog your arteries." 

"Thank you." 


",..No problem." 


It's time... 


To EAT. 


He reaches for the first burger, raising it to his lips... 


Oh whatever God may exist, take me now. I've found my paradise. 


--U.A-- 


[Anan Kurose - Space Hero: Thirteen] 


Thirteen, Recovery Girl, and Dr. Heinz are standing right outside of 
the cafeteria, listening to All Might's muffled tears of joy. "...I think 
we should give him a minute." 


Dr. Heinz shrugs at her words. "Eh, I get how he's feeling. He's been 
stuck on, what, a hospital-diet kind of food?" 


",,.Liquids, mostly." 


"Eugh!""Oh my goodness..!" No wonder he ran so fast! 


"I don't want the idiot to go into osmotic shock!" 
"He'll be fine! Trust me." 


Recovery Girl looks to Dr. Heinz, then shakes her head with a sigh 
and looks back to the double doors. "He's going to have to be careful, 
even if his stomach is now repaired." It was that bad?! 


"Look, if he hurts himself from a good meal I'll just have to fix it 
again." 


"Not on my watch. He needs to learn to be less reckless!" 
He raises his hands in defense. "Fine, fine! I'm going back to my Lab." 
"Stay safe, Dr. Doof." She waves as he starts to walk off. 


Thirteen takes one more look at the doors, hearing the Number One 
Hero sobbing from joy, before hurrying to follow Dr. Heinz. 


"Dr. Heinz, wait up!" 

"Hm? Oh, right, Thirteen! Did you need something?" 
"No, just, uh... I wanted to say thanks." 

"Thanks? Thanks for what?" 

"For helping me with my Quirk." 

"Oh, that. No problem!" 


There's a beat of silence before Thirteen remembers the bag by her 
side. "Oh! And I got you something to say thanks too." 


"A whiteboard and markers?! Thanks!" 


"No problem." 


! 


...Come on Thirteen, think of something to say. "...Has work been 


okay?" 


"Yeah, but... I think I might be a little stressed? I don't really know, 
but I was planning to do something relaxing tomorrow just in case." 


Aha! Ectoplasm talked about that. All she needs to do... "Do you want to 
talk about it?" 


"About... what, my stress?" 
She nods. "Yeah. It helps sometimes, you know?" 


He looks away, rubbing his neck. "I guess. But I wouldn't want to 
impose you know? It just seems pretty rude, even if you're offering." 


"It's a Hero's Duty to help others, you know. That includes letting 
people vent. And... you're a friend!" 


"You sure?" 
"Of course!" 


He takes a deep breath, spinning around in the seat. "Okay, so you 
remember the Exam on Monday?" 


"...What about it?" 


...Why does it feel like I signed away my entire day? 


There was a moment of silence as he taps his fingers on the 
countertop. "What are your thoughts on it?" 


"On the Exam?" He nods. "Well, it's... I know it has its problems, but 
the recent changes made are a good step to remedy that." 


" 


..." He's frowning, thrumming his fingers faster. 


"...Dr. Heinz?" 


"I find the test terrible." 
"Huh-?" 


He raises his hand. "Now don't get me wrong, I know there's issues 
and holdups that are, for now, messing with what the school can 
change. But it's stupid and terrible. 


"First, there's the method. People can't use their Superpowers in 
public, so they can't even know the extent or limitations of their 
abilities or the risks they might have to those around them. Not only 
that, but the test itself discriminates heavily against the kids without 
fight-y powers!" 


The fingers continued to thrum, a steady tempo with more force. 
"Systematic Discrimination leads to people hating the environment 
they grow up in, leads to natural stereotyping and a... ‘locking in' of 
what they can achieve. That leads to Crime, and Crime means 
Criminals. But given they have Quirks, they're not considered 
Criminals are they?" 


They're considered Villains. She nods. "You're right." 


"When a system makes more of the problem it's trying to solve, it's a 
pretty terrible system, isn't it? Like a recycling plant that makes a ton 
of pollution in the process." 


",,.. agree, to an extent. Not all Villains were aiming to be Heroes." 


"And you're probably right! But it definitely doesn't help, does it? No, 
it makes an existing problem worse. The same thing with changing 
student course paths. If somebody's working hard to be a Hero, then 
just some schmuck of a teacher takes them out of that and into 
another section of the school, that'd seriously mess their whole thing 
up, wouldn't it? Temporary or no, that's a problem." You take a deep 
breath. "You would be pretty mad if someone did that. I would, at 
least! But if I was forced into that, what options would I have? In the 
States, you could transfer to another school, accept what's going on, 
or drop out entirely. What's the next best schools that would take a 
student like that?" 


Thirteen swallows nervously. "The closest to U.A.'s ranking would be 
Ketsubutsu Academy or Shiketsu." 


"And would they accommodate a transfer student the same way this 
school accommodates them? Would their education be the same? 
Have they done either of those things?" 


"No." 


"So what do you think happened to the twelve he effectively 
expelled?" 


Anan frowns. "But he didn't expel them, Dr. Heinz. He wanted them to 
just see their flaws and reflect with harsh punishment." 


Dr. Heinz shakes his head. "He messed with their feelings, and it 
ruined them! They lost the motivation to do the Good they were going 
to, maybe because of him, maybe because of the idea of being not 
good enough, maybe he was the last thing to make it all come down! 
If your teacher told you that you weren't good enough for something, 
it'd mess with your head, wouldn't it? You'd second guess yourself, if 
they're right or something. When they're supposed to be neutral, not 
ripping kids down because they're 'not good enough’. They're kids for 
crying out loud! Keep that kind of thing to adults and grown-ups, not 
to children!" 


" " 
eee 


"But that's missing the point! The Exam. The first reason it's stupid is 
because it discriminates. The second reason is because it focuses on 
Raw Power. Do you know how viable a Hero can be while being 
weak? Let me tell you: it’s very viable! But no, this whole school has 
the stupid Darwinist mentality stuck up there and every time I've 
talked to Principal Nezdu there's always some STUPID reason making 
him take a step forward and three back!" 


He shoots up to his feet, setting his chair steady before storming off 
to a device on the counter. "Then there's the fact of no safeties being 
in place. Again, something he can't do a single stupid thing about! 
You were there watching with us, you remember me yelling about the 
girl taking off her clothes. After that I paid very close attention to what 


I was watching. Because that is a Red Flag." 


Wiring is torn out with careful precision, but a fast and sharp yank 
doing so. "Out of over One Thousand applicants, and do you know 
how many did things reckless to themselves or for the sake of the 
powers they know nothing about?" 


",,.I'd hope a small number, but..." 


"If I'm right? Nearly Four Hundred. Four. Hundred!" He snorts, tossing 
the wires into a bucket and grabbing soldering equipment. "You 
would think it would be a bigger issue, but no. Because 'it gets 
results’. Yeah sure, let a bunch of kids maybe get crushed alive by giant 
robots, great move! Stupid! STUPID!" 


He a stick of metal for the tool to use as feed. "But. That is why I'm 
planning to help Principal Nezdu deal with them. Because that's not 
only stupid and reckless, it's stupid and reckless to Children. Children 
given partial information and the rest hidden because it looks bad. Do 
you know what that is?!" 


"Wrong...?" 


"Propaganda! It's Child-directed Propaganda!" He starts the torch up, 
and to Anan's surprise there's no bright light to look at. "The States 
tried that way back and that was a big part of the nightmares that 
were the Vietnam War and the Gulf Wars! Make the military seem 
'cool' to kids then chuck them into a warzone, scar and ruin them for 
life! it's stupid! Stupid like everything else the Commission's apparently 
done so far! The only thing I can't entirely blame on them is the lack 
of public license use for things like businesses, that's just Government 
red tape and Politics, which is its own kind of disgusting." 


",..You have some strong views on the subject, Dr. Heinz. I can't say I 
disagree with much of what you're saying... but agreeing with you 
doesn't exactly make the subject easy to resolve." 


" " 
eee 


"There's issues with trying to stop the Commission, because at the end 
of the day-" 


"they work? Calling that working is like calling an amputation to 
remove the pain of an ant bite equivalent response. It's not working, 
because what they're doing is making things worse by sticking to 
useless, harmful mentalities!" 


"But it works to them." 


He stops, and Anan continues. "I was one of the students that came 
into U.A. trying to be a Hero, and I had to go through that Exam. I 
was fine because of the Quirk I had, but it was being used in the way 
that I hated. I didn't have a choice, but it works. Then, after I went 
through my three years and left to be a Rescue Hero, the Commission 
just wanted me to be under their thumb because I didn't do what they 
wanted to see. I didn't use my destructive Quirk to be a destructive 
Hero, I stayed with Rescue work, and they didn't want that. ...It was 
one of the motivators to teach, selfish as it was. At the end of the day, 
though, it works to them; they get the results, and because everything 
looks good it's not a problem that they care about. Why would they?" 


" " 
eee 


" 


..." She might have said too much- 


Dr. Heinz snaps his fingers. "THAT'S IT! OKAY, I gotta run that by 
Nezdu! I got some examples to cover with you later, but I also got a 
Student Lab to run!" 


"Oh! Uhh..." He was moving around the Lab quickly, organizing his 
clutter and chaos alongside the soldering gear. "I can... come with 
you? If you want to talk still, I don't mind." 


"Sure! Just uh, know I get a little busy in there." He hurries off 
without another word. 


Lab was... 


Well it was a bit more wild than you expected. Thirteen being with 
you out of costume surprised some of the students apparently. What, 
did they think you were some weird social hermit or something? You 
had friends! You had L.O.V.E.M-you're not even gonna bother calling 


them friends. Except the Fletchers, Laurence and Linda are great! 
You'd been invited... once. 


Their pet platypus really didn't like you though, so you mostly just 
keep interactions outside. You never really were good with mammals; 
Bugs? Great! Cats and Dogs? Ehhh... not so much. 


...What were you thinking about again? O-oh, right, the lab! 
So! 


You make sure to give them a heads up that next week will be a 
practical exam of their trap-escaping skills first and foremost, which 
has you explaining to Thirteen that you're both teaching science and 
some practical skills like lockpicking and trap-busting! This week's 
lab was supposed to be science though, so you press on with that 
instead. 


Last time you had a lab with the students on science, you covered the 
states of matter and common conceptions (and misconceptions!) 
before having them examine materials at different temperatures in 
different states. It was not only useful to show the natural 
understanding that heat and energy translated to melting or boiling, 
but also practical to show that some weak points can just be melted 
away with the right applications! Perry the Platypus used that trick a 
few times on you so youre a little wiser about it. 


It's also really cathartic to just see something crumble. Well, when 
that something's not yours. 


Anyway, today’s lab was about common chemical reactions that 
naturally happen, and how to make them happen with easy to get, 
on-hand items! 


...It's mostly different types of fires, fire removal and prevention, 
improvised smoke bombs, how to accelerate rusting, and a few other 
nifty but mostly-useful ideas, but hey, it's Chemistry and it's useful, so 
suck it! 


Then someone asks a question that makes you, very briefly, see red. 


"So... why not a Baking Soda Volcano?" 
"NO. " 


myn 


",,.As long as I'm teaching science class, those are banned. Never 
Again." 


The rest of the class went just fine! Thirteen looked a little weirded 
out though. Ah well! 


--U.A-- 


[Anan Kurose - Space Hero: Thirteen] 


She stuck around with him after the Lab was wrapped up, watching 
and helping him clean up what the student's couldn't or weren't 
allowed to. "So! You still want to listen to me complain?" 


"I wouldn't call it complaining if it had no point or a solution you 
weren't working towards." Anan cups her chin. "What else has been 
bothering you?" 


"Remember when I was talking about the whole 'Quirk Recklessness' 
thing? I know I said superpowers instead of Quirk but I was pretty 
heated." 


Like with the Baking Soda Volcano..? "I do." 


He gestures with a hand holding a beaker. "Well, I also commented 
on some of the Quirks themselves. Or at least one of them out loud. 
The so-called invisibility Quirk?" 


"You said that it wasn't invisibility, but... I couldn't see her, and nor 
could anyone else. The explanation you gave about her ‘being blind' 


also was kind of confusing?" 


"That's not-!" He takes a deep breath. "Okay! Okay. So what does it 
mean for something to be Transparent?" 


",, Light goes through it?" 


"Light goes through it without loss. Much like it does when it was 
going through her. Do you know the problem with that?" 


Anan thinks about it, but shakes her head. "I don't know enough 
about science to say, Dr. Heinz." 


"It's not science, actually! Think about it like this: when you want to 
understand or observe something, you need a sample right?" 


"Right..?" 
"But she's not sampling the light, is she?" 
"Whuh-? Ohhbhh..!" 


He grins. "Ah, now you get it! How can she see without her eyes 
observing and sampling the light? She's clearly not using any of the 
light, otherwise the area around her eyes should be darker!" 


Wow. He managed to cross out Quirk possibilities just from his own 
knowledgebase. Does he know what Quirk she has, too? "So what is she 
doing? Have you seen something like it before?" 


"Ehhhh, sorta? I've seen cloaking before, and that's classic cloaking. 
Very different from invisibility because it's photokinesis, but the issue 
with most forms of cloaking is that they're usually blurry or one- 
directional. Three-directional constant cloaking as a natural state 
means it's something she's doing by instinct. Given you couldn't see 
her eyes, mouth, or anything else on her body and that she didn't mess 
with visibility in any way, it's an extremely natural thing to her. I 
asked Principal Nezdu for her family information and apparently 
both of her parents are ‘invisible’. And that gave me an idea." 


He starts cleaning the various glass instruments. "You see, I think 
that, as a child, she wanted to copy her invisible parents, and 


assuming that her natual ability with photokinesis allows for a wider 
spectrum of view, she instinctually copied them when she could and 
became more and more comfortable with cloaking, to the point it 
became her Quirk both to her and to her parents!" 


",,.Would a child be able to do that? It sounds extremely advanced." 


"Maybe! Children are smarter than we give credit for, and when 
young it's easier to learn. Assuming she was always practicing, 
that's... what, ten years of experience of doing it at all times, even 
when asleep?" 


"That seems a little too crazy to be true, though..." 


Dr. Heinz shrugs. "Eh. There's always ways to check is the thing. And 
that is another issue I have, but that's not so much an issue with the 
Commission than it is issues with Social Welfare." 


Social Welfare? "What does that have to do with anything?" 


"Do you think anyone really checked her Quirk? Checked the Quirks 
of any of the students in depth?" 


",,.Probably not." 


"And that's the issue! Imagine if you're young and told you have a 
natural rash. They give you cream, you apply it, nothing changes, 
rinse and repeat and BAM, you drop unconscious and wake up in the 
hospital. Surprise, it's Cancer! Apparently because nobody checked it 
properly they missed that it was something completely different!" 


Oh. "Look, if the Government paid for something like comprehensive 
testing or the like the whole ‘recklessness’ thing could at least be a 
little mitigated, but the fact that they haven't either means they don't 
think they need to or that they can't." 


"Quirk tests do exist, but comprehensive ones are usually..." Anan 
winces. "Very expensive." 


"So it is a cost issue! One I can't even blame the Government for! 
CURSE YOU SUPPLY AND DEMAND!" 


",,.Assuming that is her Quirk, what can she do?" 


Like a snap of the fingers, he goes from shouting to the ceiling to a 
wide smile. "Oh, that's easy! The most blatant thing would be 
Photokinesis, or the control of Light, which means the control of 
Photons and Photon Energy. The kind of applications something like 
that has..! Flashbangs, Laser Beams, Lighting up the dark for others, 
making runways, obscuring where you are, group invisibility, and 
more." 


".,.That's a lot." 


"And that's not all, either! If she can really control Photons, then she 
should also be able to generate electricity from light or vice versa. If 
she can't... Eh, that's what Support Gear's supposed to be for. But if 
she CAN, well let's just say that would let her make EMPs and tase 
people, plus make the equivalent of an electric shield around her... 
possibly even use it for a Magnetic Field!" 


Anan pauses. "Wait. How does Light make Electricity?" 


Dr. Heinz takes a shallow, energized breath, still working away at the 
glass. "There's an entire field of study into it, actually. It's called 
Optoelectronics! But that's the advanced explanation, let me give the 
simple one. Basically, Light is an Electro-Magnetic Wave. What that 
means is that Light is actually made from both Electricity and 
Magnetism, the interactions between the two fields causing Light to 
form. Of course there's other ways to make Light, but all forms of 
Light are Electromagnetic." 


",,.But how does that make electricity?" 


"That has to do with the Phonons! When Electrons absorb enough 
Phonons, they can enter an Excited State and that makes them enter 
Conduction and transfer the energy as Electricity. Do that in a 
collected area and you can strike it with Lightning, spread it out 
directionally and you can completely redirect Electricity or cause it to 
trigger some electronics, there's a lot of applications that matter based 
on the level of control she has. There was another student that could 
probably have enough control though." 


"To control the Electricity?" 
"Yeah. Remember the loopy guy?" 
",,.The one with the blond hair and black streak?" 


"That's right! He's got loads of power but probably should be able to 
control it, maybe through Support Gear. If he can, then he can also 
use Magnetism!" 


"You don't know how that works, do you?" 
"No, I don't." 


"Right or Left Hand Rule, based on if you're starting with Electricity 
or Magnetism." 


CURL RIGHT HAND RULE 


Direction of 


Magnetic Field 


"If you're using Electricity, Right Hand Rule for Generators." He gives 
a thumbs up with his Right Hand. "My thumb's pointing where the 
Electrical Current goes, and my fingers show the direction of the 
Magnetic Field wraps around it! Then..." 


Magnetic force produced 


magnetic field 


current 


Fleming’s Left Hand Rule 
He re-adjusts, using his left hand. "The Left Hand Rule for Motors. I'm 
pointing at the direction of the Magnetic Field, my middle finger's 


pointing at the Direction of the Current, and my thumb's pointing in 
the direction of the Magnetic Force!" 


".,.I'll be honest, I don't understand how that works out." 


"Most scientists don't! It's an interesting phenomenon, but a lot of 
them are interesting! Anyway, point is that he should be able to 
control Magnetism!" 


",,.I] guess so!" 


Yesterday was a pretty good indicator that you were... pretty stressed. 
Very stressed! 


So you decide, after getting breakfast and downing some orange 
juice, to spend the day having Fun. Or at least, YOUR brand of Fun; 
making an Inator and enacting VENGEANCE on someone! 


Considering you've been doing it for being angry it's not the same as 


doing it to be petty. So that... kinda lowers your options. 


You like Present Mic so you don't want to bother him. Lunch Rush is 
a great guy even if he is quiet, and he's busy with one of the most 
important jobs, cooking! You haven't seen the stone guy since that 
first time, Thirteen wanted to help you de-stress in the first place so 
you're not going to bother or inconvenience her, Nezdu the Mink is a 
very good friend and also your Boss so not a good idea, Ectoplasm is 
Team Amputee, Hound Dog and Recovery Girl deal with health and 
shouldn't be bothered with anything that big (but a silly whoopie 
cushion or something shouldn't hurt - would it be fun or just rude?), 
you never see Yagi here except to get healed, Snipe's alright but not 
exactly prank-worthy, Power Loader is too but Chase is working with 
him so maybe bad idea, leaving... 


Vlad King, Midnight, and Eraser Head for proper Fun. Huh. 
Vlad King donated blood though... and never made you angry. 
Midnight and Eraser Head... you have problems with them both. 


The former wears such little clothes when teaching, and she doesn't 
even seem to be listening to you. She did say she'd wear the pajama 
robes if you make them from the Meta Materials, but maybe you 
should scare a sense of don't try anything into her? 


The latter... everything about him and his whole support of the dumb 
mentality that's making so many problems in the first place makes you 
very annoyed. Messing with him... it would be fun, but maybe it'd 
make any kind of... you don't know, friendly approach not work? 


Nezdu already A-Okayed the whole thing, so you just gotta pick the 
who and how. 


TARGET? — Voting closed — 43 voters 


Target Midnight. You have a * 16/21 
problem with her clothes! 


—Farget—Eraser—Head—You-have-—a——_________4#14722- 


problem with his teaching! 


TARGET: ERASER HEAD. — Voting closed — 35 voters 


earasers in his hair. visual puns 1 
are a classic 

—Fhe- SUPPORTIVE INATOR! Makes 45724- 
everything the target says sound 

really kind and supportive 
—fruth_Inater—Make them -unable-te——- £@-—- —H\—\————}- 
lie, and to explain themselves. 
—Fhe——BUZZINATOR!——__Makes——___________*4/7- 
mosquito noises at a distance, 

targeting Eraserhead wherever he 

goes. 


No more of _ those _ ‘Logical 
Deceptions' you've heard he does. 
Now he'll have to be honest, not 
just with others, but with himself. 
Can he handle being totally honest 
with himself over his own 
motivations? 
sleeping bag so that he cannot 
sleep during the daytime while on 
school campus 
—He-seems-totike Jelly Packs—and——#—+ 4/6 
his sleeping bag. Make it so that 
whenever he tries to take a nap on 
campus, it opens all his jelly packs 
and fills the bag with the result! 
get to nap on school grounds 


_Just-hand-him_a'Slap Yourself note from eee 
the Propaganda Machine. 
Currently in Principal Nezdu's Possession! 
Hu like —Jelly_Pacl 1_hi 
sleeping bag. Alter the Wet-Sock-Inator 
so that whenever he tries to take a nap 


on campus, it opens all his jelly packs 
and fills the bag with the result! 

Extreme modification of Existing Inator 
instead of making a new one. Also, 
Option's already in the Vote! 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
79 + 40 = 119 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
72+ 40 = 112 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
63 + 40 = 103 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
44 + 40 = 84 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
30 + 40 = 70 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
Options: Sum. Threshold: 70. 
15 + 25 = 40 (Fail) 


He suspects the Rat. 


[Yuu Gozen - Submarine, the Silent Heroine] 


Her arms were a painful kind of numb, throbbing as she was shoved 
back again. Odds are it would bruise. Odds are it would be bad 


enough to be covered by her sleeves. 


... Hound Dog said she shouldn't, but she didn't want to have the eyes 


on her. Sorry. 


Goya rushed at her, and Yuu hops to the side as she kicks out. Fire 
follows her leg along, shooting off from the back of her heels. "Stop 
fuckin' dodging!" 


That sounded like a bad idea, so Yuu refused with a swing of her 
baton, forcing her opponent back in turn. Her mind is running fast, 
trying to find a good way to best Goya. 


Target is stronger, has superior range and accessible firepower, with a 
degree of Pyrokinesis and ranged attacks. I have to overcome all of those 
with heavily bruised forearms, a taxed Quirk, and a better sense of 
planning. 


It would be different if we could go all out. Another kick comes at her, 
fire on her target's hands as Yuu grabs and swings Goya's outstretched 
leg with enough force to get her to fall head-over-butt and yelp in 
surprise. "Yield." 


Before she can use the capture tape on her belt, the target shoots 
back up with a snarl, backing away and targeting Yuu with the usual 
splashes of fire. 


Her costume is Flame Retardant, but they would leave burn marks 
and need another dive to Recovery Girl. Her arms throbbed 
persistently, and those would need her too. 


Other students would need it too, that much is clear. Kenji had a 
bloody nose and bruises from Hajime, who was moving with a gait 
that could only be achieved with his Quirk. Olivia and Misaka were 
both beating into each other, the former numb to injury due to her 
smoke nature and the latter tearing through a pack of batteries to 
force her foe back. Kana was mostly fine, and Yasuo... 


The fact he was still standing scared her a little bit. The power to 
enhance or ignore all senses, pain included. 


Yuu moved to dodge and rush ahead, side-stepping a speedy glob of 
fire spat from her target before dashing on without use of her Quirk. 


The feeling in her legs gave her another adrenaline spike, focus 
sharpening like a knife. 


It did not matter that her target was stronger or had larger range, not 
when Yuu could so easily move. 


One of the globs hit her square in the shoulder, and immediately she 
kicked in her Quirk. Slow the Particles, Eat the Energy, Ignore the Numb. 
Another kick, this time ducked as Yuu strikes her target's under-thigh 
before reaching for the burning skull of a head and slamming it down. 
"Yield." 


"Fuck... Fine!" 


She backed away, hand shaking from the sharp feeling of fire 
dissipating like flickers in the night, and offered Goya a hand after 
she holstered the baton. 


That's when she catches Dr. Doof atop one of the gym catwalks, 
looking down with a face that could be read as ‘ashen’. 


Then he aimed the device that was by his side at the teacher in his 
sleeping bag, and Yuu decided not to warn him. 


—" 


There was a beam of light, one that hit him and his sleeping bag, and 
she was the sole witness to it. 


All she did was nod to Dr. Doof, before walking towards her current 
'teacher'. 


",,.Good work out there. You should get checked out by Recovery 
Girl, okay?" If Goya had a jaw it would have dropped, but Yuu 
already understood that this was Dr. Doof's doing. 


So Yuu only nods, gently dragging Goya along until they're out the 
door. 


"What the fuck happened to our teacher?!" 


"I do not know," Yuu lied. "But maybe we shouldn't say anything 
about it." 


",,.] would agree if it wasn't so fucking weird. I've never heard him 
talk like that before, and that's god-damn suspicious." 


Yuu only smiles, something that she's been doing instead of not, and 
continues walking towards the Nurse's Office. "We could always ask 
the principal. He's nice." 


"Look, I'd-could you let go?!" Yuu lets go of her hand. "Thank you, 
fuck. Anyway, I trust that little mammal, rat, whatever the hell he is 
more if he wasn't so damn sly." 


"Oh? I'm Sly?" 
She jumps back, hands going to her heart. "AH, MOTHERFUCKER-!" 


"I don't believe I'm a sly cooper, miss Kaori. But I might be a Rat, a 
Mouse, or a Bear! What I am is Nezu! Now, I believe I overheard 
something about Aizawa acting oddly?" He sipped from a blood-red 
tea in his paw. Yuu considered reaching out to pet him because he 
looked fluffy, but like every other time she quietly put it aside. She 
got to pet Hound Dog at least. 


"He was way too nice. Like, as nice as Present Mic nice." 


"Ohoh? I see..." He has a knowing look in his eyes. "Don't worry 
about it; I know what happened then. All perfectly normal!" He rubs a 
part of his face, blocking Goya's view of his wink to Yuu. "In fact, he 
should return to his grumpy self within a week, maybe less." 


",,.0oookay then?" 


Nezu smiles. "I'll go check on him just in case. You two get checked 
out, okay?" 


"Understood." Yuu starts walking while Goya hesitates, then hurries 
alongside. 


= ie 


[Shouta Aizawa - Eraser Hero: Eraser Head] 
Something had to have happened for these circumstances to line up. 


The Rat came by earlier to see him and watch over the remaining 
students, which in and of itself was a major cause for concern. He 
rarely left to check on teachers unless one of two things happened. 


First, that something very wrong happened, which implies that 
Aizawa messed up something here. If that were the case, The Rat 
would have pointed it out or asked his usual barrage of questions 
when he thought something wasn't to his liking. 


The Second was that Nezu was in the mood to fuck with someone. 


He knows it had to be the second, just going by the fact The Rat 
hasn't asked anything or done anything besides sit down and observe 
the fights with a quiet sip sip of his tea. But where's the joke? Where's 
the poking and prodding? He'd usually have something prepared by this 
point. 


"Yasuo! Enough. Get the hell out and go see Recovery Girl. Next time, 
don't aim to kill yourself on your opponent's attacks. Kana, you help 
him, and learn to actually use variety." 


There was a pause, then the two complied, seeming dumbfounded. 
Did they think I would let them fight to their deaths? Aizawa snorted. 


The Rat snorted with him, one of amusement. 
",,.Something funny?" 
"You could say that." 


Aizawa's brows furrowed. "I can say many things, that doesn't 
necessarily make them accurate." 


"Hah, that's very true!" 
He ignores the principal. "Kenji, Hajime! Enough." 


After they stop, the two approach the door before Aizawa points. 
"Kenji. You need to get your head into it and out of your ass. Hajime, 
put that kind of drive into your classes." More looks of surprise. "Go 
to Recovery Girl if you need it." 


As soon as they're gone, Eraser Head snaps over to Nezu with a glare. 
He's stifling a chuckle. "What did you do?" 


"I have no idea what you're talking about!" 


Oh he knows he fucking did something. 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


It was hard to keep the laughter that demanded to bubble up from 
doing so. This is definitely far more entertaining than anything I could 
have done without a week of preparation or more. 


The look in Aizawa-San's eyes are ones of intense suspicion, so much 
so that he was willing to take the fall for this. In advance, he already 
told the other staff to 'not say a word' about Aizawa acting off from 
his usual self, so it wouldn't exactly be awry either. "I'm getting to the 
bottom of this, your deflections or no." 


"Hah! I have to say, your paranoia is quite funny." Nezu takes a sip of 
his tea. "But wrong nonetheless. Why do you always assume I'm at 
fault? Do you have something out for me-like animals?" 


"I will punt you." 
Another sip. "Will I have to sue you for workplace discrimination?" 
"You do that and, I share the Plutonium Bomb plan recording." 


"You wound me! And you recorded it? I don't believe you read your 
contract when it came to working here, then!" 


Shouta Aizawa carefully pulls out a set of folded papers, opening 
them up to show various highlighted sections in the fine print. "I kept 
my original copy in several sets of triplicates, because I know that 
you'd try that line. There's nothing about 'no recording staff meetings' 
in here." 


"Ah, but there are several clauses regarding the dissemination and 
recording of information that could risk the safety of U.A. High." 


"I don't have that information anywhere off campus, Nezu." 


And that is opportunity enough for Power Loader or Chase to get rid of it. 
"I suppose I can't help it then. Keep it on campus at least!" 


" 


..." He ignores the mink, turning to the remaining students. Olivia 
and Misaka are grappling on the floor. "Enough! Are you two okay?" 


They start to get"..?" After the pause of confusion, Olivia speaks up. 
"I'm fine, but my suit... it'll need some fixing up." 


"I'm fine, just some bruises." 


"Good. Even if I don't say it often, I do care for your wellbeing. You 
both put in the effort today and I applaud that. Olivia, I know you 
prefer to fix it yourself, but I suggest you go see Power Loader for suit 
repairs. ... Maybe even the Scientist." 


" 


..." Olivia, despite lacking much of any facial expression, had her 
eyes bulging against the glass of her suit. "Principal Nezu..?" 


"Oh don't worry about it! You should head right on out." 


"Wait. What's wrong? Is there a problem, Olivia?" 


Mikasa, ever the wordsmith, responds for her. "You're being too damn 
nice." 


"...What?" 


Inhales 


"I KNEW IT! YOU ABSOLUTELY AMAZING MAMMAL! WHAT DID 
YOU DO?" 


"HHAHAHAHAHAHAHHAHAAHAH-" 


The students left as one laughed and the other fumed. "I'm getting to 
the bottom of this wonderful thing you god-blessed rodent!" 


"HAHAHHAHAHA-GOOD-GOOD LUCK!" Nezu bolts out with a laugh. 
Ah well the cover might be blown, but that doesn't really matter does it? 


He sends a text to cancel the whole ‘don't say a thing' part and lets 
Aizawa deal with his own bag of issues without him. 


After that, he hurries back to his office while making an important 
call to Power Loader's Office. 


--U.A-- 


You push the whole Inator back into the corner of your Lab, grabbing 
a convenient tarp and covering it up before turning around and 
checking up on Chase's progress while he's gone. 


...Not bad! In fact, he should be done by Sunday with the basic 
genome! There's definitely room for improvements or kinks to iron 
out but all in all, it should be much easier to work on things in the 
coming weeks when it comes to handling actual biology problems! 
Which is good, of course; you remember the last time a biology 
problem went wrong. It's why you don't usually test biological stuff 
directly on other people, really. 


Then after that, you get a knock at the door! "Come in!" 


",..Dr. Doofenshmirtz?" That was in English, and someone you knew 
to boot! 


"Oh Olivia-!" You pause, getting a closer and more detailed look at 
the damaged suit. 


Breaches were all over, and the glass making up the faceplate was 
cracked. "Oh no... that's no good! Come here and sit!" You bring the 
larger seat by the table over and offer it to her. "Do you have any 
problems of leaving your Suit?" 


" Huh?" 


"I'm gonna be fixing this thing up, I gotta make sure you're safe and 
sound first, don't I? But if you're uncomfortable, then I fully get it!" 


"That's... I didn't know that was how this talk was going to go, 
honestly." 


You tilt your head. "Huh? Why not?" 


She rubs her neck, the smoke slowly leaking from the glass obscuring 
her hand. "W-well, most people don't really get how I am." 


"Smoke body, right? Not the weirdest thing I've seen, not by a long 
mile." 


"Heheh, I guess so! So, do you mind if strip out of the-?" 


"As long as everything's covered up and you have no issues with it, 
yes." 


You turn away after you say it, getting your tools together and giving 
the young girl the privacy she should have, want, need, or otherwise. 
You have standards! 


--U.A-- 


[Olivia White- Mistborn, The Smoky Heroine] 


Olivia felt oddly at home, reminded of her own father by the 
questions Dr. Doofenshmirtz asked. Like he was making sure she 
knew her maintenance steps all over again. It was Nice, like he was 
here instead of busy with his work. I should call him tonight. When is 


the curfew for calls again? 


Step by step, he went over her current suit, commentating on the 
baseline construction and the, as he said with surprise, 'Care' put into 
it. He made notes of what could be done to improve it, but some of 
his suggestions flew over her head. She was a Gearhead through and 
through, but she didn't get some more advanced technology or 
internal components, just enough to diagnose and maintain her suit 
and its apparatti. She wrote down his ideas anyway, because maybe 
when her father could visit she could share his commentary and have 
the two meet? 


Then he started asking about how her Quirk interfaced, and... it 
wasn't really often that she got to talk about how she felt or anything 
like that when using her Quirk, most people didn't care to ask beyond 
'is it cool' and she didn't want to speak up and ruin any kind of bond 
by saying 'it's actually very scary to me, even years later' so she just 
did her best with it and keeps to herself instead. Dr. Doofenshmirtz 
didn't really complain though, he just wanted to make sure it was 
comfortable. 


It made her a little emotional, honestly, but she didn't want to bother 
Dr. Doofenshmirtz. He took time out of his day of what's probably 
very important work to help her and her damaged suit when he's just 
supposed to be the science teacher, after all, and bothering him with 
her worries and problems is just rude. 


When she was leaving, he asked a final, odd question. 


"How do you feel about something like, uh, I dunno, an animal body? 
Like a cat or something." 


",,.It might be a little uncomfortable, but I should be able to make it 
work?" 


"I see... That's all! See you at class next Monday!" 


"You too..!" She hurries off, smile completely obscured by her smoky 
form behind the fixed glass. 


--U.A-- 


Yesterday was good! 


You messed with Aizawa, he hasn't come to break down your doors, 
Principal Nezdu's acting like the bait, you got Olivia's suit data and 
can make her a better one (good on whatever engineer that made it, 
they did great work here!), and after all of that you got the message 
from Power Loader that he'd help you with the Anti-Warping tech 
again! 


Vanessa also called you early to let you know Perry the Platypus 
would be coming by tomorrow and you decide to ask her to come by 
too! 


AND SHE AGREED! 


Now you just need to know good places to shop... Ah well, 
something to figure out later! 


Today is a day of making dangerous spacetime warping technology! 


FOR SCIENCE! 
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He's poking that shut without paying up lunch money. 


--U.A-- 


{???} 


In the vast Cosmos of the In-Between, where entities Eldritch and 
Otherworldly lie, where the Reality-Hoppers and so-called 'Chain- 
Jumpers' of various realms play their games of God and Trickster and 
Angel and Devil, many things make their home away from prying 
eyes, be it from beings such as The One Above All, The One Below 
All, or otherwise. 


Some are incomprehensible in all ways but one, some shatter a 
mortal psyche upon the Level Conceptual. 


Some are Angels or Devils hiding away from an angry woman's 
vengeful and violent crusade, attempting to work together. An 
absolutely violent mess, all of it. 


Some are simply traveling by, using this as a pit stop on their travels 
and sharing their tales. They often sell and buy odd goods and odder 
Memories; rather hospitable folk, they tend to be. 


Some are here for a moment, looking around in growing horror 
before vanishing altogether. 


Some are fellow Entities of the Otherwhere, looking for places to 
make their home that aren't war-torn shitshows from large-scale 
Eldritch Politick on Land Disputes. 


The In-Between doesn't play nice with the intrusions from other 
Vastnesses or Powers either, each wishing to impose their own 
Realities and Wills upon it. Which lead to a singular, universal rule of 
thumb here. 


Nobody gets to make the rules aside from that of the Common Senses of 
The Sane and Stable, and even then such rules are of the vast majority. 


Last time anyone tried that, it was soulless Physics-Creature-Things, 
bound and chained to Shells ever Metaphysical with every attempt to 
breach the In-Between and claim it as its own. Angry women bound 
in False Steel and The Unreal ripped them out from the other side, 
offering Poetic Apologies and a 'gift' in the form of a massive, 
technicolor blazing eye. 


It acts as a Sun now. 


Things are often harsh in this slice of Existence Interdimensional, but 
in return for that harshness is safety in solitude and small 
community, supported by dozens of currencies and curios that change 
hand, space, and time at a whim. All the same, most here need 
nothing, and either want something extremely specific, or just want a 
haven. 


I wanted to be an Explorer of the Cosmos, but that wasn't in the cards 
for me. Instead, I'm in a nice little house where I get to live 
comfortably but like a hermit, doing little and having nowhere to be 
but here. The Otherwhere is explored and full of upper echelons, a 
Meritocracy which wished to see the talented rise and rise... But 
there's nothing happening but a three-sided war. 


But each time I try to go out of the In-Between, find a place to 
explore and Understand, I get beat with a stick and shoved back here. 
Every. Single. Time. 


So I got a... the word the sane use is broom, now sitting at the corner 
of my living room. One to return the favor with. 


And every time one of my friends see it, they ask 'Hey Mort, why do 
you have a broom in the corner? Why not put it in the closet when 
you go put the kettle on?’ 


And every time, I tell them back 'You'll see. 


CQELR 
xEN EN Ie) 


Today, when we were all playing vig, it finally happened. A tear 
popped open above the table, in the ceigng. "Woah!" 


"Told you. I fucking told you it would happen." 
"Wait, this is why you had the broom?!" 


"Observe." It always worked one way, so it probably worked the other 
way. 


I poke the rift, and it breaks. "...Holy shit, Mort. You gotta let us mess 
with it next time!" 


"How about no. And stop looking at my fucking cards you-" 


--U.A-- 


",,.Huh." You could have sworn you say a ripple in space for a brief 
second, but it wasn't there. "Could you get Thirteen real quick? Tell 
her to make sure she's got nothing in her Quirk, we're gonna want to 
check this out one step at a time." 


He nods, and you open the panels and start to check things out, just 
to quintuple-check you didn't do anything wrong here. 


There was a single wire placed oddly, so you fix it before clicking the 
panel shut and making sure everything else still works fine. And from 
what you can tell... it's all good! Okay! Okay! 


You back away and get to cackling. 


--U.A-- 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 


The sound of footsteps against the concrete ring out between the two 
of them. "So you and Dr. Heinz have been... working on an anti-warp 
device?" 


"In a word, yes." And to get the hell away in the case something went 
terribly wrong in the time I left him alone. 


"And because I'm technically a Warper, I'll be the one seeing if it 
actually works?" 


Power Loader nods. "Apparently. I never actually knew you were a 
Warper. When did that happen?" And I had questions about the 'storage' 
thing. Heinz-San clearly knew about it, which implies his interaction. It'd 
fit unnervingly well, too. 


She smiles. "It was something I learned only recently, and I don't 
really use my Quirk around others. It'd also be... safer? I think? If I'm 
the one doing the testing." 


That's... an odd way to phrase it. "Because of the fact it's storage and 
not travel?" 


Thirteen nods in agreement. "That's right. But... it's a little sad that I 
won't be able to use my Quirk in the areas where the anti-warp is 
enabled." 


"Well, this is just a test. If we're setting something like this up, it will 
have to be something that is built into the entire facility, with..." He 
rubs the plastic stubs on his fingers to his palms. "I'd say a breaker 
box that only someone like me or Principal Nezu could access. If 
anyone's going to have a firm grasp of the security system, it's going 
to be the Principal or the person drafting the plans for setup. There 
might be a separate box for off-site facilities like the USJ, so you 
should be fine to turn those all off as you need to." 


"It's probably going to be a few weeks before we get to that point, 
right?" 


Power Loader grunts. "Yeah, but it should be fully finished by the 
time the semester begins. You know how Nezu gets over defensive 
measures." 


She shudders in remembrance. "I still remember having to argue for 
days with him about the USJ not doubling as a fortress." 


"And I still remember the minefield idea." 


"Like the mines they use in the Sports Festival, right?" 


" " 
eee 


",,.R-right?" 


With a clearing of his throat and the fact they got to the right room, 
that line of discussion is cut short. "Heinz-San, we're here." 


"Ah, that's perfect! Okay okay okay, so I set up some of the scrap we 
have on that table over there. First thing we need to check is how 
you feel when you try to use your Warp Quirk, to see if you're 
actually hurting or just uncomfortable. Is... is that okay?" 


Power Loader looks at the table, the one which held the tools and 
materials prior. Said tools were moved into their cases and shoved 
towards a corner of the room, and most of the materials beside that. 
The remaining bits on the table were indeed from the work on the 
device, waste metal that was removed and physically warped. 


",,.Okay, let's do it." 


--U.A-- 
[Anan Kurose - Space Hero: Thirteen] 


She feels nervous, but this would tell her more about herself and 
about Dr. Heinz's work. "Alright, then I'm going to go ahead and turn 
this on. Tell me if anything weird happens!" 


Immediately after he presses the button in his hand, Anan's hands 
felt... extremely fuzzy. "It's kind of like my hands fell asleep... but no 
pinpricks?" 


Dr. Heinz nods while Power Loader looks at a tablet. "No pain, right?" 
"None." 

"Whew, that's good! That's good. Try using your Quirk." 

Anan breathes in... and Thirteen breathes out. "Okay. Here goes..." 


With a finger, she aims at the materials, before calling for Black Hole 
to activ-Owowowowowowow- 


The nonexistent pinpricks made themselves known, and she cut 
herself short to shake her hand awake. "Agh!" 


"Thirteen!" "Are you okay?!" Both of them came over, Power Loader 
pocketing the tablet and Dr. Heinz shutting the machine off... and 
getting rid of the pinpricks and fuzziness. 


"I-I'm fine, promise!" Quickly, she raises her hands in the air, and the 
two pause. "The pricking started when I used my Quirk, which stung 
but was fading away after I stopped. I think that... maybe if I ignore 
the sleepy feeling and the pricking for long enough, I could maybe 
focus and use my Quirk?" 


",,.That does make sense... But for the sake of safety let's not try it?" 


"I'm in agreement with Heinz-San. There's no reason to risk injuring 
" 
you. 


Thirteen thinks about it, then nods. "Alright... then what's next?" 


"Take one of the smaller bits of slag and absorb it with your Quirk, 
then we'll see if it bothers you or if it counts as a disconnected stable 
Dimension." 


Power Loader clicks his tongue, taking a deep breath and raising a 
finger. "A what." 


"Long story!" 
"We're talking next week, whether you want to or not!" 
He winces at that. "Right... a-anyway! Go ahead, Thirteen!" 


Black Hole comes easy and prick-lessly this time, the slag pulled in 
and held. The tip of her finger darkens. "Ready." 


When the machine's back in, that little dot on her finger gets very, 
very itchy. "Okay that's very annoying. That's really bothersome, but 
it's not painful." 


"Well... that's also gonna be a problem for you, isn't it? You'd have to 
get rid of everything while you're on campus." Dr. Heinz stops, 
thinking something over after the machine's turned off. "Unless... 
Okay, that's something to work on later. Right now I got a lot on my 
plate, but maybe I can do something about that. Maybe." 


",,.A workaround for the Anti-Warper Measures?" 


He smiles. "Sorta! But uh, got a lot to work out as is and I can't really 
make something to calibrate until after all of this is implemented in 
the coming week or two. Power Loader, do you think you'll need me 
for that?" 


"No. I have the blueprints, and Cementoss will be the real help for the 
job if anything. The only thing I might need is confirmation on the 
range but that would just need one of these built outside and using 
Thirteen as a marker." 


"Alright! I got some things to get done, so I'll leave you two to it! See 
ya!" He hurries off after tossing the remote to Power Loader, leaving 
the two alone. 


",,.[ have to wonder what he's so busy with." 


--U.A-- 


"So, how are things?" 
"They've been good, Dad." 


"That's good! Okay, so I'll have the portal opened up by 9:30AM. See 
you then?" 


"Could you push it to 1OAM? Morning traffic can make getting to your 
office difficult." 


"Oh sure! Okay, 10AM. Do you have anywhere you want to go and 
see? Aside from the school itself." 


"I don't really know what they have over there Dad. We can find out after 
checking around the school, okay? You don't have to stress over it." 


",..I'll try. Love you!" 


"Love you too, Dad." Click. 


You're usually able to sleep pretty well all things considered. But when 
it comes to making sure everything's gonna be ready for Vanessa... 
You tend to get stressed. 


Not in the bad way! You'd never, never get bad stressed from your 
amazing little girl. No, it's more like... wanting to make sure 
everything will work out! Any good parent wants that, right? Right! 


So being nervous and unable to sleep is a totally ordinary reaction to 
sharing his current workplace environment, pseudo-apartment, and 
more with her just so she sees what her old man has been up to. 
Totally ordinary! That's not even including the fact that you want to 
let her go out and explore but that requires actually knowing where to 
go! You completely don't! 


But you also know that you need sleep. 


SO, a few hours of staying up too late later (and a cold coffee nearly 
finished by the computer), you managed to figure out a good plan for 
tomorrow! And now - sleep! 


Then, when you wake back up, you scramble through your morning 
routine before letting Nezdu the Mink know what you're about to do, 
then plop yourself back into your lab just a little disheveled. 


After that you just sip at your coffee and watch the timer tick down. 
Well, that and go over your current plans! 


First, you'd go and have breakfast with her and Perry the Platypus. 
Oh, you haven't forgotten that he was planning to come, no sir! So 
you made sure to accommodate where you could. Once you're all 
done, you could take them all around the section of Campus you 
were... well, living in. Huh. 


Maybe you need this too; being stuck in one place, just working, isn't 
really healthy. 


But hey, you're not exactly a health guru either; you're an EVIL 
Scientist that does whatever he feels like! If that means unhealthy 
work hours, then you'll follow unhealthy work hours! If that means 
ice cream for dinner, there's nothing that will stop that! 


Anyway, where were you? Right, the day ahead! Okay, so after going 
around campus, maybe meeting some staff members, you could go 
out to the mall nearby, just a 20 minute walk from the campus, and 
go see what all the hubbub is about! Maybe Perry the Platypus would 
have his own concerns, but hey you kept to your word and did try to 
be a Non-Villain. 


Doing Evil for a Good Reason is technically not Villainous! Haha! 


Also you did try, so honestly the fault is on society for being so 
subpar. 


So, to sum it up: 


They get here, all of you eat breakfast together, explore the campus, 
then go out to the Mall for a bit, buy some stu-wait. 


You quickly ring up who you need. "Dr. Doof! Did you need 
something?" 


"Uh, yeah. Where's my Salary going?" 


"I was wondering when you'd ask about it! I normally pay in checks, but I 
assume given circumstances you want Yen, or perhaps precious metals?" 


"I want to go out with my daughter and my Arch-Nemesis, so I'll, uh, 
need actual cash. Is that fine on a short notice?" 


"Perfectly so! I'll have a letter of what you're owed and a tidy chunk of 
your salary dropped off in your room when youre in the cafeteria." 


"Thanks!" You end the call, then check the watch again. 


"Okay, two minutes! I can wait two minutes... I hope." 


You open the portal early, poking your head through to the other side 
(and ignoring Norm as per usual), hurrying off to check over 
everything to give yourself an excuse for being there. 


Might as well grab some things for later, too! Just a few things you 
might need in the coming days... 


The sound of the door opening catches your attention. "Dad?" 


Swinging around with the small bag of clothes, you look to see both 
Perry the Platypus and- "Vanessa! Good to see you! Ready to go?" 


"Yeah... Dad, why are you holding some of your clothes?" 


"Oh this?" You jostle it for emphasis, bag swishing around. "Just 


moving things over! Perry the Platypus, are you going to get 
dressed?" 


He pulls out a briefcase from behind him, giving you a 'one moment’ 
gesture before going around the corner. "You know, I have no idea 
where he got the suitcase from. Did you see anything Vanessa?" 


She shakes her head. Drat! You'll find out ONE DAY! "A mystery for 
the future I guess! Did you eat breakfast, 'cause I want to take you to 
meet the chef first; he's amazing, Food's out of this world! ...Wait, did 
I just make a pun?" 


Vanessa smiles! Haha, YES! "You did, Dad." 


And that's when you see- "Oh wow Perry the Platypus, you really 
know how to dress up huh?" 


"Grerererer." 


"You know, that's fair! Don't judge a book by its cover and all that... 
Anyway let's go!" 


The three of you take off, heading out through the portal and back to 
your new lab. "Alright, just gonna drop these off here... Aaaaaand 
there! Okay, asked it earlier but I got off track. Either of you eat 
breakfast?" 


Perry shakes his head while Vanessa talks. "I ate something small, so I 


can eat again." 
"Good, good! I'm gonna introduce you both to Lunch Rush." 


They look at each other and shrug. 


--U.A-- 


[Keisuke Ueda - Lunch Rush: Cook Hero] 
Quietly, he watches as three individuals enter his domain. 


The first was familiar - a Germanic (or at least European) man with a 
hunch to his back and a skip to his steps. Heinz Doofenshmirtz. The 
man had a few preferred usuals; Pancakes, Eggs, and Bacon, an 
Everything Bagel with Cream Cheese and Raspberry Jam, White 
Sausage and Buttered Toast, a Farmer's Omelet, and some variation 
on Eierkuchen were all among that list. 


The second took only a moment to mark in Keisuke's mind, sipping 
fuel from the respirator to keep his rapid analysis going. Relative. 
Teenaged; Daughter or Niece then. He did say he had a daughter, 
although I didn't have the chance to see the photographs; more likely the 
daughter, then. Same eyes, darker hair. ...Aesthetic similar to Visual Kei? 
He wasn't a fashionista, he's a chef, but he's still mostly certain that 
the girl was wearing an aesthetic similar to Visual Kei, maybe a 
Western version of it. Speaking in English. Heinz Doofenshmirtz had 
brought up previously living in America when discussing coffee. Odds 
are that's where she's from, and odds are that's where the style's from 
too. 


The third needed a few seconds to think about before Lunch Rush 
decided to mark a very large question mark in his mind. Mutant Quirk 
or like Principal Nezu... Odds are the latter, the implications concerning. 
Carnivorous? Existence of a beak implies so, as most if not all water fowl 
are. Can he speak Japanese, or speak ordinarily at all? I cannot offend a 
guest based on false assumptions. 


They come up to where he'd ordinarily serve, Heinz waving to him as 
he approached. "Good morning Lunch Rush!" 


",,.Good morning. Breakfast for three?" 


"Yep! My daughter Vanessa and Perry the Platypus are visiting, so I 
wanted them to experience your cooking!" He turns, talking to his 
daughter in English once more. Perry, the third of them, pulls out a 
Japanese dictionary and looks at the board above. Possibly just an 
English speaker, then. Assuming that he can speak similar to Principal 
Nezu. 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz claps his hands together. "Alright! Blueberry 
Pancakes and Bacon for Vanessa, Chocolate Chip Pancakes, 
Scrambled Eggs, and Bratwurst for me, and-Perry the Platypus, do 
you know what you want?" 


Perry the Platypus. A full title? Is that how he prefers to be called? Or is 
there something more there? Perry points to one of the written meals. 
"The U.A. Meaty Morning?" A nod. He's likely mute, then. Unfortunate, 
but no wonder Nezu has no qualms allowing a fellow Quirked Animal be 
around. 


Lunch Rush nods, before drinking deeply of the fuel line. Then, he 
moved. 


--U.A-- 


You watch with the usual interest, seeing the man work at impressive 
speeds less incredible and more really neat if anything! 


"Oh wow." Vanessa watches with quiet surprise alongside you. "Is he 
always that fast?" 


"Yep! Usually, he's pretty busy with students during breakfast or 
lunch and sometimes dinner, but that's how he usually does things!" 


Perry thinks about something before making his mind known. 


"Grrrrr." 


"Oh, him? Chase is busy with something on the weekend. I don't 
really know what, but he can move around no problem while 
multitasking internally so it doesn't really matter either way!" 


He raises a brow. "What? He does it fine! You think that he's going to, 
what, go loco or something? I had that happen once already, I put 
backups in place specifically for that!" 


"You what?" 


You laugh nervously. "Ah... well, a few months back I tried to make a 
bot that could do a better job than Norm. Norm had to get rid of it 
after it tried to get rid of me." 


"It what?!" 


"Look it was only a day and I got rid of the remains right after it was 
destroyed, promise! And Chase isn't anything like Norm, I made them 
deal with completely different skillsets! There's nothing to have them 
bicker over, it's not like they're people or something. Otherwise I'd 
have to pay Norm!" 


Perry the Platypus shrugs to that, gesturing with his hand money. 
"Oh, at least you get it Perry the Platypus! Money was always a little 
thin for Evil... which I totally get, don't get me wrong. Charlene's 
pretty generous as is, but hey now she doesn't have to be so much!" 


",, Ignoring that first half, how much are you making here?" 


It takes you a second, but you were told the value by Nezdu the Mink 
just earlier in the morning! "Uhhhhhh, around Five Hundred 
Thousand Yen per week?" 


Vanessa's brow spikes, furrows, then looks over to the calculator 
Parry pulled out from somewhere and spikes up again. "Dad, that's 
almost 260,000 USD per year." 


You smile wide. "Pretty good, isn't it?" Then it falters a little. "T-to be 


honest, I'm not really sure if that kind of salary is good. It's definitely 
high, I know that much, but is it the kind I really am worth? Am I 
worth more? Less? I don't really know." 


"That's a doctor's salary, Dad. That's amazing." 
"Oh wow, is it? Huh. How much do teachers normally make?" 
"...Less than a fifth of that." 


You cringe. "Ooh, that's rough. Maybe these hero schools just pay a 
lot more?" 


Vanessa looks contemplative. "Maybe. Either that, or you're being 
paid a lot more than usual because of your skillset." 


It's at that point Lunch Rush hurries over, setting food in front of you 
all. "Thanks Lunch Rush! Quick question, what's your salary like?" 


"Dad! You can't just ask him that!" 
"Well I just did, so there!" 


There's a silence as the seconds pass by. "...Around Twenty Million 
per year." 


"Neat, thanks for answering!" 
"Mm." He leaves just as quick as he came. 


Vanessa sighs with a shake of her head before looking to the food. 


Breakfast tasted good (Lunch Rush really knew his stuff!), and the 
two agree with that! Okay, that's one thing on the list done. Next was 
showing them around campus! 


You bring the dishes over, cleaned off of all the tasty food that was on 
it with thanks from each of you. Vanessa managed to say it in 
Japanese; turns out she remembered some Japanese after all! 


After that all of you head out to take a walk around the campus, and 
you point out everything that you know about; you also passed Perry 
the Platypus the map you got because he's a quick study, letting 
Vanessa get a hold of it for the rest of the trip. Or at least that's how 
the trip was supposed to go... 


"Oh! Oh is that your daughter?!" Oh no. 
"Vanessa, whatever you do don't turn around and keep walking forward." 


"Dad?" Almost on instinct she turns around but you just gently push 
her forward. 


"Perry the Platypus I'm trusting you to run distraction!" 


You know he nods, and without any wait you hurry off with your 
little girl. 


--U.A-- 


[Nemuri Kayama - R-Rated Hero: Midnight] 


Oh, how dare he-! Focus, Nemuri, focus! "So who are you little guy? A 
friend of Nezu and Doof-San?" And WHAT are you? Whatever it is, 
you're ADORABLE. 


"Grerererer." 
",..You can't speak, can you?" 


They raise a finger, grabbing a marker and a whiteboard from... 
behind their back. Warp Quirk? Then they're like Nezu... Also CUTE! 
Imagine them pulling out a little cane and doing a tapdance or something! 


He finishes his writing, flipping the board over in clear but 
unpracticed Kaji: My name is Perry. I don't speak Japanese. 


"Oh. Well, Perry, I'd like to go and see Doof-San's cute little daughter. 
You mind if I skip ahead?" 


He gives a look. "Oh right, can't speak Japanese. Uhhh..." She points a 
thumb to herself, then makes a walk gesture with her fingers on the 
palm, then points in the direction Doof-San and Vanessa-San went. 


Perry shakes his head. "Aww. Gonna have to do this the hard way 
then!" 


Again, he raises his finger, then beckons her closer. "Oh? What is-" 


He sprays something into her face from behind the hand-held board, 
and everything goes black. 


--U.A-- 


",...Dad, who was that?" 


"One of my co-workers and by far the person I'm the most 
uncomfortable being around. If you saw her, you'd definitely know 
why. Hopefully you never have to!" 


Her brow furrows. "I mean, what could be so bad?" 
"Trust me, you don't wanna know." 


Vanessa doesn't bring her up after that, and thankfully you don't see 
her again while going around the small part of the campus you were 
well aware of. Including the Nurse's Office! 


The only real issue is the, well, language barrier. You're gonna have to 
figure something out for that for next time. 


"So this is Vanessa! Your father's a great person, you know." 


"Uhh... Thanks?" 


You're quick to explain for her. "She, uh, doesn't know very much 
Japanese." 


"Oh! I know at least a little English..." She taps her cane against the 
ground, brows furrowed. "How are you?" 


"Oh! I'm, uh, good?" 


Recovery Girl smiles. "It's nice to meet you. Your father talked about 
you a lot." 


"Oh no... What did he say?" Aww, she's embarrassed. The rite of 
passage for any good parent: occasionally embarrass your child with 
praise! 


It takes the older woman a second to get the right words. "He shared 
photos!" 


"Dad!" 
"Look-Vanessa, I only shared the baby photos once!" 


A strangled noise escapes her throat as she walks out the door. Maybe 
a little too far. Whoops. 


"Sorry, gotta go make sure I didn't ruin our Father-Daughter 
relationship, bye!" 


She laughs as you go. 


"Are you okay?" 

She huffs, but nods. "Could you please stop sharing the baby photos?" 
"I only promise to try. Now, where's Perry? ...The Platypus." 

Then, like you called for him, he APPEARED SUDDENLY! 

"AH! Geez, you scare me sometimes! Okay, let's go!" 


You hear Vanessa talking to him as you hurry towards the backmost 


entrance, the only place you can get in and out without reporter eyes 
on you. "...So, what happened back there?" 


"Grerererer." 


"Oh, that... doesn't sound good." 


--U.A-- 


Midnight is unconscious, laid out in the teacher's lounge sofa. On her 
face is a taped-on page that says Tired, let me sleep. 


Nezu cackles from his view on the camera. First time she's had a taste 
of her own medicine! 


Dice: 1d100+30 
6 + 30 = 36 


DC was 70. Nothing goes Wrong, and NOBODY BOTHERS YOU. 
Hurray! 


Dice: 1d100+ 25 
Options: Sum. Threshold: 60. 
82 + 25 = 107 (Success!) 


Midnight's awake a little after you leave. 


And she's not amused. 


--U.A-- 


"You know, I never really liked going to the mall, but this? Th-this is 
nice. Nicer than the malls in Danville at least." 


"What, because it's smaller?" 


"Well, duh! But also because I don't feel overcrowded. Too many 
people around me is just weird, I work in a lab alone all the time, not 
out in public. Like sure I can handle crowds just fine but it's just... 
bleh. Y-you know?" 


'Tll be honest, not really..2 When I was little, sure. Mom helped me 
with confidence around then, if you remember." 


It took a moment for you to drag out that memory. 


"Mom..." 


Charlene looks to Vanessa tugging at her pant leg while you handle the 
vegetables sauteing in the pan. "Yes dear?" 


"T wanna dress up like you do sometimes... but I'm scared to show it to my 
friends." 


"Aww, Vanessa Dearest! You won't have to worry about a thing; Mommy's 
going to teach you exactly how to deal with that. Confidence takes time to 
build, but I'll make sure you get plenty! Okay?" 


"...Okay." 


"Great! Now, do you know what Mommy used to do, when she was 
learning how to be Confident?" 


"What?" 


"IT was mean and rude, me and your Auntie. Do you know why that's a 
bad thing, Dearest?" 


"Because being mean makes people not like you?" 


You hear Vanessa make a noise of complaint. "You're so smart, Vanessa! 
Yes, that's exactly right." 


"Mom..!" 


"Oh, right... How about you, Perry the Platypus?" 


Perry nods, gesturing so-so with his hand. "See, see! Perry the 
Platypus gets it!" 


"Dad, you've been coworkers for years. No wonder he gets it!" 
"Or! Or. He's nervous the same way I am!" 


Vanessa just rolls her eyes. "You think something's going to go wrong. 
Come on, this isn't some nightmare world where everything goes 
wrong every day." 


You and Perry the Platypus take a moment and just look at each 
other. Great, she just Jinxed it. 


--U.A-- 


The bar was a goddamn mess, but the counter was untouched, as were 
the drinks behind said countertop. Of the furnishings and equipment, 
the 8Ball table and chairs were salvaged with ad-hoc 'replacement 
legs', duct tape and glue, and the consoles were mostly okay. The 
foosball table was beyond repair, and the cable for the air hockey 
was dusted. 


Atop the table were textbooks, a notebook, and several lists. 


Shigaraki looks over the results of his efforts with Kurogiri. And for 
once, Kurogiri could see the intelligence that his Master had seen in 
the boy. 


QUEST: KILLING THE SYMBOL OF PEACE 
Rewards: + XP, +Infamy, + Respect, Possible Social Unlocks 


MINMAX PLAN: Get some Adds, get some ELITE Adds. Kurogiri and I 


are Priority targets (Party Leader/DPS and Lead Support 
[Defensive]), use Nomu (Tank/Berserker) liberally. 


NOTES: Need Map and additional Location Hints to begin Quest 
properly, Need to check means of access into U.A. for the coming 
Months. Make use of Mole(s) (Spy/Rogue) if possible. Additional 
Infiltrator Classes would be useful, but split Quest Rewards more 
ways. Enemy Data (Mooks, Elites, Boss) will all be useful, but 
secondary. 


It had merit in several aspects, and getting him up and active to think 
was certainly novel. "Master Shigaraki, I believe you've done what 
you could with this plan so far. How about your more current plans?" 


He scratches his neck incessantly. "Not done yet." 
"Have you considered outside opinions, such as my own?" 


",,.Fine." He flips through the notebook, before stopping with a harsh 
slam. 


SPECIAL EVENT QUEST: TROUBLE IN TERRORIST TOWN 
Rewards: + XP, REVENGE 


MINMAX PLAN: Find the Faker and Dust him. Problem is FINDING 
HIM. No information outside of looking like a Big and Fat Skyrim Elf 
with a Big Nose and Black Beard. Even wore Elven Attire. Fucking 
Todd Howard. 


NOTES: MLA might know something, or so Sensei says. Getting in 
touch with them will be a pain in the ass, likely a Side Quest. Might 
lead to a Betrayal in the process. Prepare accordingly. 


GUILD FOUNDING QUEST: LEAGUE OF VILLAINS 


Rewards: + XP, +Infamy, +Respect, Elite Mooks, Increased Income, 
Possible Social Unlocks 


MINMAX PLAN: I already have resources; I have enough supplies and 


a Main Base. Using Kurogiri, making the needed Social Actions to 
truly found the [League Of Villains] Guild shouldn't be hard. All 
that'll be needed are additional Safehouses (Sensei might provide 
that), a proper mix of Income, and NPCs to manage it. The attack on 
U.A. would suffice for getting the Rep needed to really get the ball 
going, bringing in bigger names and better Income. Sensei has access 
to the Trigger Market, so going through him might be a good idea. 


NOTES: 'Legal' Income, as annoying as it sounds, could be helpful if 
done right. Look into that. 


CANNOT BE COMPLETED WITHOUT [KILLING THE SYMBOL OF 
PEACE] BEING COMPLETED FIRST. 


--U.A-- 


Nothing actually happened! Huh. You know that's a first; usually 
when someone Jinxes something, the terrible thing happens right 
after, or just a little after that. The fact that nothing happened... wow, 
maybe you are in the clear. Whew, that's a weight off of your back 
alright! 


To make the whole shopping trip a long story short: Vanessa just 
went through a bunch of stores, checking things out while you stood 
around and waited, carrying whatever she wanted to try out and 
doing your best to help with commentary and numbers on sticks. 
Perry the Platypus always kept at least three sets of those in the case 
of impromptu judging, so you're not going to complain! 


Anyway, shopping done, you get a taxi back to around U.A., carrying 
the small horde of bags in your arms as Vanessa leads you on to make 
sure you don't accidentally trip or step on Perry the Platypus's feet. 


You did that once, and you felt pretty bad about it! 


Unfortunately, that's when a problem, a very annoying problem makes 


itself known. 
"HEY!" 
You mutter quietly, rolling your eyes. "Oh boy... Hi, Midnight." 


"Don't you 'Hi Midnight’ me, I try to meet with your daughter, and 
you try to run off with her! Perry knocked me unconscious!" 


"He did what?" Your head snaps to where you think he is. Hard to tell 
with the bags. "I said distract her, not knock her out! But, eh... fair I 
guess. Your whole thing is knocking people out. You can learn from 
that! Like a taste of your own medicine thing, but the good ending!" 


That's at least one facepalm and you're 90% sure it was Vanessa's. 
"Even your own daughter knows that's wrong to say! Come on!" 


"Says the one in the dominatrix kit!" 


She scoffs and you walk on with the shake of your head. Perry the 
Platypus comes with, but you're not being lead on by Vanessa any 
more. Oh... 


There's a beat before Midnight speaks again. "I'm happy I get to meet 
you, just wish it was better circumstances! I'm Midnight, one of the 
U.A. Teachers." 


"She doesn't speak Japanese!" 
The woman huffs and repeats herself in English. Oh great. 
"Vanessa." 


"Well Vanessa, I'm happy to see you're less like your old man. He's 
been a real prude since we first met!" 


" " 
",..What? He is! He's been calling me nothing but a Dominatrix every 


time he sees me! At least you know how to dress up nicely. Nothing 
so frumpy like his labcoat and pants." 


You lean down, whispering. "Perry the Platypus, record this for me? 
Charlene's going to want to see this, and I want it for the scrapbook." 


There are a few things you know your little girl gets angry over. 
One's getting patronized. Two's getting comments about how to dress 
or how not to dress; she takes Charlene's words on the subject pretty 
seriously, but anybody else would just rile her up. Three's when 
someone insults the family. That's your Evil little girl. 


The only real shame is you won't be able to see it firsthand. 


[Vanessa Doofenshmirtz - Angry Daughter] 


The young Doofenshmirtz backed away from the older woman's 
touch. "Do you know what I really don't like, Midnight?" She stopped 
in her tracks, a glare and frown combo on her face. "I don't like when 
people just come up and tell me that they're happy I'm not like my 
Dad, that they pat me on the back like he's done something wrong." 


Vanessa was, with her platforms on, just as tall as Dad when he 
wasn't hunched over: 6'2". Even with the tiny stilettos Midnight was 
just about as tall as Vanessa normally was, maybe an inch taller; that 
still made the teen loom a near half-foot above her. "You want to 
know exactly what's wrong with what your wearing? Aside from 
wearing something so revealing around teens, which time and place-" 
Midnight gasps in indignation, "-your entire outfit is a mess. Where to 
start first?" 


"Excuse me-!" 


"Oh no, you excuse me! You wanted to complain about my Dad, it's 
only fair that you take your lumps too! First, those gemstones." 


"They're too big, unflattering, poorly spaced, poorly progressed across 
the leather, and you used different shapes instead of keeping something 
consistent with the smorgasbord of weird. French cut, navette cut, 
and tapered baguette cuts on the same piece of clothing is terrible." 


She points to the gems on the corset underbust. "Speaking of those 
tapered baguettes; they should be horizontal, not vertical. With how 
you have it set up it's easier to be torn into by anyone with two 
braincells! Sure, cover the clasps up, but then it should be back-to- 
back, not spaced out!" 


Vanessa presses on before the older woman can mount a response. 
"Then there's the whole ‘full body stocking' thing you got going on; 
good job, you're keeping from horrible chafing because of the idiotic 
choice to use such thick leather instead of using more implied 
sensuality, which implies that you're one dimensional and shallow. 
Not just that, the whole corset's just done so stupidly. And I'm coming 
back to that, but first - those boots, man those boots." 


"W-wha-" 


"Abubub! I'm not done! You're wearing knee-highs, garter belts, and 
Opaque lavender stockings. Who does that? Who in their right mind 
with any self-preservation instinct to not horrifically embarrass 
themselves DOES that? Then there's the belt! By god, that belt, you're 
not a McDonalds advert, you have literally no other golden yellow 
enamel in your outfit! Why? Why the weird symbol with no real 
meaning, why the studs in gold, why not just put the Kanji for 
Midnight or a big 'M' that isn't the yellow of a fast food restaurant, 
Just... Why?" 


The woman was nearly on the verge of tears, but Vanessa had a lot of 
stress to deal with here and this was a perfectly valid outlet. "Then the 
whole fleshy skintight thing... it's just disgusting, not sensual. You 
look like a walking Barbie Doll gone through a kid's rendition of a 
teen's mental fetish outfit fest, not something anyone sane would be 
interested in. No consideration, no thought about any of it." 


Vanessa levels a full on glare of contempt, looming above the visibly 
devastated woman. "I've been to mosh pits. I've been to raves. I've 
seen girls do body paint costumes better than this. I've seen girls 
Fetish Goth outfits better than this." J even bought a few and considered 
going out with them when I was more rebellious. Never went through with 
it though, Mom would never let me live it down and Dad... Dad would be 
absolutely scandalized. Can't throw them out either, Mom would know no 
matter what. 


"Unlike you though, I did my research." She jabbed at the corset 
again, aiming for the chest strap. "The thickness of the harness strap 
and the shiny faux gems take away from your breasts and the dumb 
sensual image you're trying to show, plus would make you pretty 
uncomfortable due to insufficient chest support. Same goes for the 
skintight suit when mono-color; it looks ugly and detracts from the 
image in an uncanny valley sort of weird. You want to do it right, it 
needs more care put into it than just trying to get around anti-nudity 
laws." The teen huffs. 


"But not only did I do my research on how to dress, I also understood 
something just as, if not more important than that: Time and Place. A 
school is not the place for it, nor is out in the public wherever you 
feel like. Think about it with your head instead of your feelings." 


"B-but I was trying to make a point with what I was doing! The Hero 
Commission represses so much that I had to do something!" 


There's a quiet pause before the teen scoffs. "A point? Please. 
Midnight, you're the clown of a cashgrabbing comedy spinoff." 


And with that, Vanessa walks away, feet stomping against the ground 
at the sheer audacity she just saw. 


No wonder Dad didn't want them to meet. At least he has some 
understanding of things. 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 
Right, so one of five things happened earlier this week. 


First, someone's been gassing Ectoplasm with something to get him 
laughing. Possible but unlikely, he's a Pro Hero and a highly 
experienced one to boot. 


Second, he grew a funny bone. Hizashi finds that especially unlikely; 
he was always, always gruff and brash with literally everyone, but in 
just a few days he's suddenly laughing and smiling more? Yeah, no. 


Third, he found someone to melt his cold heart. Possible, considering 
how private he is about his life outside of Heroics. Hell, Nemuri's 
betting on that one specifically. 


Fourth, Ms. Joke found a way to make her Quirk linger, the very idea 
making Shota crawl away in his yellow caterpillar bag. Personally 
Hizashi also found it unlikely, if she'd target anyone with a prank like 
that it would have definitely been Shota stuck laughing. Instead he's 
just been... oddly silent since yesterday. Mic's not sure what 
happened there, only that it has to do with Principal Nezu. Which 
leads to... 


Fifth, Principal Nezu did something and Ectoplasm finally cracked 
under the pressure and lost it. 


As if he could read Mic's mind, another shuddering chuckle slips out 
of Ectoplasm's wide grin as he lays back on the couch, watching the 
news reports continue on the recent events revolving around Deika 
City and Feel Good Incorporated. 


That's about when Nemuri bursts into the teacher's general office 
crying like she used to in her schoolgirl years. "Woah woah woah, 
Nemuri, what's-" 


She barrels into Hizashi as he stands, nearly knocking him to his feet 
while outright bawling her eyes out. 


He feels Ectoplasm's eyes rest on her. "Midnight, focus." 


The older man's sharp words cause a whine to cut short. "What 
happened?" 


",,.She-she-she made fun of my outfit!" 


Mic understands innately what's happened, but Ectoplasm asks the 
golden question before he can. "Who did?" 


Nemuri sniffs dramatically. "Doof-San's daughter!" 


There's a pause in the air, a string of tension. 


Then Ectoplasm doubles over, laughing like he's lost his mind. And 
that gets Nemuri crying even harder than before. Damnit Ectoplasm, 
really?! 


--U.A-- 


Vanessa left pretty soon after that, and you've heard a lot of crying in 
the hallway so... yeah. 


Took a bit to get back to your room. In the meantime of waiting for 
that, Chase came back and you checked on him for a bit! You could 
have sworn something was off with him when you talked to him, 
but... 


Nah! It must have just been the whole... what, Puritan getup? 
Amish? Could a Robot be Amish? Would that be suicidal, considering 
the whole ‘Simply Living' ideals? Or would that be more like a 


processor lobotomy to cut down on usage of their own bodies? What 
counts as manual labor in that case? Would they have souls? Man, 
that's weird to think about. Robo-Pinocchio better not become a thing, 
or you're kidnapping him for infinite metal! 


Concerning psychological profiling of Unshackled AI aside, you bring 
up the whole tracker thing from a few weeks back and he promises to 
have all the data ready for you for tomorrow. Which is great, 
honestly, it means less work for you! 


He also promises to have the basic Genome collated for your and 
Principal Nezdu's perusal, which... also great! 


The last thing you do before going to bed is send Nezdu the Mink an 
email about it before showering, shoving your clothes through the 
automated laundry, and go right to bed. 


The next morning has a lot hanging on it, and you mean a lot. First 
there's the whole 'Tracker' thing and that definitely has your attention 
because why wouldn't it, then there's the fact that there was definitely 
a drug deal going on when the trackers were set which hoo boy that 
means there's going to be a lot of information to dig through there. 
Second, there's the Genome, which while you're only going to be 
covering what you have so far with Nezdu the Mink, there's still a lot 
to do under the hood and to really the specifics of what does what. 
Also, once Recovery Girl figures out... yeah, better tell her first 
instead of having her break into the lab to get the information 
herself. 


Oh right, and Perry the Platypus would be coming by to watch what 
you got too! He's done this heroics stuff way more than you ever 
have, so maybe he'd notice something you wouldn't after he comes 
by? 


But then you'd be spending his time with more work... that seems 
pretty unfair. Like sure he's working as is by acting as your parole 
officer, but come on that's making him pull double shift! That's just 
not right. 


The least you can do is make sure he gets a meal for his troubles. He's 
a big fan of... let's see, seafood, old cheeses... eh, that's good enough! A 
nice drink to go with that would be good, too. Hm. And Nezdu the Mink... 
would it be rude to get him mice? Are those even available from Lunch 
Rush? Probably not. 


After your morning routine you head out and talk to Lunch Rush 
about the whole thing, grabbing breakfast for yourself and the other 
two that'll be joining you for the morning and maybe the rest of the 
day based on how things go, then get going after making sure things 
have been going well for the guy. 


He might be quiet, but he does seem to like the little interaction he 
gets! 


You munch at your bagel as you punch in the coordinates and open 
up the portal, watching your Archnemesis-slash-Parole Officer walk 
out. 


"Oh Perry the Platypus! How are you doing? I hope yesterday was 
good for you." 


He wipes his eyes, then gives a tired thumbs up. "Oh that's great! 
Okay, so I have a few things I'm doing today, here's your coffee how 
you like it, let me get the list out for you." 


He follows along, eyes brighter as he sips from his hot cup of java. 
"First off, I've been working on a little something since I got here. 
Basically, human genetics, ordinarily are a lot different than the 
genetics over here. And nobody's figured out what's up with that, so I 
decided as my first act to figure out what it looks like! I'm going to be 
having a meeting with Principal Nezdu about everything regarding 
that." You pass him the clipboard you prepared, letting him read over 
the cliff notes. "It's definitely breaking new ground, even for me, and 
I'm gonna need a lot more time before I get anything really useful out 
of it. Right now I just have all the various chromosomes sorted into 
broad categories, and if I want to really start replicating any 
Superpowers, or as they say, Quirks, I'm gonna need a lot of blood 
samples and information on the people donating. But hey, I think this 
was a pretty solid start, no?" 


You get a nod of agreement, then Perry the Platypus points to one of 
the lines. "Oh that? Yeah, I was thinking about asking Principal 
Nezdu to get blood samples of each of the students. It's not only a 
medical thing, never know when you need a transfusion am I right? 
But also a thing I can synthesize more blood from if I make an Inator 
to handle the artificial synthesis! Then suddenly I have, what, 40 
unique samples of all sorts of Quirks I can really figure out? It's 
productive in every sense of the word!" 


"Grerererer." 


"Look, it's a little subversive I know, but if I went public with it I'd 
have some problems. It's a long story for why, but... if I don't tell you, 
you won't exactly believe me would you?" 


He gives you a look. 


"Oh fine, fine... We have some time before Principal Nezdu's here 
anyway. Should've prepared the powerpoint when I had the chance..." 


he 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


Perry takes a sip from his coffee, watching and listening to Heinz 
explain the oddities of the world. 


At first, he was quietly judging the scientist, assuming it to be a 
deception. But he doesn't get dejected when it's a deception, he gets 
angry or excited, which immediately raised the platypus's concern. 


Then the explanation tipped him back to disbelieving before jumping 
into incredible confusion. Confusion that Heinz noticed and doubled 
down on in agreement. 


Which was when his fellow Animal in action knocked on the door. 
"Oh, coming!" 


When the door opened, the two looked at each other with silent 
understanding, as they had before. It was not something a person 
would get, not the same way Heinz could understand Perry and Perry 
could Heinz. This was... simpler. Instinctual. Primal. 


The undercurrent of tension, shallow as it was, got shattered by the 
man that lacked aplomb but had an amazing ability to interrupt 
anything brewing. "Ah, Nezdu the Mink! Come in, come in!" 


The Mink broke away first, a human smile on his face. "Good 
morning, Dr. Doof!" 


"Grerererer." 


"And to you too, I suppose! I believe that this morning's focus is on 
the Quirked Genome, yes?" 


Perry can hear the genuine happiness in Heinz's voice. "That's right! I 
sent you the data, did you have any questions about it?" 


"A few yes. First..." 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


The additional company wasn't expected... but the fault is on Nezu 
for not assuming he'd be here. 


Perry 'The Platypus' was someone that Nezu had a somewhat weak 
grasp on, which was uniquely irritating. Control was important, and 
it's difficult to Control what one doesn't first Understand. No matter 
the form of control, there needed to be knowledge to initiate it. 
Manipulation, Blackmail, Bribery,  Politick, Misinformation, 
Redirection, all of it requires Knowledge in order to be achieved. 


Even Allies may need to be deceived. Some of the lab rats needed to be. 


But, information limited as it is, Perry was and is clearly looking out for 
Dr. Doofenshmirtz. It's also known the two have history, although as 
opponents, not as partners. Is this... normal for their world? To treat so- 
called 'Evil Scientists' as close friends? Has Perry been a good friend of Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz and just helping him with deep-set issues? Is it something 
else altogether? 


Nezu mentally shook his head, listening to Dr. Doofenshmirtz talk, 
filing away what he was hearing ‘naturally’ while his Quirk kept him 
multi-focused. That's conjecture, set the 'maybe's aside. The important 
parts is that they're close on a personal level, that Perry is a Hero in a 
sense of the word, and that Perry cares about Dr. Doof. It's paramount 
that the Dr. remains happy with his work conditions, and that he's not 
doing anything either against his will nor against his apparent Parole. 
What's also important is that he's not forced to stay either, a carrot-only 
approach. Dr. Doofenshmirtz is, at least in my opinion, a Friend and a 
fellow that understands the import of Vengeance. 


"So in the coming months, assuming that Recovery Girl agrees to this 
idea, you believe you will have developed a semi-composite 
Genome?" 


"Yep!" 


He cannot speak beyond his animal tongue, but the message in his eyes is 
at least clear. Perry is Dr. Doofenshmirtz's Papa Bear. It is only fair to 
show that in return, I suppose! 


Nezu lets himself truly smile. "Excellent! Even now you surprise me, 


Dr. Doof. Your work's impressive in ways words cannot describe." 


The 'Evil Scientist’ rubs his neck, embarrassed. "Ahh... nah, I'm just 
doing my job!" 


"And you do it very well!" 


Perry, unreadable as he is, loudly taps to something else on the 
clipboard in his hand, cutting through Dr. Doofenshmirtz's nerves and 
getting his attention instantly. Conveniently interrupting the positive 
reinforcement. Does he not approve? Perhaps. "Oh? Oh right, that! So, 
uh, there was a second reason for why I wanted to see you today. 
Basically, uh... Remember Aldera?" 


Nezu's expression changed slightly. Directed anger put an 
antagonistic edge to the already bared teeth. "I haven't forgotten." 


"Well, the trackers have uh... a lot of information." 


"I suppose you want to look over it all, then?" Without the Unshackled 
Al. I'll have to talk to Chase at some point; he's a dangerous asset that's 
tied solely to Dr. Doofenshmirtz, with the ability to wreak havoc on U.A. 
High's cybersecurity and break down its defenses if need be. Concerning, 
just as much as the AI having a religion to follow. Perhaps a talk of 
Theology with him would be beneficial? 


Dr. Doof nods eagerly. "Yep! Perry the Platypus, you mind sticking 
around and helping with this? I'll get you lunch~!" 


Perry, for his part, facepalms before nodding. "Great! Okay, let's see 


what we got." 
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Nezu can't even hope to match Doof's prowess here. 


[Naomasa Tsukauchi - Detective, Lie-Detector] 


The moment he had a good, uninterrupted morning was the moment 
Detective Tsukauchi should have known that the rest of the day 
would instantly turn far, far more chaotic. 


Instead, he realized it when the phone rang for Principal Nezu's 
number. "What have you uncovered this time?" 


"Good morning to you too, Detective!" The principal of U.A.'s chipper 
tone felt oddly mocking. "Some major leads into the Trigger production 
and distribution schemes, as well as a... connection, if you will, of what 
we had found. Frankly speaking, I suggest getting a notebook or two!" 
Truth. 


"Why can't you ever call me for something that's just... checking on 
me or something? A not-work call?" 


The principal laughs. "We both know your're too busy for that." Truth. 


Naomasa sputters as he gets up from his seat, moving as he talks. It's 
not like everyone here doesn't know how I get when I have a Problem 
Case. "It's the thought that counts and you know it!" It's always best to 
get on top of things before they drown you in complications. "Speaking 
of... you gonna get me a present for all my trouble?" 


"Would you mind if it comes from an unlikely source?" 


"If you mean it? No, given it's not a gag." It's not like he'd stop taking 


cases, regardless. 


Someone else might get them wrong. 


First were the recordings, thousands of hours of footage culminated 
into multi-hour highlights that were sped through at impressive 
speeds. Naomasa listened to the scientist's mad ramblings and the 
unknown animal's chitter (sapient and sentient, much like Nezu but 
far quieter) as the videos were sifted through, then followed with a 
visual result. 


It was a map. A labeled, detailed, highly annotated map of Mid-East 
Japan. A map that labeled the distribution routes, centers, means and 
methods in use by the Yakuza Organization 'Shie Hassaikai', also 
known as The Eight Precepts of Death, and several gangs and villain 
groups alongside. Previous intel implied that Shie Hassaikai was 
going to ground, permanently, not jumping back up into full-on drug 
dealing. 


Naomasa needed some time to think, stepping out in silence, Nezu 
following him. 


After some time, he finally spoke. "...Nezu, can I be frank?" 
"Certainly!" Truth. 
"What the fuck." 


The two of them were still just outside of the lab of the man literally 
from out of this world, and Detective Tsukauchi was willing to buy 
several dozen of those robots and a few instruction booklets. The sheer 
amount of work something like that could do... Well. He just saw it 
for himself. 


The principal, of course, didn't seem to care all that much about 
Naomasa's desire for a drastically easier job. "I suppose the best way to 
put it is that Aldera Junior High was simply more fortunate than any 
of us thought!" Truth. 


"Nezu, I literally have no idea how to explain this to my superiors, 
not about the Yakuza. I can't lie for shit, either, so that's out the 
window." Unless... "Are there any Underground Heroes that have 
been working on busting the Yakuza, or on busting Trigger?" 


"...1 believe if I check I'll find one or two." Truth. "I assume the 
information should find its way to them?" 


Naomasa nods. "If anyone can manage that, I believe you can." 


"Ill keep you updated on that front, then!" Truth. "Onto other 
matters... the MLA." 


"You haven't shown anything about what you found of them. Only 
that they've been a part of this whole... thing." 


A moment passes before Nezu frowns. "Unfortunately, it's a matter of 
police corruption." Truth. 


"What?" No, no he can't be right. 


"An officer was seen by one of the trackers pilfering a hard drive from 
the Aldera server." Truth. "He has been confirmed to be a member of 
the MLA." Truth. "He is not the only-" 


Naomasa's barged back into the lab before the principal could 
continue. "Show me it." 


",,.Show you what?" 
"The police corruption. Now." 
Because others get it wrong, I'm going to do it right. 


"Alright, alright! I will warn you, at first the information we were 
getting was, well, smaller scale." Truth. "Chase went a little above and 
beyond when he saw the first guy stealing, so he sent a few more of 
the spider bots to go and check it all out." Truth. "Metal detectors 
were a problem, so they used the vents more often than not." Truth. 
"Makes for some shoddy work on our end, but it's, uh, better than 
nothing?" Truth. 


Making use of the vents is intelligent, but borderline criminal in 
application. If this wasn't under the order of the Prime Minister to work 
on through private channels I would be arresting you here and now. "Play 
it. Please." 


I have to see it with my own eyes. 


...So on one side of investigation, there's the Yakuza nightmare. 


In that case, Shie Hassaikai was either intending to circumvent and 
surprise the police... or there's been a change in management, or at least a 
conflict therein. All three are problems in their own right. 


The old Boss was focused on a grandchild, though, and wanted to get out 
of the business. Did something happen? If something did, then who could 
be the usurper? Family? An ally? One of his main Henchmen? 


",,.Heinz." 
"Hm?" 
"Was there footage of any children in the Yakuza... Mafia, bases?" 


He takes a moment to think about it while Perry ‘the Platypus’ by his 
side messing with the controls. Then, on the screen. "!" 


A confused-looking child, hand held by a young, half-masked man. 


",,.Shit. Shit!" Naomasa takes a deep breath. That's not her 
grandfather, that's not her father either. His civilian profile shows very 
clearly that he wanted nothing to do with the Yakuza. "Was there 
anything with an old, well-dressed man? Grey hair, no facial hair? 
Wide nose, Japanese-Style robes?" 


"Nnnnnoo?" Truth. 

"That girl's a hostage." 

"She's what." The icy tone makes Detective Tsukauchi double take. 
...To Hell with it. "I can't guarantee, but if you can't find her 


Grandfather or her Parents, then we have a massive problem. Her 
father's name is Takayuki Kobayashi, mother's maiden name Seiran 


Tsuda. Grandfather... Kenjiro Tsuda." 


Naomasa has never seen a man move so fast. The screen jumped from 
one view to two, a second keyboard and mouse tossed to Perry. "You 
heard the man!" 
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Overhaul is not A Clever Man. 


Or rather he is... just not against Nezu, let alone Heinz and 
Perry. 


They worked like Bats out of Tartarus, tearing through massive 
amounts of information at immense speed and terrifying efficiency. 
Nezu joined them, and Naomasa knew he was well and truly 
outclassed in the research department; he was more a man of 
practical action than anything. 


So he continued his line of thinking. The other side of the investigation. 


At least four people of the Police Force have sided or sympathize with the 
MLA. Not only that, but at least one Hero has been supporting them as 
well going by the audio. There are very, very high odds of connections to 
other Heroes and members of the Force too. An internal inquiry will be 
necessary; getting the Prime Minister's backing for the ordeal would be 
easy enough, and that alone makes it mandatory and all the stops pulled 
out. I'm not going to let something this important get half-assed, Rank or 
no Rank, because the sheer betrayal of everything we're supposed to 
stand for is already absolutely unforgivable. 


Then there's matters of arresting them. Doing so would have to be 
simultaneous and require a huge amount of coordination, but would also 
alert the MLA to their cover being blown sky high. Odds are Curious's 


arrest was already a gas pedal, but that's fundamentally different to a full 
on revelation. No, purging corruption, as important as it is, cannot be 
done at this point. More information on the MLA is necessary before I 
could condone the risks. 


Informing the Prime Minister is on the top of those priorities, however. 
He'll have to know about it, then about what will need to be done before 
the secret inquiry can begin. 


There's so much to do. God, I wish I had some way of making this all 
easier- A shout of success cut off Naomasa from going any further 
down that rabbit hole. "You found something?" 


"Yep! Her gramps is in the hospital! Apparently he collapsed and 
entered a coma?" Truth. 


Why weren't we informed? He's on the List; that information should have 
been sent to us! "Where is he?" 


"Uhhh... Musutafu General Hospital, Intensive Care. Went there 
about 10 days ago." Truth. 


Detective Tsukauchi glances to the tarp-covered 'Inator' that's been 
there for some time now. "Nezu... do you mind if we move him to 
under your custody?" 


The principal seems to catch on immediately. "Ahahah, certainly!" 
Truth. "I'll start filing the paperwork!" He leaves with a cackle on his 
lips, audible yet muffled as the door closes behind him. 


"Grerergrer.” Perry waves to his monitor, pointing out a completely 
different set of information. 


Seiran Tsuda still had accessible social media, an available address 
included. Whether or not the Address was accurate didn't matter; 
police kept the old man and his family's official records expunged 
given he swore he was stepping out of the business. 


If any member of the public knew that, there would be outrage, cries 
of scandal and malicious action. However... that's inaccurate, at least 
to an extent. 


Many Yakuza are no better than Villains, doing as they please just for 
the sake of their or their Family's personal gain. But Old and Classic 
Yakuza... they weren't just malicious or violent. No, instead they 
were a key component to major Information Networks for the police 
and a sort of Nightwatch for impoverished places. Sure, not 
technically legal, but those sorts of Yakuza made most of their money 
from loans, protection payments, and gambling; not drugs or 
hostages. 


The only reason Naomasa knew the boss's name was because he told 
him. At a dinner, one that was intended to be purely for information 
regarding the Sky Egg Bombing. 


It was an awkward invitation, but one he had went to, in the past 
before any of this. It was just the two of them (which was already 
uncharacteristic and a red flag), and he, with his Lie-Detection Quirk, 
was offered a high position in Shie Hassaikai. 


I'm sorry... but I refuse your offer. I can't go against everything I've 
worked towards. I'll make this world a better place without having to take 
that path." 


The older man stared intently at him. Then he smiled and clapped. "I was 
worried a little cash would waver your morals. Good man." Truth. 


"...What?" 


It was perhaps the most awkward meeting the detective had ever 
been in. But at the very least it did work out in the end. He got the 
information, didn't offend the old man, got his name, and left 
unharmed. 


It would only be fair to return the favor and get him out of that 
Coma. "Doofenshmirtz-San, can your... Rejuvenate Inator-" 


"Rejuven-Inator!" 


",,.Can it bring him back to consciousness?" 


"Oh, probably!" Truth. 

"In the case it can't, can you do it?" 

He seemed offended at the notion. "Well duh!" Truth. 

"Good. We'll be moving him over here by tonight." 

"Okay! ...Wait, what?! You want me to fix up a mobster, for what?" 


Naomasa looked the scientist in the eyes. "Because he's not as bad as 
you think, and he was leaving the job for the sake of his 
granddaughter." A partial lie, but at this point it'd be entirely true. 


" 


..." It's a beautiful thing to see a person go through realization and 
surprise in the span of a few seconds. Doofenshmirtz-San seemed 
oddly bothered by it, however, almost distracted. "R-right... I'll help 
with it." Truth. 


At least nothing's going terribly wrong. 


...-He wished he never spoke. 


"Good evening, gentlemen. I'm Detective Naomasa Tsukauchi of the 
Musutafu Police Department. If you wouldn't mind, I'd like to 
whomever is in charge of Mr. Tsuda's care? Alone?" 


The two members of Shie Hassaikai that have been there, keeping 
close watch of their boss's condition, look back with conflicting 
emotions. "...You know something about what happened to him, 
copper?" 


Going directly to Musutafu General Hospital, getting the 
documentation for the transfer of the patient sent to his phone, and 
barreling through any police holdups on grounds of 'massive Yakuza 
issue' would give him time to work out something that's more stable 
as an excuse with Nezu. 


Or at least one where he doesn't have to talk. If I get grilled over this, 
it's going to be a problem that U.A. will have to deal with the brunt of it. 


Considering Principal Nezu's helped with prior arrests... it wouldn't be a 
big deal, just one that might raise some brows and get unneeded attention. 


Naomasa looks at the two Yakuza, the nurse behind him. One step at a 
time. "Not yet, but I'm intending to find out after he wakes up." 


"But Detective-" 


He turns to look at the man handling a clipboard and wearing scrubs. 
"I know he's been comatose for some time, but he's stable. He'll wake 


up." 


The two Yakuza, a man and woman each, hesitate before stepping 
aside and letting them both enter their unconscious Boss's hospital 
room. 


Kenjiro Tsuda, frankly speaking, looked like he was going to die. 


He wasnt, at least following along what's known, but he still 
definitely looked like it. That left Detective Tsukauchi concerned, 
because, presumably, if things went worse then they're both screwed. 


Which made that information priority one. "Is he really stable?" 
",..Yes, if barely." Truth. 


A sigh of relief escapes his lips. "Okay, that makes some things 
easier." 


"Detective..?" 
"Yes?" 


"Why is... he, being transferred to the care of U.A. when they don't 
have proper Hospice care for the comatose?" 


"I, well, wouldn't exactly say that." He's not going to comatose for 
much too long after all. "He's needed for witness testimony, and U.A. 
is the safest place for that. In the case the expertise of the staff here is 
required for his care, U.A. is willing to foot the bill." A bit of an 


overextension on Naomasa's part, but that's not his problem, that's 
principal Nezu's. 


" 


..." The nurse nods in understanding, and Detective Tsukauchi stands 
by. 


Might as well make him a second problem to save myself from another. 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


The Principal watched with a quiet glee as everything came together, 
the emergency vehicle allowed in through the side gate alongside 
Detective Tsukauchi's police cruiser, keeping tabs as it forcefully 
shuts and closes off U.A. from the rest of the area once more. 


It would be interesting to see an old Yakuza be brought back from 
death's door, only to denounce his old family altogether. 


Ah, but one step at a time! First thing's first was Dr. Doofs work 
towards moving around the Rejuven-Inator into Recovery Girl's 
office; if he really wanted to modify it he would simply have to bring 
it back to his lab or complete the changes down here, as this use was 
too important to keep upstairs. He did oblige at least, and at this 
point it's ready for its purpose. 


Second was Chase, the robot being brought over at Nezu's own 
suggestions to assure that they would know what to focus on, or at 
least know what the damages looked like. After all, Kenjiro Tsuda's 
injuries were purely internal, meaning there would be little to garner 
from traditional examinations. The unorthodox was required; who 
better than a machine trained in biology? 


Third was the approaching stretcher, at least one medical 
professional to brush off that would be coming alongside it. 


Or, perhaps, additional company. There were five pairs of footsteps 


instead of the expected two to three. The Yakuza keeping an eye on 
him, then? Foe implies they wouldn't have come here, or fought from the 
start. All the same, they could simply be waiting to see what intends to be 
done here, holding off malice and violence for the sake of Neutrality. 
Friend seems the least likely, it makes little sense for the words of one 
Detective, high ranking in the police or no, to get a pair of Yakuza to 
simply listen. 


Nezu's own thoughts are affirmed as the doors swing open, a pair of 
Yakuza alongside a pair of paramedics barging in with the man of 
import on his stretcher. Detective Tsukauchi was hot on their tail, 
speed-walking behind them. 


"Bring him here!" The sharp tone of Recovery Girl had them all 
moving to her whims, a section of the nurse's office re-organized 
specifically for this whole situation. 


He watched Detective Tsukauchi join by his side, the man glancing 
down before returning his gaze to what was going on before him. 
"This is going to be a mess." 


"Perhaps. But at least it's our mess!" 


"Ha." As dry as the word was, the detective was smiling. "Do we have 
any idea what we're about to find out?" 


"Nope!" 


"What, nothing? Not even an inkling of an idea?" Something in that 
sentence made Dr. Doof twitch, or perhaps it was just coincidence, 
but Nezu didn't think so. 


The principal shrugs. "We have plenty of conjecture!" 
"Right... What's the most likely conjecture?" 
"Quirk-based usurpation." 


",,.Shit, that was literally the only idea I had outside of poisoning, 
but the hospital already checked that line of thought out. He's 
supposedly healthy on that front, if anything, so sickness was also 
struck out. The working theory was either a possible head injury or a 


stroke, possibly both. Given he hasn't died, a stroke is extremely 
unlikely." 


Nezu hums in thought. "I suppose we'll figure out soon enough. Once 
everything is put together, we'll have a clearer image of why things 
happened through Chase." 


Detective Tsukauchi pauses for a moment, then pulls out a pack of 
cigarettes. "I'm gonna need a sec." 


"Take your time! We still have some time before we do anything, 
after all!" 


The man grumbles as he walks out the front door. 


--U.A-- 


You're not really sure about how they're doing things, and you 
personally want to go out and deal with this mess personally. 
Currently, the clock was ticking, and Chase was about to come back 
in because the Paramedics left. "...So uh, what happens after he 
wakes up? Because I'm going to be honest, I don't want to sit around 
and wait for him to blabber on or ‘get better' when there's a much 
more important thing to deal with! Also my lesson plan and trap- 
making, plus the whole thing I have planned for my students. Bit of a 
list, you know?" 


Nezdu the Mink smiles. "Simple! We make sure he's okay, then me 
and Detective Tsukauchi will spend some time to ask him some 
questions before informing him of everything and you of what's 
important." 


"But what about the young girl?" 


"We'll have to figure out if she's truly in danger first, Doofenshmirtz- 
San. That's what half of this is about with Tsuda-San; he's a font of 
information here, one that can redefine what we're seeing." 


"Alright... Let me know how it all goes. I'm gonna get back to my own 
plans now!" You walk out, leaving them all to do what they need to. 


There wasn't too much for you to do that was immediately important 
at least, just a lot of important side-stuff; you were asked to wait for 
the Yakuza thing after all, and unlike last week's there was a good 
reason: she might not be kidnapped! 


Man, that would be a little funny if it was true. Imagine yourself just 
bursting in through a wall to that man doing like, a bedtime story or 
tea party or something for her. Awkward~! 


You look around. "Hey, where's Perry the Platypus?" 


--U.A-- 


'T've told you, Kai. This isn't the Yakuza way." Kenjiro sighs, looking at 
the young man he raised into his group. 


In the past, he found the poor boy as an orphan, undirected anger and a 
lack of guidance reminding the man of his younger self. Rage and Wrath 
were powerful, dangerous things when left raw, but once tempered... it 
made for the best of men, those with the discipline to control themselves 
from greater Evils. 


"But Boss, this would be a big step in garnering power and influence. It 
would offer us the power and control to right the wrongs done!" 


Hari Kurono kept back, watching from the door behind Kai as the 
argument escalated. 


"What good is it to forgo our Morals in the name of Power? It would lead 
to Villainy. We are not Villains, we are Yakuza! We have Honor and 
Dignity! Drug dealing would do nothing but hurt the community we helped 
to build!" 


--U.A-- 


His baby girl was in tears, crying, claiming her daughter, his 
granddaughter, was Cursed. 


He didn't believe it of course, but no matter what he did his daughter 
didn't want anything to do with young Eri. It was... heartbreaking. He was 
forced to pick between Daughter and Granddaughter. 


...His Daughter had wealth, had been cared for, and didn't need her old 
man any longer. Young Eri... she was young, innocent. She needed a 
caretaker, lest she be left alone to roam the streets and suffer for actions 
not in her control. 


Unacceptable. 


Kenjiro wasn't the most knowledgeable of Quirks. He himself was 
Quirkless, after all, and that was the biggest cause for his anger and 
downtrack into the Yakuza. But Kai... it was similar to his Quirk. 
Manipulation of things, on a very, very small scale. 


At least he thought so; Kai knew about biology, so maybe he knew enough 
to better understand the girl's Quirk that would also keep Young Eri out of 
any undesirable's hands. Shie Hassaikai didn't have the power to strong- 
arm, nor was that their purpose, so a more careful and subtle hand was 
necessary to assure her safety. 


She would not be made a weapon or a tool for another. She would be 
raised like her father and mother had wanted, before the tragedy that took 
them from her. 


--U.A-- 


"Youre mad! I trust her to you for your aid, and you come to me, you 
come to me to ask about using her, EXPERIMENTING on her?!" 


"It would be for the good of the Yakuza, Boss. It would be an economy 
that nobody could lay their hands on except for us, one that would pull 
Humanity from the ailments of their Quirks!" 


"It's insanity is what it is. You would destroy us all, destroy the Yakuza in 
all but name, and worst of all, you would ruin the life of Eri." He got up to 
his feet. "Never bring this up with me again, and stop this. I've given you 
leeway enough as is, because your actions thus far have been trying to 
assist the Yakuza even if the methods aren't acceptable to me. But this is a 
line I will kill over." 


"...1 wish we saw eye to eye about this." Kai approached the desk, before 
kneeling. "I'm sorry." 


Kenjiro could see himself in the boy, even now. He kneeled to meet him. 
"Kai, I just want what's right for you and for the Yakuza." 


"So do I." He felt the young man's touch on his outstretched forearm, and 


everything went black. 


" won " 
sete tase 


Kenjiro had a blistering headache, and the talking and noises and 
smell didn't help it. So badly he wished to shout Shut Up, but before 
he could wag his tongue, the memory what happened before this 
came to him. 


Everything returned to a sharp clarity, headache and the general 
leaden feeling in his limbs be damned. "Where is Eri?! Where am I?! 
TELL ME!" 


"Tsuda-San, Tsuda-San calm down damnit!" "BOSS!" "BOSS!" 


The frantic beeping of the heart monitor was a dull sound in his ears, 
the old man realizing those around him. Daigo and Hanaka, the two 
looking at him with unrestrained relief. Naomasa Tsukauchi, calm 
but concerned. An older woman in a Hero's outfit. And... Nezu of 
U.A. High. "...Where is she?" 


"Still with the Yakuza. Right now, however, we need to know what 
happened so we can go and save her." 


"I'm coming with you when you do." 


"Tsuda-San, you've been comatose for almost two weeks. Your limbs 
atrophied and you're in no physical-" 


The man was at his feet, ripping the drip in his arm. "I don't give a 
damn about if I'm in any physical condition. I am going to help you 
get my little granddaughter back!" 


"Boss, you gotta sit down!" Daigo was quick to move, gently but 
firmly trying to make the Boss sit on his bed. 


"Daigo." 

"Boss!" 

",,.Boss, please, we can go in your stead!" 
These two..! 


Naomasa snaps his fingers. "We don't have time for your arguments, 
what's more important is knowing what happened and how. Explain." 


He didn't need any more convincing. 


UUUUUU-U.aA--UUUUUU 
[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 
"1,500." 


Perry passed the needed Yen, then stepped out of the taxi in his little 
trench coat. "Stay safe kid." He tipped his hat in response. 


The cab sped off, and Perry looked to where he was dropped off, 
pulling out a map to confirm. He should be exactly where he needed 
to be, but he still had some extra cash left over from Heinz's 
spending. 


He let Perry handle the change and never asked him for it back. 


After confirmation, he put it away and checked his wristwatch, then 
walked down the alleyway before him. A small satellite transceiver 
pokes out of it, sending a ping out before getting one back. 


Once he got to an intersection in the alleyway, he checked each of 
the directions before picking one and continuing down that path. 


While the location, broadly speaking, was found, the specific spot 


was underground. One person's superpower was the ability to change 
the local environment by becoming melded with it, but such a thing 
required him to take a drug. Trigger was what it was called, a syringe 
that he'd inject into his neck. Otherwise, he was in a small bundle of 
fabric with a little mask atop. 


It was a little out of the platypus's wheelhouse, but this was too 
important to care about specializations. 


He saw two brothers and their older sister, like he had in his 
nightmares once upon a time. 


And that was unacceptable. 


... There. The shifted ventilation shaft. 


It would be easier to sneak in and break out; the preparations they 
have in place are insufficient for such a thing, and the young girl 
needed to be rescued more than anything. 


Fastening his hat firmly atop his head, he pulled out a wrench and 
undid the bolts, then loosely put it back into place before sliding 
down and into the duct. 


Perry peeked out of the Vent near the ceiling. 


This was a hallway, blank and unidentifiable. The wristwatch again 
came into play, sending out a ping to try and map what's around 
before figuring out where he needed to go. 


It filled out another section of the area, the new ‘map’, and he 
continued through to the next exit. This wasn't where he needed to 


go. 


He came out a few minutes later, rolling onto his hind legs and 
spotting a fresh coat of dust, one he shook off in a sputtering, silent 
sneeze. 


This was a lab, or some twisted doctor's chambers. One of the few 
places the robots didn't truly look into, as it always seemed too 
dangerous. 


It wouldn't hurt to take a peek around at the computer here, at the 
very least. 


Emotional pain wasn't on the list of ‘wouldn't hurt' for Perry, but 


apparently it needs to be because the information therein was 
unsettling in ways that no sane individual could put to words. Perry 
disappeared back into the vents after saving a copy, seeking out the 
little girl's bedroom. He needs to find it, and fast. 


It takes three more vent-hops, but the place he finds isn't anything 
like what a child's bedroom should be. 


The room was nigh-spartan, with just a bed, a dresser, lamp atop it 
that looks like a spotted mushroom, concrete-grey walls, and recently 
moved-in medical equipment. None of it was in use. 


His purpose of being here was tossing and turning in bed, struggling 
to sleep so soon before sunset. 


She was wearing medical clothes already, the artificial material 
giving her no comfort, but she seemed entirely unharmed, merely 
uncomfortable. He wasn't too late, but given what might lie ahead, 
he'll have to make this quick. 


"Grerererer." 


The girl nearly jumped out of her skin in surprise, a muffled squeak 
ringing out as she snaps her head to look at the vent. Perry carefully 
pulls the grate away, before aiming the small sign in his hands 
towards her. 


I'm here to rescue you. You are being kept from your grandfather. 
",,.R-really?" 
He does a thumbs up, then gestures her over. 


The little girl takes off the covers, a gentle pat-pat-pat of her feet 
sounds out as she approaches the wall housing the vent before 
getting on her knees and joining him, her eyes squinting to adjust to 
the darkness. 


It'll be tight for the young girl, but she's small enough to fit into the 


width of the shaft. 


Perry carefully maneuvers around her, dropping off one of the robots 
that he picked up along the way into the room before closing the 
grate once more. Chase, as odd as the robot was, would be playing 
distraction. 


The sound of a little girl's feet pitter-patting would be a solid one, once 
it's played all over. Being stuck in the ventilation when they find out, 
however? Terrible idea. 


"I... Do you really mean it? Grampa is okay? I didn't do anything to 
him?" 


Perry shakes his head. Even if she did, he would never admit it. 
",,.I-I-I thought that, I-I was told by uncle Kai that..!" 


He pat the girl's back, the young child pulling him into a hug before 
panicking and shoving the platypus away. "!" 


Perry the platypus knows the girl's troubled, and just pulls her right 
back into a hug. "B-but..!" 


There's a moment of hesitation before she returns the hug, crying as 
she does. 


Perry, despite being a little weighed down, moves through the vents 
with the child at a slower pace. He did his best to reciprocate 
properly, because the little girl was overwhelmed and panicked, but 
there was a time and place because if they were caught then all of this 
would be worth nothing. Not to mention what 'Uncle Kai' might do to 
the girl for attempting escape. 


At one of the junctions, Perry and the young girl watch a mop head 
and a pillow being dragged by a small horde of the robots back 
towards the way they came. Clever. 


Dice: 3d100+50 
Options: Individual. 


95,47,45 + 50 = 145,97,95 


DO BE DO BE DOO BA, DOO BE DO BE DO BA 


Dice: 3d100+ 30 
Options: Individual. 
45,50,51 + 30 = 75,80,81 


Chase is trying! 


Dice: 3d100+ 40 
Options: Individual. 
48,32,59 + 40 = 88,72,99 


Overhaul: Excuse me, what the fuck- 


Dice: 2d100+70 
Options: Individual. 
6,28 + 70 = 76,98 


MIMIC JOBS 


--U.A-- 


The Yakuza standing guard before the Boss's granddaughter's door 
remains vigilant. The Boss's son in all but name said she was sick 
with what took down the Boss, and that didn't make any of the men 
happy. Some thought it was him that did it, but there wasn't any real 
way to confirm that... and you don't question the higher ups. That 
leads to nothing but trouble. So he simply did his due, following 
orders to a T. And his current orders? 


Nobody in or out of Eri's room. She was supposed to be sleeping, the 
only exceptions being if Overhaul himself came to check on the girl, 


or one of the Eight Bullets under Overhaul's orders. And he was going 
to follow those orders like nobody's business. 


...Poor girl, it's a sad thing to know she's ill. If she were brought to a 
hospital, her Quirk would be a problem for all sorts of reasons, but 
Overhaul... he knew what he was doing. He'd help her, like he said 
he would. 


The Yakuza in front of the door just wished that he didn't call it a 
curse. 


Ah shit. As if some god wanted to spite him, Overhaul was fast 
approaching from down the hall. Chronostasis and the First Bullet 
followed behind him, and the yakuza nodded in respect. "Boss." 


The First Bullet spoke, gesturing with his hand. "Has anyone else 
been in or out?" He was using his Quirk, a compulsion forcing the 
Yakuza to answer truthfully. 


"No sir." The Yakuza steps aside, opening the door to allow them 
inside. 


Chronostasis waits behind while the other two enter. There's a 
muffled conversation, then... 


",..What-?!" BOOM! 


A detonation rings out, the entire room filling with smoke, and 
everyone starts to panic. 


--U.A-- 


Kai was going to finally start his research in earnest tonight. But no, 
somebody had stolen the key to it all. 


"Eri, wake up. It's time for to begin work on your cure properly." 


She doesn't respond, unmoving in the bed. But something seems... 
off. 


"Eri..." Overhaul reaches over with a hand when a sign suddenly 
shoots up from behind a bed. Suprise! 


The bed explodes, and most of the shrapnel hits Shin, who rushed to 
push Overhaul back. 


Overhaul's thrown from the room, bleeding momentum with use of 
his Quirk before cleaning himself off of the debris, doing his best to 
ignore the sudden forming of hives. She's gone. How? When? 


Approaching the mulched but barely-alive body of his Bullet, he 
reaches down and restores the man's body back to normal with 
nothing but a touch of his hand. "Chrono-" 


"Already on it." The phone was ringing in his hand, the Yakuza that 
was there already running through the halls and shouting for 
everyone to rise to action. 


It would take a moment for Shin to return to consciousness, the 
consequences of evading such a vicious death a slow one to restore. 
But he was a useful tool, and useful tools need perfect maintenance. 
"He will need rest. Tell Mimic to use from his supply. Either they 
swapped her for a decoy sometime earlier in the day, or they possess 
a mental Quirk and managed to sneak around the cameras." If the 
former, we've lost her. If the latter, however... Mimic would find them. 


ms ee 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


He popped out of the same vent he came from before, grappling hook 
and a combination of his and the girl's vice grip making sure neither 
were left behind. 


Unfortunately, Eri had a small issue of being a Barefoot, barely- 
dressed child with a Platypus of all things. The girl didn't understand 
him unless he wrote down on the sign he had, but that was time 
consuming and they were on the clock. Alleyways are not safe for 
barefoot children, so that's a no go; Perry picks her up and lets her 
piggyback before hurrying off, calling the only person that could help 
him here. 


Ring... 

Ring... 

"Perry the Platypus, where the heck did you go?!" 

"Grerererer." 

"Oh wow, you got her?!" 

"HE WHAT?!" 

"Oh, your name is Perry?" He nods. 

"Holy shit." 

There was a shushing noise from Heinz. "Language! Is she okay?!" 


"I-I'm fine. Where's grampa? Perry said he was okay! He-he's okay, r- 
right..?" 


"He's awake and in bed. You'll be seeing him as soon as you get here." 
Perry can hear the Detective running, the muffled sound over the call 
overtaken by Perry's own footsteps. "For now, however..." There's a 
loud sound of a door being shoved open. "Kenjiro-San, good news!" 


"What do you mean-" 

"Grampa!" 

There's a gasp on the other end of the line. "...Eri?" 
"Grampa, he got me out!" 


"Who on 


"It's complicated, youll see him when he gets here, but... he's mute in a 
non-traditional sense." 


"...1 see. He can hear me?" 
"Yes." 


"Whoever you are, I can only say Thank You. I don't know how you've 
done it. I don't care how either, so long as my little granddaughter is safe." 


Perry let himself smile as he slinked away, letting the two family 
members talk before the call returned to Heinz and a place for pickup 
set. 


--U.A-- 


",,.She's not here, Boss." 
"..." This is unacceptable. 


Everything has been ruined, the only saving graces being that he 
currently had control of the Eight Bullets, and still had enough of a 
blood sample preserved to continue research, albeit not without 
extreme Capital. 


Things would need to be greatly accelerated... but it can be done. 


Eri or no, he will rid this world of its plague. 


Chapter 6: So Apparently Perry the Platypus is a Legal 
Vigilante! 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


TOP 7! — Voting closed — 56 voters 


[FREE] So uh, Midnight's Birthday * 37/49 

is this week. ...You MIGHT have 

been off on the wrong foot earlier 

last week, but you DID promise to 

make her an outfit. Might as well 

keep your word and _ dodge 

sticking around. 
—fLO€CKED—IN}—Power—Loader's——————————*25730- 

getting that talk, but at least he's 

getting it after getting you some 

lunch! 
—After—Luneh—Rush—made—you—alt #1 0/13- 

those Lunches, you decided ‘why 

not try to share some Classic 

Drusselstein Recipes?’ Nothing can 


go wrong with Cooking! 


bump into him during Lunch and 

he just... follows you back to your 

Lab? You're not really sure why. 
—Make—another—inater—it—helped———_—_#16722- 

with your stress last time, 

wouldn't hurt this time! 


you'd help with her Quirk 
problem. Why not roll that in with 
the graduation gifts you're 
planning on? 


for troubles. That's... good that 

they're voicing help, bad that they 

need it. Fix that! (Can be tossed to 

Chase) 

came over with her still-unhealthy 

grandpa. Apparently she had 

Quirk problems? 
-Eetoplasm—is—running—dewn—the——————————*444- 

hall, Mic chasing after him. The 

latter's yelling about ‘time and 

place’ and that just seems weird. 
—You've—got—the—files—for—the-rrew——_—_—___—_——*4/7— 

up-and-coming students in; it'd be 

good to get a bit of a head start on 

that! 
—fLOCKED—1IN}—Recovery— Girls #24 /27- 

getting that information about the 

Genome whether you want to 

share or not. (Can be tossed to 

Chase) 


THIS WILL NOT TAKE CHASE'S ACTION. — Voting closed — 20 voters 


Chase can handle Recovery Girl! * 16/20 


Chase can handle Extra Teaching! 0 


Student Profiles! — Voting closed — 33 voters 


Go through students in Detail! * 25/31 
(Allows Chat to actually consider 
things rather than just Doof.) 


and a dice roll! (:{ ) 


After Chase manages to pick up Perry the Platypus and starts driving 
back, you call it in for the night. 


What? You did your part, and she was said to be safe and sound! 
Frankly speaking, being told more was all but guaranteed, you just 
didn't see a good reason to go to sleep late over it when she was 
alright and also the only kid on the cameras. If things were worse, 
then Perry the Platypus would have told you that! 


You give Nezdu the Mink a heads up before going for your rightly- 
eared sleep... but not before texting Vanessa good night! 


The next morning has you starting with washing yourself up and 
changing your clothes into something nice, Principal Nezdu gifting 
you clothes a few days back plus Vanessa pushing you to buy more... 
ugh, teacher-like clothes. There are all sorts of complaints you have 
over those clothes, not over Vanessa's or Charlene's, they can dress 
pretty good even for your own sense of fashion, but man do you 
disagree with what they have you wear. 


You don't even look good in flannel! 


So instead of that, because Vanessa's not here and Charlene wasn't 
there, you wear what Principal Nezdu got you. 


...Not your style, but you don't look bad in it. Besides, it's comfy. 
7.95/10! 


Breakfast is good as usual (thanks Lunch Rush!), and once that's done 
with and polished away, you just go right to the classroom and get 
everything ready for today's lesson. It's gonna be about History, 
which is a little out of the ordinary for anything you're supposed to do, 
but honestly they should probably get to know things that aren't just 
black and white and weird. Besides, history is filled with all sorts of 
science! 


Honestly, you decided to make use of an old show you remember 
from when you were a kid, something that actually kept to pure 
science instead of any of the weird Hero Documentaries that were 
floating around. Ugh, mixing a powerful figure with the word 
‘documentary’ never really works and usually just causes more of a 
mess, science is a... well, science, and doesn't have that problem! 


Halfway through the early-morning trap prep, you get an email from 
Principal Nezdu. Oh hey, the student profiles! That'll be a good use of 
your time later! 


--U.A-- 


Izuku Midoriya rubs his eyes, making sure the letter in his hands was 
real. It was... just on the floor of the apartment's front door. His mom 
was still making breakfast in the kitchen, but this was probably worth 
interrupting that. "U-uh, M-Mom?" 


"Yes, Izuku?" 
He swallows nervously. "Th-they sent the letter." 


There's a pause before the stovetop turns off, Inko Midoriya hurrying 
over. 


Together, the two carefully open the flap sealant holding it closed. 


a Ue 


Eijiro doesn't even hesitate, tearing open the letter right after he saw 
it and backing off to the couch. 


It was a small disk, a little thick, with a glassy center. A small 
engraving of the English letters 'U.A.' marked the front, with a button 
right to the side. Or... a button in the front, with U.A. to the side? 


He didn't care, and just pressed the button. 


--U.A-- 


"Good day t'ya, Partner. Snipe here. I see that you, did a pretty piss-poor 
job in the Written Test. Now, that's not a disqualification on it's own, 
mind you, but that's often a sign of someone not being U.A. Hero 
Material. No offense." 


Denki clenched his fists tight, sitting in his room and listening to the 
man speak with a southern drawl through Japanese. I failed. I was this 
close and I blew it! If only- 


"However! That's not to say you didn't pass. Not quite. There's always 
room for fixing underaverage education. No, the bigger pot of the pile is 
th' Practical. And Denki, boy? You're a damn fine worker on that front." 


UUUUUU--UA-OUUUUU 


Ibarra watched the boisterous man speak his own gospel on the 
holographic display, like he would on the radio. "I never directly said 


it, but there were THREE types of points any Hero could get: Villain 
Points, from putting down the Pointers, Rescue Points, from saving fellow 
Heroes in the line of Duty, and Hero Points for protecting those Robots. 
And YOW! You really took to some righteous vengeance against those 
Villain Bots! In fact, you did so well with you work that you managed to 
get Fourth Place!" 


I... Thank you, Lord! It is through your Grace that I have done this well. I 
will be your vessel and continue pushing the Good Word forth! Without a 
moment's hesitation, she marked the Cross on her body. 


--U.A-- 


"Yosetsu Awase, you were Fifth Place in the Practical." Clinically, Eraser 
Head spoke out while glaring directly at the boy, somehow. 


He wasn't focused on him speaking though. No, a single thought 
passed through the boy's mind. 


I passed. 


At some point Yosetsu started to laugh. He might be foul and harsh to 
others, but in private... those emotional guards dropped. I passed! 
Dad's gonna be so proud! 


= ee 


Only Sixth? I thought I did better! lida was happy he definitely passed, 
not so happy about doing subpar in the Practical. Top Ten was a 
position worthy of praise and respect... But he didn't know the 
civilians were worth points! He did it because it was the right thing 
to do! Not for some points! 


...Is this what it means to have good Karma? 


Perhaps. Hopefully Tensei would be proud to hear he was at least in 
the top ten! Though sharing that with him would have to wait until 
he's returned from today's Patrol. Mother and Father would be good 
to tell, but... perhaps not now. First, they would cut into Tensei's 
patrol to tell him and that would ruin the surprise. Second, it was still 


playing! 
And who did I tie with..? 


--U.A-- 


"WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU MEAN TIED! ?" 


The fucking display didn't answer, the Principal looking on at him 
with a smile. "Did you know that you would have been 10th place if we 
did not consider your partial Hero and Rescue Points? That degree of 
power and control is certainly beyond our expectations!" 


"Damn right!" 


Then he frowned. "Unfortunately, Katsuki Bakugo, there's a certain point 
of concern regarding something prior to your application with U.A. High. 
You're not in trouble, don't you worry about that, but it will require you 
and possibly one or both of your parents’ presence at U.A. before you're 
an official student in the coming weeks." What the hell, why? 


"The physical paper including details regarding how to get into contact 
with the school for this meeting are included in the envelope!" 


So that's what it was for. But why? I've been a fuckin' Straight-A student 
since day one! My grades are perfect, my score top fuckin' TEN. What the 
fuck is the problem?! 


--U.A-- 


A macabre laugh slipped past the ghastly figure's wide, grinning 
veneer. "One of your professors would be interested in seeing about your 
Quirk, I would imagine." Another laugh, one with vigor as he leaned 
forward. That grin was unsettling in the best of ways to the bird- 
headed boy. "You'll be seeing him soon enough, and I eagerly look 
forward to watching you grow and succeed. Once you get into your third 
year, I'll be there to help guide you along with other Specialists." 


Fumikage felt Dark Shadow's mind brush with his own in the dark, 
the Yin and Yang in sync. 


Glee. 


Dark Shadow nearly broke from his control then, but both of them 
restrained themselves and continued to listen. 


--U.A-- 


"This is not all. There was a recent development that wasn't covered in the 
newer applications to U.A. High, something to help those considered 
sufficiently in need either due to financial distress or distance from the 
campus. Tetsutetsu Tetsutetsu, atop of passing the Practical in Ninth 
Place, you have also been considered for this program. Your finances in 
regard to food and lodgings will be covered by your tuition at no 
additional cost, and you will be housed on U.A. High's residence. Of 
course, if you believe this isn't necessary, you can file to cancel this, 
paperwork for such a thing included." The holographic Vlad King 
smiled. "The choice is yours." 


Tetsutetsu was grinning stupidly wide, before he pulled out his 
phone. Did my Bro for Life just text me?! 


ROCK DUDE BRO: HOLY SHIT BRO I'M SECOND PLACE 
REAL STEEL BRO: WHAT 


CHILL TAPE BRO: WHAT 


ROCK DUDE BRO: DUDES WHAT DID YOU GET?! 
REAL STEEL BRO: NINTH BRO HOLY SHIT GOOD JOB 
CHILL TAPE BRO: BRUH I GOT SEVENTEENTH 


ROCK DUDE BRO: TOP FUCKING TWENTY, ALL OF US?! 
YOOOOOOOO 


CHILL TAPE BRO: YOOOOOOOOOQOOOOO 
REAL STEEL BRO: YOOOOOOOOOOQOOQOQOOQOO0O0000 


REAL STEEL BRO: I LOVE YOU GUYS SO DAMN MUCH HOLY SHIT 


Best fucking friends a Bro could ask for. 


--U.A-- 


Ochaco Uraraka was a little misty-eyed. I got in, Thirteen said she was 
proud of me, and U.A. is going to pay for the food and board instead of 
us. Mom and Dad aren't gonna have to work as hard for my sake..! 


"Oh? Ochaco-Chan, why are you crying?" 


She turns in surprise, clutching the disk close to her chest. I-I didn't 
even hear the door open! "...I-I did it, Uncle Majima." 


"No shit?! How high d'ya score?" There was his silly, stupidly wide 
smile on his face that always make Ochaco giggle. 


"Twelfth." 


He whistles appreciatively, lone eye looking at her eyes. "You need to 
cry still? Let the waterworks flow, don't want your old folks seeing it 
do you?" 


There's a moment of hesitation before she hugs her uncle close, 
crying happy tears. 


--U.A-- 


Itsuka Kendo expected to pass, if only barely. But to get Tenth Place? 
That's a damn sight better than what she thought. 


More than that, being given a place to stay by 24-hour Quirk gyms 
(U.A.'s pamphlets said so) for free? It was worth its weight in gold. 


She'll miss her folks, but she'd have to be heading far regardless. 
Besides, it's about time for her old man to get a new student. 


...She's going to fight him one more time before she has to leave. 
She'll prove it that she's learned all she could from him. 


--U.A-- 


Shinso played the recording again. 
Then again. 


He listened intently to the name said, and refused to believe it wasn't 
just a very, very good edit. 


Then he played it yet again. 

His eyes were wet. 

He played it again... 

This is a fluke. I have to go make sure they know that. 


Tomorrow morning, he'll slink off to U.A. High's campus and point 


out the error. 


No way I placed in the top 20. I failed. I definitely failed. I have to 
correct this. 


--U.A-- 


[Back to your Regularly Scheduled Program! ] 


The various students looked a little weirded out that, for the first 
time, you pulled out the projector. "Okay so for today, aside from the 
traps holding you down on your feet, I'm making picking them at all 
extra credit, because today is a very, very special day! Today, I'm 
going to show how Science affects history. Specifically, older history! 
Now, how many of you are versed with the 1900's?" 


Some looked around in confusion. "You mean before Quirks?" That 
was Goya. 


"Yep!" 
Nobody raised their hand. Drat. 


"Well, that sucks. Some day I'll have to put something together to help 
educate the school about that. One Day!" You lower your raised 
finger. "But that's for later. For now, let me show you some old 
media; this is an episode from a documentary series made in 1978 
and 1979, and looks as old as it is!" 


You hit the button, and watch as it begins to Play. 


[Hajime Ogawa - Roundabout, Right-Up Hero] 


The teen's mechanical pencil tapped against the notebook, watching 
the projected media with muted interest. Something along the lines 
of 'technology and its applications through history' wasn't exactly 


something he ever expected to learn, let alone something from the 
pre-Quirk era. 


Hajime would be considered by some of his classmates to be Lazy and 
a Slacker. Really, he was more Unmotivated. There is no reason to put 
more than the bare minimum here and now, and realistically he 
considered dropping out entirely and going into vigilantism when 
forced into General Studies or Expulsion. 


Then there was the offer, made after that, for additional classes, Doof- 
Sensei's class included. 


Said teacher, watching along, was still a big Question Mark in 
Hajime's mind, for a multitude of reasons. First, he's never been seen 
or heard of in U.A. High until now, something that could be 
confirmed by any thorough internet search as he would easily be 
caught by media gossip, either from how he acted or how he taught. 
Which means he's new. 


Second, though, is that he's good. He's a good teacher, and one that's 
been helpful, more than most, about the subject they teach. Hajime 
can't deny that most of the U.A. teachers do teach alright; it's hard to 
focus in Cementoss's literature class and Midnight's a little 
distracting, but they all can teach. Doof-Sensei, though, he can teach. 


Hajime has a nearly-full notebook of notes for all of his other classes 
combined. For Doof-Sensei? He's filled out a quarter of a notebook 
already, lessons, labs, and copies of the homework within. At first it 
was slow, the teacher taking his time to make sure everyone's bases 
were covered, but he said he'd want to see everyone's thoughts on 
what they watched and that got the teen to actually put in the work 
on his note-taking. 


Which led to the third point: Hajime felt motivated. 


It wasn't all the time, sure, and it wasn't a constant, but Doof-Sensei 
had his attention and his willingness to learn by the neck. And that 
made Hajime all the more curious and attentive to classes and 
content. 


Which is why he's one of the few students not quietly gaping, instead 


listening intently to the projection. 


--U.A-- 


[Olivia White - Mistborn, The Smoky Heroine] 


It was surprising to Olivia that she's actually been to London's Science 
Museum but never saw anything like the wrought-iron constructions 
shown in the old footage. But it's been 400 years. What was so 
important that it affected everyone, but also wasn't remembered or kept 
record of? 


"And although you'd expect to find it in the weather section, y'know 
because the of the glory business and all that... that's not where they put 
it. Usually, the first thing you see is what the machine actually Did. Take 
a look in here." 


The British man stands over the machine, the camera changing with 
him. 


He pressed the button for the machine a few times experimentally, 
mist forming into... "See those tiny Cloud formations? Now, Wilson 
wanted to make himself Clouds, because he wanted to make himself a 
Glory to work on. So he build himself a Cloud Chamber in 1895. This is 
a later version, but the principle's the same." 


Olivia took some notes, drawing a small schematic of the design and 
all the details the British man gave as the documentary continued. 
Maybe I can learn for my own Body by using this? The idea had her 
snap back to the footage, remembering to ask Dr. Doofenshmirtz for a 
copy of the episode for later. 


"Now, at that time everybody thought clouds formed because the droplets 
of moisture condensed on... little specks of dust in the air. But when 
Wilson cleared all of the dust out of his machine... he still got Clouds!" 
There was a brief pause. "Well he reckoned it had to be something like 
radiation, because it wasn't anything else. So in 1896, he took some of the 
newly discovered X Rays and beamed them into his Cloud Chamber." 


"What..?" What kind of-everybody knows Radiation is dangerous! 
Except... they didn't back then. 


"And sure enough, they made Clouds." 


And now Olivia was just confused. But as it continued to play... she 
felt dread quietly pool inside her suit. 


--U.A-- 


[Kana Ichinose - Tempest, the Stormy Heroine] 


There were... at least Two World Wars? But this was before the Quirk 
Wars, right? How's that possible? 


"I said we're almost at the end of our detective story, not quite. The other 
reason we're aboard a B-29 is because one of those bombers also carried 
the other child of Wilson's Cloud Chamber." 


There was a pause as some students looked around, a few nervous or 
concerned with where the subtitles or the partially-parsed English 
was leading. 


"And he showed it to a physicist by the name of Ernest Rutherford, who 
said: 'My God, do you know what that is?! That is a photograph of 
Radiation particles knocking bits off of an Atom. And that means we can 
see what we're doing when we try to Split the Atom.' Wilson's photograph 
made it infinitely easier to produce a modern invention that helps to cure 
one of the most deadly diseases known to mankind... or if we choose, to 
wipe out All Life on the face of the Earth." 


Kana couldn't stifle the quiet gasp, and nor could most the class. 


"That invention was dropped by a B-29, on 9:15 on a sunny August 
morning in 1945 on Hiroshima. It was the Atomic Bomb." 


--U.A-- 


",..S0, what did you all think?" 

"Did-did that really happen? The bomb." 

You blink. "Uh, yeah? Two bombs, actually, same day." 

Goya stared at you. "Why the Hell aren't we taught that in school?" 


"Eh, there's a few reasons, but none I agree with. Who wants to think 
about their own country getting nuked by the United States, after 
all?" 


"..." You could see them all think about it. 
"Dr. Doofenshmirtz?" 
"Yes, Olivia?" 


"I never saw anything like that in the Science Museum in London." 


You shrug. "It's been 400 years, I'd be surprised if they didn't shunt it 
off into a corner. But... nothing about Nuclear Fission or Fusion?" She 
shook her head. "Bah! What kind of scientific education is that? A- 
anyway, any other thoughts? Did you all enjoy it?" 


There's a ring of nods. "Good! Took me a long time to get my hands 
on that, I managed to get the full first season on VHS!" 


".,.What's a VHS?" 


"Oh, it's what we had before CDs or Floppy Disks, and it was used for 
Video Tapes." 


"What's a Floppy Disk?" 


Olivia interjects. "It's an old square-looking thing you put into the 
computer that holds files. They were less reliable than CDs." 


A proper discussion, yes! 


You managed to get them all up and talking about the episode for a 
while before class time was up, then everyone filed out and started to 
do their own things. 


All but Yasuo were too engrossed to actually pick the lock... and 
Kenji was asleep, but you're not going to hold that against him! 


After you were left alone in the classroom, you did your usual 
cleanup, then dragged up those files for the up-and-comers of the two 
classes you're going to teach. 


First, there was... 1-A. Okay, So is it 1-A through 1-Z? How many of 
those are you teaching? 


A quick peak reveals only 1-A and 1-B. Oh. Huh. 
O-kay, 1-A it is! 


"|..First seat, Yuga Aoyama, a French transfer student. Huh, like 
Olivia then? Do they often get one transfer per class? Huh... Average 
grades, but he seemed to have behavioral issues. No details, great. 
Medical Records show he had a... Birth Defect. Something to do with 
his Quirk. Maybe Chase can fix that..? And he's gonna be in the 
dorms! Great, I can get on top of that later. Quirk is Navel Laser. Not 
the weirdest superpower, but up there." 


You move on, writing the notes as you go. "Second is Mina Ashido, 
and hey she's gonna be in the dorms too! Too many students might be 
awkward though... eh, something to deal with later. Pretty bad 
grades, that might be a problem, but she's a cheerful and sociable 
girl." Maybe another Yasuo, basically? "No problems, and her Quirk is 
just Acid. What, shooting it out? That's pretty nifty." 


"Third is Tsuyu Asui. Above Average grades, good on her! But social 
issues... Huh. Aloofness and tendency to be Blunt." There's all sorts of 
reasons to act like that, it might just be how she thinks or talks. "Her 
Quirk is Frog. Really, Frog? Okay they can at least be a little creative 
with the naming convention here, like come on!" 


After a moment, you take your notes, shake your head and move on. 
"Fourth Seat is Tenya lida. From a big, well-known family and-hey, I 
remember him running around during the exam! Engine legs." 


You blinked as the teenager blitzed forward while carrying a pair of 
robots. "Huh. You know, having engines in your legs would really double 
as a solid bed warmer wouldn't it? That or a fire hazard." 


Shoto blinks. "Fire is dangerous." 
"It is, yeah! Good on you for realizing it." 


"Heh. Heinz, I don' think the young'uns would appreciate any concern 
over a fellow student settin' things on fire by accident." 


"IT could always ask-" 

"Denied." 

"Snipe, you don't teach my class, I teach my class!" 

"Y'all may teach in yer own way, but y'might just offend the Iida Family." 
"Who?" 


There were a few facepalms. 


"He's gonna be in the dorms; I can ask about if his legs set things on 
fire! Yes! Okay, that's on the list of notes. What else... Good grades, 
zero issues in school, Quirk is-" And it was your turn to facepalm. "- 
Engine." 


"Next. Ochaco Uraraka, and she was the girl working with the kid 
that Yagi was teaching! Good job on the Academics, not the best but 
Above Average... but some problems. Jumping schools and general 
poverty." You click your tongue. "That really sucks, poor kid! I feel 
you. Anyway, she's in the dorms for free, good for her, and her 
Quirk... Zero Gravity? No, that's not right, there was mass and 


acceleration, and it didn't just stay in place but float up; what do you 
mean Zero Gravity?!" 


After you calm down and make a very clear note to look into that 
later, you grab the next file. "Mashirao Ojiro. Let's see... grades are 
Above Average, okay, no real school troubles outside of self-defense 
of others, noted as being calm but sheepish; not a public speaker 
huh? In the dorms, okay, and... Quirk is Tail. It better be just a tail or 
I'm going to have words with whoever wrote or documented these 
because I swear-!" You take a deep breath. "No, not the time to get 
angry." 


"Seat Seven is Denki Kaminari. Wait..." You blink, looking closely at 
the face. "The kid moving around the robots?" 


There was a bright shock that blinded out the camera, then just... a 
teenage boy with blond hair, standing there surrounded by shattered 
robots. "... What just happened?" 


Nezdu the Mink speaks with cheer. "I believe that was Denki Kaminari." 


"That didn't seem to be the smartest move..." Thirteen looked on quietly, 
arms crossed. 


",,.Seems like it, at least? Anyway, bad grades in anything not 
literature or English which might be a problem, and he was bullied as 
a kid but also was a class clown... And he has anxiety attacks when 
in an exam? What?" That seems concerning. "Despite that, known to 
be outgoing and social, but also flirtatious... and he's in the Dorms. 
They better not let anything like that happen in the dorms. I mean, 
teenagers are teenagers, but come on; It's a school for crying out loud! 
His Quirk... Electrification. Well at least it's creative." 


You shake your head and continue on. "The Eighth Seat is for Eijiro 
Kirishima. Oh hey the kid that overreacted to the robot! Chase liked 
him, good to see he's in my class. Average grades, some school 


troubles but nothing concerning, an issue of... being too reserved?" 
You double check the words, looking between the image of the 
smiling, black-haired boy and the one that was in the exam. 
"Someone messed up there, that or something recent happened. Ah 
well! Also in the Dorms, doubly good for Chase. Quirk is Hardening. 
Does he get more durable, or does he make other things more 
durable?" 


"The Ninth Seat is for... Koji Koda. Above Average grades, has issues 
talking with others, and is known to be a, huh, a Pacifist? In 
something like Hero work? Not to mess with a kid's dreams, but 
that's... well, he's going to have to fight here, isn't he?" You frown. 
"He's going to struggle with it, that's for sure. Hopefully he'll get help 
from them if he needs it. He'll be in the Dorms, too. Quirk is... 
Animal Voice?" A gasp escapes your lips. "Maybe he'd be able to talk 
to Perry the Platypus too?! Oh, and he's afraid of bugs. Anyway!" 


"The Tenth goes to Hitoshi Shinsou! Another Above Average for 
grades, but... oh boy." 


You pause to take a careful read-through of the file. "A lot of Bullying 
due to a... 'Villainous Quirk’. Okay... basically Discrimination, great. 
Gonna have to sift through that and the complications there and that 
sucks for the guy. He's had issues getting into fights, no wonder why 
if he's dealing with constant bullying issues, but-" 


There's a knocking at the door. "Dr. Doof, are you in here still?" 


"Yeah. You can come in, Principal Nezdu!" You slip the files into the 
drawer while you say that. 


The door opens, and someone's following behind Nezdu the Mink. 


"The reason for the recent exam change, Shinsou-San, is this man, Dr. 
Heinz Doofenshmirtz. He'll be your sciences teacher in the coming 
days, among other topics." 


Without any preamble, the middle-schooler (soon to be highschooler) 
walked up with a blank look. "You made a mistake." 


"Huh?" 


"I'm not Hero material." 


Oh boy... just as you're reading about him, he's coming into the 
classroom with Nezdu the Mink. And what does he mean, 'T'm 
not Hero material’? What kind of statement is that? YOU'RE not 
Hero material after all, and you're teaching a bunch of wannabe 
heroes about science of all things! — Voting closed — 29 voters 


"Elaborate" *18/21 
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Scientist like me?" 


inator, explaining how bad life gets and 
that Doof grew better 

It's less a matter of 'Life Bad' and more a 
matter of 'I don't feel worthy’. 


You blink. "...Could you, uh, explain?" 


"What is there to explain?" He levels his gaze at you. "I'm not good 
enough, this was a mistake, and I should be moved to General 
Studies." 


"O...kay?" You're honestly a little confused here. "Would you call 
yourself an Amoral Psychopath or Sociopath that gets their 
enjoyment from kicking puppies?" 


Hitoshi backs up in surprise. "What?! What kind of-no!" 


One of your brows jut up. "Then why can't you be a hero? You're not 
a Monster, are you? You're just a kid that needs help to get where he 
needs to go." 


"Look, thinking you don't deserve something is just bad for your 
head. You got in fair and square, and I'm going to help you where I 


can, the same way every other teacher should. Honestly though, I 
think you might need therapy." 


He just stares for a bit, breathing a little harder. "You're... you're not 
kidding, are you? This isn't some sick joke?" 


"What? No! What kind of teacher would I be if I did that?! I've taken 
candy from babies and trapped a Federal Agent in a cage before, but 
messing with a kid's head? That's a step too far!" 


He snaps his head away from you and over to Nezdu the Mink. "I'd 
take his word for it, Shinsou-San. He's, shall we say... uniquely 
experienced in many things good and bad in life." 


"So... this isn't a joke? This is really happening. I'm in Heroics." 
"You're correct!" 


",,.I-I-I gotta go." He rushes out the door, Nezdu giving you a thumbs 
up before walking out after him. 


Huh. Anyway- 


--U.A-- 


[Hitoshi Shinsou - Soon-To-Be 1-A Student] 


So it’s genuine. 


Hitoshi didn't know what to do with himself. He had expected the 
worst, expected to be corrected, expected anything but the affirmation 
he had gotten from the Principal. 


Then when he pushed to know who put this together, because if the 
Principal couldn't be convinced as wrong then the person who 
modified the test could be. 


Then, when he came before the old-looking man, he was again given 


affirmation. 


"Then why can't you be a hero? You're not a Monster, are you? You're 
just a kid that needs help to get where he needs to go." 


I want to believe you, but I've never gotten that help. Why would some 
random adult that never met me before give a single damn about my 
wellbeing? This isn't right. 


This isn't real, is it? I'm dreaming. Everything felt numb to Hitoshi. I'm 
going to wake up sooner or later, aren't I? How long will I get tortured in 
my own head? When will it go back to the regular nightmares? Or are 
those not good enough for you? 


"I believe Dr. Doof was right when he said you needed therapy, 
Shinsou-San." 


...Play along, and it should be over with sooner. "...Maybe." 


"If you'd like, Hound Dog is available right now. Would you like me 
to take you to his office?" 


"Sure." 


--U.A-- 


You pull out the kid's profile, and continue to read. Oh. 


Past the Bullying were issues with Parental Abuse, because 'they were 
afraid of their kid's Quirk’. It's not specific but... You hope he actually 
goes to Hound Dog for it. "Quirk: Brainwashing." And that explains 
that, but come on, that's not how you raise a child with a scary power. 
Good thing he's gonna be in the Dorms. 


"Seat Eleven, okay, that's... Mezo Shoji. Average grades, no school 
problems, but apparently 'thick skinned'? What, did people think he 
was scary looking or something? Come on, six arms is nothing!" You 
shake your head. "He's said to be friendly and mature, and he's going 
to be in the Dorms. Quirk is Dupli-Arms. See, that is a good name for a 
Super Power. What, can he make more arms? Can he transform them? 
It gets me thinking!" 


You push on. "Seat Twelve is Kyoka Jiro. Okay... Average grades, no 
school troubles, but issues with being pressured into things. Known to 
be dour, eh, can't blame people for not being happy, that's life. 
Quirk's Earphone Jacks." After a moment, you notice it in the profile 
image. "Oh! Yeah, those are definitely connected to her earlobes." 


"Thirteenth Seat is Hanta Sero. Not the best student but not the 
worst, no problems at school, known to be confident and 
charismatic... but also tries and fails to flirt." You click your tongue 
before continuing on. "He's coming to the Dorms and his Quirk is 
Tape." Don't yell. It'd just make me spend more time on complaining about 
all of this. 


"Fourteen! Fumikage Tokoyami. Average academics, and a bit of a 
loner. Has some issues with some basic things like sitting on his desk 
or tables rather than a seat, not really something to write home 
about, and... his Quirk is Dark Shadow." Huh, surprisingly little there. 


"Fifteen... Shoto Todoro-Oh it's him!" 


".,.Shoto." 


"...Is it rude to ask if your hair is normally red and white?" 


"Doof-!" 


"What? I'm curious! Not like I know anything about him, might as well 
learn!" 


The uncomfortable boy seemed confused at first, before a realization 
struck him. "You're not from here." 


"You got that right! I was in the States until recently." 
"Oh. My hair... It's from both my father and my mother." 


"Neat!" 


" wn we " 
eee eee eee 


"What, you all thought I'd call it weird or something? I have SOME 
standards, thank you very much!" 


Snipe breaks into laughter while everyone else looks on, either horrified or 
immensely confused. Shoto fits the latter. "Is that all you wanted to ask?" 


"I mean, for now, sure, but expect me to ask about your Quirk and 
everyone else's in front of the class. We'll make a whole discussion for 
them after the syllabus!" 


Momo spoke up. "A syllabus?" 


"Excellent grades, nothing about school... and nothing about 
anything else. Hold on, that doesn't seem right. That was definitely a 
burn scar on his face, and there's no medical record?" You'll need to 
look into that later. "Quirk... Half-Cold Half-Hot. Great, now I'm 
reminded of Icyhot. Man is that stuff good for back pain! And it 
smells good too." 


"Next... Seat Sixteen, Tooru-oh." You look at the profile, and the 
distinct lack of a person in the image. "It's her... Well on the plus 
side, I can complain about her Quirk and help fix that. And she'd be 


in the Dorms, so... Something to do! In the meanwhile, Average 
grades, problems with being unseen, no wonder, but known to have a 
cheery and social personality. Quirk's Invisibility." 


You move on without a word. "Seat Seventeen. Katsuki Bakugo... oh 
the kid with the explosions! Highest grade in the written portion of 
the exam and generally had high scores in Aldera, that's where I saw 
him before, but that was without signs of tampering. Clearly he had 
issues with bullying other kids, or at least one other kid... But was he 
really aware of it?" There's a moment as you think it over. "Maybe! I'll 
have to see after Principal Nezdu talks to them. That could be, 
what... any time this week? A-anyway. Behavioral issues are of course 
there, and his Quirk is Explosion." It's hard to keep from commenting 
on the unhelpful and uncreative names. 


"Seat Eighteen is-Oh!" The green hair is something you remember, at 
least. "Izuku Midoriya. Did very well on the Exam, but only had above 
average grades..? That doesn't seem right, but it's also that Aldera 
school. The school even called him a troublemaker, yeah no I don't 
believe them at all." You pause to think about how he has acted. 
Skittish and Reserved, talked to Chase about... Something, while I was 
handling the Rejuven-Inator. Got out of his shell when working with 
others, and... he was pretty confident after he started fighting. Wonder 
why? "Quirk... None? What?! That can't be right!" 


You note that down for later. "Next... Nineteen is Minoru Mineta. 
Excellent academics, but... a lot of school issues related to conduct. 
Oh boy. He doesn't seem to have a concept of personal space, 
especially around... girls. Okay, he's a problem student for sure, 
maybe worse than Bakugo might be. Wow, I thought he'd be the 
biggest issue! Goes to show, uh, what was the saying? There's always 
a bigger fish?" It takes a moment to mull your thoughts. "I think that's 
it. Anyway, something stinks with that. And his Quirk is called Pop 
Off. Probably related to his head." 


You're on the last file for 1-A. "Oh, it's Momo." Not Ducky Momo, 
that's a completely different thing and something that should stay in 
the Tri-State Area. And nowhere else. "Rich family, extremely high 
scores, no school issues..." 


"...S0 you do Quirk stuff?" 


Momo looks to you and you shrug. "Eh, not my focus. But I do do it 
sometimes, yes." 


"Well, I... have some questions about mine. Would you mind answering 
them?" 


"Oh sure!" 


There's a momentary pause as the two of your look at each other. "My 
Quirk is called Creation, and it works by transforming my fat cells into 
other molecules, extruding the result from my skin. I am also able to 
memorize far more than any of my average peers, though I don't know if 
that is a part of my Quirk or just a natural occurrence." 


Well, there's problems with mass transfer, but that could also just be a 
superhero thing; some powers are just like that. The memorization thing, 
however... "Eh, odds are that's a secondary part of the Quirk." 


"Secondary..?" 


"Yep! So some Quirks have secondary effects, sometimes from family and 
sometimes by chance. Usually, they're around to help with what you have, 
but they can just, you know, be there! Like being taller or having a 
different style of natural hair growth. It's just genetics!" 


'T see... Would you know about structural integrity?" 


"A little. Do you want help making things that are, uh, stable but cost 
efficient?" 


She nods. 


And you knew her Quirk. 


Which left the 1-B file for you to peruse! 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - U.A. High Principal] 


Hitoshi Shinsou was currently sitting with Hound Dog, and despite 
Nezu's personal want to stick around, he had a scheduled meeting 
with Katsuki Bakugo and at least one of his parents within ten 
minutes. 


His office was immaculate as usual, door prepared for opening 
without being knocked on and kept in tip-top shape before he left it, 
water put to boil in a kettle as the door closed behind him. 


Walking was tiring for him, but he, as one might say, 'never skipped 
leg day', so it was mostly just a little tiring rather than the painful it 
used to be. 


My body wasn't built for it, after all. 


But still, he moved on and reached the front gate, waiting patiently 
as the family should approach. 


It only took a minute and 42 seconds before he saw them park. They 
were here early; good! 


[Masaru Bakugo - Father of Katsuki Bakugo] 
"Good morning! Masaru Bakugo and Katsuki Bakugo, correct?" 
Masaru nodded. "That's correct. You are Principal Nezu?" 


"I certainly am!" The gate of U.A. opened, allowing Masaru and his 
son to enter the campus grounds. "As it's still earlier in the morning, 
have either of you eaten breakfast?" 


The Bakugos look to one another. "We have, yes." 


Masaru knew that his son is reigning in his anger already, the 
bubbling irritation a matter of time before it made itself known. 


"Excellent! If you would follow me?" 


They walked, quietly and quickly, towards the campus grounds 
themselves and up the steps, down the path leading off to the 
Principal's Office. A nice door opened on its own as they all 
approached, Nezu leading them all inside. 


Within, a teakettle was crying in its shrill tune, the Principal offering 
them both tea. 


".,.80, what's all of this about? The letter's information was, well, 
lacking on that category." Masaru was holding his own cup, Bakugo 
having refused with a 'no', almost through gritted teeth. 


"The topic at hand is, to an extent, three-fold. However, I'll have to 
request that the information discussed in here will be kept secret 
from others. Is that acceptable?" 


"Of course." 


The Principal nods with a small smile. "Excellent. The first of three is 
that of Aldera Junior High. Have you been made aware that it was 
destroyed recently?" 


Of course. A villain attack on the school was all over the news, but there 
was no known motive. Perhaps... "Is this in regards to the unknown 
Villain that targeted the school?" 


"No, it's actually in regards to the school itself. That was deliberate 
action, one not done by a villain. Are you familiar with the Meta 
Liberation Army from the past?" 


"Somewhat. How does something from so far back connect to this?" 
It's an odd change of topic, but how does this connect to the school? 


"I am sorry to say, but it wasn't quite in the past as most might think. 
Aldera Junior High was a school connected with a modern iteration 
of the MLA, privately revealed to be rife with discriminatory and 
'Quirkist' issues within its walls." 


What..?! "What the hell do you mean, Meta Liberation Army? Who 
the hell are you talking about?" 


He snapped a look to his son, but the Principal spoke before he could. 
"The MLA is a Quirk supremacist group, and a problem born of the 
past, before the time of All Might. In fact, it was something which 
came to be near the end of the Quirk Wars, but prior to the modern 
era. They were believed to have been brought to justice... but in 
recent weeks, some very pertinent information had been uncovered 
reaffirming that they exist. Not only that, Aldera was affirmed to not 
only have ties to the MLA, but also permit for illegal activities within 
the school, free Quirk use and discrimination based on Quirk power, 
or as the MLA liked to put it, 'Meta Ability'." 


"Katsuki was..!" He was stunned silent, his son seeming utterly lost. 


"That is the first part of the problem. The second is how that 
environment nurtured your son. Naturally, a rough school life is a 
nonissue. However, the MLA is considered a Terrorist Organization, 
and that heavily conflicts with the idea of a Career in Heroics." 


"I... cannot disagree." There's a pain to Masaru's voice. "What will 
happen to his acceptance?" 


"Nothing, under specific conditions." He raises a finger. "First and 
most important, he will be required to mind himself amongst his 
fellows, be they classmates, fellow students, or staff. Secondly, meet 
with the Heroics Counselor and Therapist, Hound Dog. The reasoning 
for that will be further explained in a moment, but that will be a 
necessity. I would like to also make note that Katuski would not be 
the only student having to go through this process, as another student 
within the Heroics Course came from Aldera." 


"Who?" 


The Principal turned to Katsuki with a smile. "One Izuku Midoriya, 


who won first place in the Practical." 


There was a beat of silence before the man's son snarled. "How did a 
Quirkless Deku get First?!" 


"And that is the third part of the problem. Katsuki Bakugo has been 
recorded on the school footage bullying and physically threatening 
Izuku during his time at Aldera Junior High." 


A cold, quiet burn was rising in Masaru Bakugo, currently smothered 
by rains of sorrow and disappointment. "... Why?" 


"Because he needed to know his pla-" "Katsuki." The younger Bakugo 
shut up. 


",,.Principal Nezu, would it be possible to allow Katsuki the 
opportunity to make use of one of the gyms in the meanwhile?" 


There's a smile across the Principal's face. "Certainly. In fact, I had 
Snipe await by the door while we talked in the case of that!" 


Masaru looks to his son, seeing that anger ready to pop. "Go cool 
down." 


Clenching and unclenching hands, teeth grinding together, he gets up 
and storms out, door opening and closing for him. 


",..I've never seen him so angry." 


"Oh?" The Principal raises a brow, leaning back before sipping his 
tea. 


"He's... often angry, but he'd been like that from when he was young. 
Got it from his mother. So him getting aggressive or competitive in a 
general circumstance is normal, in fact, if he wasn't I would be a little 
concerned. But that was far out of his normal anger. That..." Reminds 
me of myself, when the candle burns too bright. 


The elder Bakugo adjust in his seat, feeling uncomfortable. "I thought 
he had it all under control, but that reaction alone is a massive 
wakeup call. If he's like that with his peers, I don't think he'd be able 
to behave himself in the long term." It would tear him up inside to 


keep his son from his dreams, but there's no use to brook an 
argument with someone like the Principal of U.A. High. 


"Well, I wouldn't quite put it like that. There's always another option, 
Bakugo-San. U.A. can assist in his Anger Management, but... it would 
require him to be housed in the Dorms. Due to the issue being 
medical in a sense of the word, U.A. can cover the costs." 


"What?" 


"Allow me to explain. The reason for his actions has been affirmed to 
be a combination of natural competitiveness, a heavily stoked and 
reaffirmed ego by the school's own efforts, and the MLA's influence 
within the school itself. Normally, that's the sort of problem a school 
shouldn't be handling, let alone one for Heroics." The Principal raises 
a paw. "But if he's here, then he can be better monitored for his 
personality and psychological rehabilitation, assisted accordingly, 
and learn to control his anger and get through existing stress without 
conflict or being forced to remain, as one might say, 'Pent Up’. I 
cannot blame one forced into a harsh environment for acting harshly 
after all, not when they do not know better." 


"That's..." Masaru takes a deep breath. "This kind of support doesn't 
bode well for his condition. How bad was it that you'd offer this 
much?" 


A beat passes as Nezu's smile wavers. "Are you sure you want to 
know? The past cannot be blamed on your son, after all." 


"I should know, because I should have realized sooner. I want to 
remember that." 


"I see. Well, perhaps I should share the recordings pulled from Aldera 
High directly." 


At first, he thought it was a one-off thing; a fight, a scuffle of some 
kind against a student he saw as 'lesser'. It would be a problem, one 
that Masaru knew Mitsuki would be in tears over for never seeing the 


signs much as he would, but then that wasn't the case. 
Hours of footage. 


Dozens of attacks over Katsuki's years in school, cut off just before 
they happen. 


A mop of green hair, the son of Mitsuki's friend. 


He'd only seen a few parts of the recording, the length too long to 
share it all in one sitting, but the information irrefutable. The 
Principal covered things with care each and every step of the way, 
pointing out he seemed mostly focused on only person, Izuku 
Midoriya, in his efforts, or at least had seemed to have been. 


The boy was a late bloomer, and his own father wasn't around for 
him. 


Masaru was teetering on his point of rage, the slow burn nearing a 
crescendo. But there was nothing to point his rage to. It was not a 
pointless anger, one brought about by his own son being taught such 
terrible mannerisms, that he and Mitsuki missed, that Katsuki couldn't 
realize were wrong, and how that now led to... This. 


He was in a barely-acceptable state to talk and iron out the details of 
what would happen on Campus, of how things would work with 
Katsuki in the future, but that's not giving his best for this. No, he 
needed more time. He needed Mitsuki. When she's angry, it's easier to 
deal with my own. My rock in this sea of chaotic emotion. "I... I need to 
talk to my wife about this." 


"That's perfectly acceptable, Bakugo-San. Is there anything else you'd 
like to raise? Any questions or concerns?" 


"Permission to walk around the Campus grounds?" 
"Easily permitted, though may I ask why?" 


There's a moment of hesitation. "I don't want to drive while still 
angry. I'm disappointed in my son, but I cannot be angry. Not at him. 


He didn't know better." I should have. 


"Of course." 


Masaru Bakugo stepped out of the office, expression dour and anger 
ablaze... but it would dim, slowly as he walked, and sifted through 
his emotions. It would be alright. 


Things would be set right. Eventually. 


--U.A-- 


"Okay... 1-B. First... Yosetsu Awase. Above Average grades, some 
conduct issues related to, uh, language. Sailor mouth, huh? Might be 
a problem, but it didn't affect his actual results, so good..?" You shake 
your head. "Anyway, he's known for being willful and intense. 
Apparently, he also has issues with being startled. Huh. Fair, I get 
that. Quirk is Weld. So something related to heat or connecting 
metals? Or just connection in general? Geeze, these names are 
terrible. Oh, and he'll be in the Dorms." 


"Next is Sen Kaibara, also with Above Average grades. No issues 
working with others, that's good, and he apparently did 
photography..? Why is that in here? Eh, doesn't matter. Known to be 
calm and collected, and he'd been considered mature for his age. He's 
gonna be in the Dorms, and... his Quirk is Gyrate. What does Gyrate 
mean in this case? More annoyances, great." 


You take a deep breath and press on. "Third seat is Togaru Kamakiri. 
Average grades, had issues getting into fights in school but... went 
into martial arts and it stopped. Some solid P.E. helps I guess! Known 
for both aggressive behavior and passion for what he likes, botany 
and bugs included. Huh. Quirk is 'Razor Sharp', and at least I can see 
it on his face, no offense even if you're not here right now Togaru, 
and he's also in the Dorms." 


"Fourth is Shihai Kuroiro. Below Average grades - not good - and had 
a multitude of issues with lying. Why lying? What's the good to come 


from that?" You make a mental note of that; lying to teachers enough 
for it to be in your record isn't exactly normal. "Known for... being a 
playful trickster of a person. Quirk is Black. Okay, is it rude to call 
that racist? Like, I know he's literally pitch black, photograph makes 
it obvious, but just calling his Quirk Black seems a bit... on the nose. 
Might just be me." 


"Then there's the Fifth... Itsuka Kendo. Excellent grades across the 
board, but had a few fights in school. Nothing of note, though. Huh. 
She's said to be cheerful and empathic, though, which kinda mixes 
weird with the fighting. Quirk is Big Fist. Like Huge Hands Hans?! The 
guy that stole Fraulein?! Oh, no wonder she had to fight. Wonder how 
big they are... And she's gonna be in the Dorms, so it'll be easy to see 
too!" 


You shuffle about the files, pulling up the next one. "Sixth is Yui 
Kodai. Average grades, though it's noted that she has a tendency to 
keep to herself, which, fair. Nothing wrong with that, honestly. Quirk 
is Size." Why do they always have to give so little information? Why 
did the first class you've been teaching have more descriptive 
information and this doesn't? "She's also going to be in the dorms." 


"Next, Kinoko Komori. Above Average grades, but known for having 
problems in school... Bullying? Really, again? Why? Kids, man, 
sheesh. Has a tendency to be shy and uncooperative, gee I wonder 
why, and she's going to be in the dorms. Her quirk is Mushroom." You 
take a deep breath. "Do they have any idea how little that narrows it 
down?" 


Those files are put away, the next few pulled back up. "Eighth seat is 
for... Ibara Shiozaki. Oh, I remember her!" She was the one yelling 
about the Bible and using all those vines from her hair. It was pretty 
spooky, honestly, but hey fight or flight. "Average grades, but issues 
with students in school. No solid records of it, but there's a lot of 
claims that she apparently did something in reaction to something 
else? That just raises more questions, like a line of arrows pointing in 
a direction. Who set that up? Why set that up? What am I going to 
find at the end of the tunnel?" You shake your head. "I'll look into it 
later. Quirk is Vines. Fair but still, not the best name for it." 


"Ninth goes to Jurota Shishida. Man, that's a lot of fur. Excellent 
grades, no school trouble, said to be pretty respectful and talkative. 
Known for volunteering, too. Quirk is Beast, and that's pretty obvious, 
good Quirk name. He's gonna be in the dorms... and that's about it." 


There's a beat as you take a look at the next file. "Nirengeki Shoda is 
the guy in the 10th seat, okay... Above Average grades, good stuff. 
Kept quiet in school, has a tendency to be cooperative, but also 
underplay his own work when it comes to group projects. Huh. 
Apparently he also was known to be a solid planner, too. Quirk is 
Twin Impact - again with these unhelpful names - and he's in the 
dorms." 


That's about... half of the students in 1-B, a total of 3/4 of the 
students. A break's been earned! 


Getting up from your seat, you crack your back, save the email draft 
you were writing, and head out the door. 


And directly in front of someone you've never met before. "Uh... Hi?" 


He swallows, an angry look on his face switched for a small smile. 
"Good afternoon." 


"You, uh, wanna grab lunch? You seem pretty mad, and a good meal 
helps with the grumps pretty well!" 


",,.Sure." 


You take your seat with the guy, still have no idea who he is, and 
wait for Lunch Rush to finish his thing. 


Talking with... whoever this guy is! — Voting closed — 41 voters 


Sooooooo... Who are you exactly? * 25/33 
—t+-ve-never-seen-yot-around;-se———_____#19227- 


are you new or have I just not met 

you before? 
—So-whoever-you-are;-want-to—tatk-—-____-#5/9- 

about it? I've heard that it helps. 

Though personally I like taking 

revenge on whatever annoys me. 


[Masaru Bakugo - Father of Katsuki Bakugo] 


The walk was doing him good, reason being the superior of anger 
through the slow slog that his legs pulled him through. It was like he 
was literally distancing himself from the emotion, the shouting and 
screaming in his head kept far, far away. 


He would be hard pressed to think of any places close to home quite 
like the campus. 


The buildings were surrounded by forests or cut shrubbery, 
specifically set to be both aesthetically pleasing and unintrusive to 
functionality in equal measure. Or so Masaru thought; they were 
pretty, that much is certain. The halls in this part of the year were 
mostly empty, but there's enough movement that it doesn't feel 
abandoned. 


It brought him back to when he was in highschool, the nooks and 
crannies where he would hide away when his emotions ran high. 
How a blond girl would always hunt him down there, asking what he 
was doing and why he held that back. 


At the time he was jealous, but in time it bloomed into something 
wholly different. 


A glance has him see what looks to be a cafeteria through one of the 
windows; a man in a labcoat talking with someone else in what looks 
like Hero's clothes. Friends, maybe? Wasn't his place to intrude 
regardless. 


Masaru looked to the small slip of paper pointing him to the gyms in 
his hands. By the time I get there, I should be fully calmed. Hopefully 
nothing spikes it back up. 


ms 


"My name is Sir Nighteye. You're a new teacher here, is that right?" 
"Yep!" 


He doesn't seem to be lying. "Would you know of anything that 
happened here recently?" 


"Uh... what do you mean?" Ernest or a quality trickster? Hard to tell. 


"Have there been any recent developments at U.A. High? Any 
changes?" 


",..Hm. Let's see... I was hired, I started teaching the Remedial Hero 
Course's science class, there was the work on the anti-warping 
measures, Yagi Toshinori's injury's been healing, the changes to the-" 


"What?! What do you mean Yagi's been healing?" If this is some sick 
joke... 


"Oh, are you a friend?" 


Nighteye bites down on his words, a feeling of bile rising. "...1 was a 
close friend of his, once upon a time." 


"Gotcha, gotcha. Well anyway, yeah. It was one of the things I 
worked on, started it before I was hired even!" 


I can't detect any lying. He's entirely unphased, too. "How far has his 
recovery progressed?" 


"Eh... Well he got his stomach back entirely last week. He'll start 
healing faster now." 


"How are you doing this? Will this have any adverse health effects?" 


"Huh? No, why would I make something that doesn't do its job right 
the first time? He just needs to be a bit careful overusing his Quirk." 


So he knows. Or does he? 


"So that's why he barged in here last week." Lunch Rush comes over, 
setting two separate meals down with casual ease. "Asked for enough 
food to kill a man." 


"Thanks!" "Thank you." 
"Mm." He leaves without another word. 


That confirms his claim in regards to his stomach returning, but he could 
still be lying about being the one to develop that technology or means. Is it 
a Quirk using enhanced Support Gear? Is it a medication of some kind? 
"How did you do it?" 


"I made a Rejuven-Inator of course! Recovery Girl has it right now, 
though, because she wanted to move Yagi's healing to a more, as she 
said, ‘professional environment’. Also to heal an old guy but eh, not 
my place to comment." 


"I see." I don't. There's too many questions here, and too few have been 
answered. "Ah, I know I introduced myself, but I never offered my 
hand." 


He reaches out and the teacher takes it. "Oh that's so nice of you!" 


Gotcha. Foresight- 


--U.A-- 


With the confidence of a man who doesn't think his actions through, 
Yagi Toshinori sent the recordings of Young Midoriya over to 
Nighteye. We may not see eye to eye on this, but I told you I would do 
this. I told you I would follow through and train Young Midoriya. He's 
taken to it like a duck to water! 


There was a response back. 


Tomorrow Morning, I'm coming to U.A. to talk to you about this. Don't 
flake. 


Yagi made the wise decision and flaked after informing Principal 
Nezu. 


--U.A-- 


[Mirai Sasaki - Sir Nighteye] 


...Nothing? Is this a body double then, part of the man's Quirk? Or is it a 
very nicely done prosthetic hand? The cost of something that seems to look 
and feel so real would be high, but it's doable. 


He glances at the man's wrist, still in the handshake. No distinct indent 
for the palm tendon. Not commonplace but it can occur. Nighteye pulls 
his hand away, not wanting to keep the handshake going overlong. 


"Oh, and I forgot to tell you my name! I'm Heinz Doofenshmirtz." 


European name, avoid Japanese phrasing. "It's a pleasure, Heinz. 
Though to be honest, I considered an inventor's palms to be more 
calloused." 


"Ah, yeah." The man rubs the back of his neck. Nervous reaction. What 
do you have to hide..? "I had to grow that back recently." 


"...Grow back skin?" 


He nods. "Yeah, it's synthetic. Don't really want to rip it if I don't have 
to, making something you can feel through took a lot of trial and 
error!" He shows the nails on the back of his hand. "If you look pretty 
carefully where the nail meets the skin, you can see a bit of it poking 
through. See it?" 


It... was slight, something that wouldn't get any attention otherwise 
and look like an ordinary fold of the skin to anyone unaware. But 
Nighteye did see the glint of metal at the right angle. "And you made 
this yourself? That's highly impressive. Have you considered sharing 


your work with others?" 


"Ehhh... I mean I have but that would be a lot of work to get around. 
I'm not exactly licensed, you know?" I don't have a Medical License! 


Not licensed for Support Gear production. And he's the one that's claimed 
to be helping Yagi. An Unlicensed scientist. How desperate is he? And 
why would Principal Nezu- There's a moment where Mirai mentally 
facepalms. -No, he'd do this if he saw potential benefit for it. 
Superintelligence makes for the mammal to do odd things often, with 
mostly consistent payouts. 


Nighteye raises a hand and puts it on his shoulder, his Quirk raring to 
go. Perhaps an overextension, but curiosity and concern outweigh current 
caution. Besides, such a thing can be explained away by trying to be 
friendly in a 'European' manner. "I understand. Do you intend to get it 
in the future?" 


Foresight. 


--U.A-- 


It's a purplish, open space, with the horizon and a busy metropolis 
visible behind him. "Good... whatever time it is! My name is Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz, and you just tried to read my future!" 


What. How can I hear any of this?! Foresight doesn't allow for sound! 


"Now, don't get me wrong; I tried that a while back, made a whole 
inator and everything to see if I would be successful with the whole 
Tri-State-Area thing. Didn't really pan out though... A-Anyway! So I 
was planning to watch a movie, not gonna say which, and when I 
looked into the future it spoiled the movie! Really ruined a good day, 
like man I was annoyed. Of all things to see in the future, it picked 
the end of-" He stops to take a deep breath. "Doesn't matter, gonna 
wipe that ending from my memory and watch it anyway. The point is 
that I made a little something to keep myself, and anyone else, from 
reading my future." 


What. 


"Originally I thought Perry the Platypus was doing a thing with a 
Medium and a Crystal ball to see my future too, turns out that was 
just Monobrow having some fun with the Halloween decorations in 
the middle of spring break. So just in case they weren't just joshing 
around, this is for them too!" He raises a frying pan, entering a 
batter's stance. "STOP TRYING TO LOOK AHEAD AND FOCUS ON 
THE PRESENT!" 


BONK. 


as ee 


You blink at Nighteye, who just fell out of his seat, then back to 
Lunch Rush. "Is uh... is he gonna be okay?" 


",,.I'll take him to Recovery Girl." And there goes both Lunch Rush 
and Nighteye, right out the door! 


Honestly, you're just happy he didn't knock over your food. You have 
a schedule to keep! 


Lunch Rush came back soon after, and once you're done with your 
meal, you make sure to bring both of the trays over to him. "Thanks 
for the meal and uh, sorry that he fell over?" 


He just shrugs. Fair enough! 


You're back to the classroom a little bit later, taking a seat and 
resuming your file-reading. "Okay... Seat eleven, Pony Tsunotori. 
Average grades overall, no issues in school but known more for 
keeping out of the spotlight. Also known for, huh, wanting to go into 
animation? So, what, if she didn't make it for the exam she would 


have gone for that? She's probably surprised she made it in, then. 
Good on her!" After clearing your throat, you continue on. "Known 
for being a diligent student, but not the best with Japanese. She'll be 
in the dorms, and... her Quirk is Horn Cannon. Is she shooting that 
pair of horns, or can she fire some kind of energy beam, or what?" 


"Twelve is Kosei Tsuburaba, who has Above Average grades. No 
school troubles, that's good, and nothing of note beyond being good 
at soccer. He's enthusiastic and competitive, he's going to be in the 
dorms, and his Quirk is Solid Air. What, like compressing air? That's 
just limited telekinesis with extra steps, right?" You mull it over while 
you grab the next file. 


"Number thirteen is... Tetsutetsu Tetsutetsu. Man, that's a weird 
name. Did they do that on purpose? Anyway, Average grades, big 
sports guy in school, has issues with getting too heated and yelling 
though. Not the sort of guy for anything that requires a level head, 
got it. Confident, hot-headed, and loudmouthed, he's gonna be in the 
dorms. And his Quirk... Okay, someone's pulling my leg. Steel? 
Really? Just-just call it Steel. Yeah sure, STEEL! For the name of a 
SUPER Power!" 


There's nothing stopping your annoyed sigh as you grab the next file. 
"Seat fourteen: Setsuna-oh, her!" She was in the room with you, one 
of the recommended kids! "Setsuna Tokage. Excellent grades, no 
trouble in school, known for being a social butterfly, confident and 
reliable. She was pretty friendly last week, so I can see that! She'll be 
in the dorms. And her Quirk is Lizard Tail Splitter. Regeneration? Can 
she pop off body parts? Sounds pretty nifty, but not the best name. 
Better than Steel." 


"Aaaaand fifteen, Manga-" You pause at the profile image. "That was 
on purpose. That was definitely on purpose. I'm going to assume a 
parent has something similar for a face or body part, otherwise that's 
going to be a problem. Manga Fukidashi! Average Grades, nothing 
really of note at school, but has a habit of volunteering at children's 
hospitals and orphanages, wow good on him!" You know, it's good to 
see kids willing to put in the work to help out others. "Very 
expressive and known to be dramatic, oooh excellent! Okay, we're 
going to get along pretty well I think! He's going to be in the dorms, 
and his Quirk is Comic. Fair name at least, but I wonder how it 


works?" 


You'll get to see soon enough! "Okay, sixteen! Juzo Honenuki... Oh 
wow, I know it looked like it the first time I saw him, but he really 
looks like he could be Ectoplasm's kid. Is-is that racist? Mutantist? I 
hope not, I like Ectoplasm. Excellent grades, known to be calm and 
competitive in school... but he was angry when he came in on the 
exam day, wasn't he? What's up with that?" There's a moment where 
you pause as you read the next line. 


".,.Nephew of Tamashiro Shiwatanabe, known as The Necro Hero 
Ectoplasm. Huh. What happened there? Why was he angry when he 
came in? Did he argue with his uncle, or someone else? ...Man, the 
whole 'Nepotism' comment Nezdu the Mink made now make more 
sense and I'm a little more disappointed. But the grades at least show 
it's not just nepotism. Maybe Ectoplasm took time to work that out? 
A-anyway, that's for later. He'll be in the dorms, and his Quirk is 
Softening. What's up with these terrible Quirk names!?" 


You take a deep breath and press on. "Seat seventeen's Kojiro Bondo. 
Average grades, no school trouble, usually cooperative but quiet, has 
a stutter... Quirk's Cemedine. The name of a local glue? Great job, free 
advertising, support capitalism, woo. Just say Glue, man! It'd be just 
as informative!" Then you realize how short that particular profile 
was, double check it, then move on. 


"Eighteen is Neito Monoma. Excellent grades, and-oh wow that's a lot 
of issues in school. Okay, uh... bullying, fighting, just a lot of 
problems. Only description of personality is eccentric, but it's 
underlined... seven, eight times? Wow, so helpful. Quirk is Copy. 
Yeah okay, Copy what? Powers, Memories, Skills, Bodies?" 


"Then number nineteen, almost done, Reiko Yanagi. Average grades, 
nothing happening at school, known for being quiet and keeping to 
herself. No additional notes, and... Quirk is Poltergeist. Okay, 
effecting objects around, but how? Why is it so hard to be specific?" 


",,.Okay, okay. Twenty, last one! Hiryu Rin. Above Average grades, 
there seems to be no educational troubles, and he's known to be 


cooperative, diligent, and overly serious, especially when working 
with others. Not so much about what he's like when working alone... 
eh, probably the same except for the cooperative because, you know, 
alone. He's in the dorms, and his Quirk is Scales." 


--U.A-- 


Nezu cackled at the monitors before him. 


One holds the groans and ranting of the alone Dr. Doofenshmirtz, the 
man complaining to no end nor avail about the subpar nature of 
Quirk naming. He'll try and get him more detailed Quirk data once he 
has the chance, but as they're both young and effectively never used 
their Quirks in public spaces or tested them to much of an extent, 
that makes such an endeavor impossible. 


Another has two split-apart beds kept away by dividers, one holding 
the ex-Yakuza with two of his loyal bodyguards by his side and his 
granddaughter firmly in his lap, the other has a still-horrified Sir 
Nighteye trying to parse whatever resulted of his Foresight. If Nezu 
had to guess, he saw something that confused him to no end, or Dr. 
Doof had already invented something to deal with that particular 
risk. 


If he had made an anti-foresight Inator of some kind, Nezu would 
appreciate being able to use it himself. An avenue of safety from a 
dangerous vector, if anything, would be invaluable. Sir Nighteye 
came here to talk of a disagreement with All Might, one which Nezu 
would only assist in to listen in on and nothing more. 


Ah, there we go. He reaches for the screeching kettle, plucking it from 
the stand that did all the legwork of boiling the water for him before 
pouring it into a pitcher with several teabags. I'm going to need this for 
tomorrow; odds are Nighteye won't be going anywhere until he gets 
answers, but I'd rather Dr. Doof not say anything too dangerous to the 
man. So he'll come to me, instead. 


Now, how to drag Yagi into that conversation and spite him while also 
making them all talk to each other like adults? 


i) Axe 


You went to bed after spending... a little longer than you should have 
yelling in that classroom. Of course, you let Vanessa know that you 
love her and that she should have a good night before you sleep! 


Waking up fresh and early as usual, you were in a much better mood 
than you were yesterday! And you already had quite a bit planned... 
no better time to start than before the Sun's up! The burning ball of 
gas reminds you of times past anyway, like when your mentor told 
you to set the Sun on fire. Like, the already incredibly on fire ball of 
burning gas. That thing? Make it more on fire. 


I don't really think there is a way to be more on fire without ruining the 
planet in the process, so I'd call that ‘sufficiently on fire' and move on. At 
least Kevin agreed! 


Washup, breakfast, yadda yadda yadda... today was a day for doing a 
few things! First off... you promised a particular girl help with her 
Quirk problems, and you intend to make a solution! Not just that 
though, you might as well make the equipment you promised to offer 
the other students for graduating! Also probably should do Midnight's 
outfit too... eh. 


With some toast in your mouth, you get right to it! 
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...Or you would get right to it, but you first find a note poking out 
under the door. 


Doofenshmirtz-San, this is Mic! 


Just wanted to let you know it's Midnight's B-Day today, was hoping you 
could come by with a present or something for her. You know, get to know 
your coworkers better and all that! If you're coming, go ahead and pop 
into the teacher's lounge around 11:15, I should be there either alone or 
with Cementoss. 


Trying to make this whole thing work, 


PRESENT MIIIC! OUT! 


Not exactly the sort of note you expected, but hey, he's a pretty nice 
guy and you do feel a little bad about what happened between her 
and Vanessa. She should have left your little girl alone, but you do 
still feel bad. The clothes could double up as a gift, too! 


... You'll have to wait for measurements. Or... 


"You want what." 


"Look I'm working on a tight schedule here, Power Loader!" You keep 
yourself busy with the pair of gauntlets in front of you, already 
testing your patience with getting around the issues of Vibranium. 


Turned out that Laurence Fletcher had a nice and hefty chunk of it 
lying around that he wasn't intending to use. After you told him what 
you're using it for, he was all but willing to give it to you! "It's her 
birthday today, and I need those measurements to make her gift in 
time!" 


"If anyone asks, Nezu gave them to you." 


"Got it!" 


Okay... so about half of these are done. 


Misaka was getting a bit of a mix of batteries and battery recharging 
station. Really, not the best thing but the only sort of thing you could 
really think of making. She was already using the juice in batteries by 
holding onto them, so just making some packs she could clamp 
wherever she wants to on her body, a few extra hairpins and clips 
(she really liked those in the class) made of superconductor metals to 
let her do her thing with them, and a nifty charging station to help 
juice her things just seemed like a good way to really support her. 
Only thing left was the station itself; you wanted to do another ARC 
reactor for that, and that needs some time to set up, not to mention 
adding in more failsafes plus an automatic restart, something you 
didn't put in Chase because he's supposed to handle his own fuel. 


You haven't even started on Olivia's body; that was going to be tough 
for you to do without a day's time; it's about as tough as a usual 
Inator for you to do, given you're not going to be doing it fresh, but 
cribbed off someone else's work. Honestly though, you'd give them a 
big handshake for their work; it's great! 


Hajime's whole vector thing had you working out a few things with 


him when you asked about Quirks and worked on it with the 
students; it was pretty nifty, honestly! Problems came up with his 
Quirk though, at least when he used it while using himself as a point 
of reference. Dizziness, internal injuries from going too fast, those 
kinds of things! So you made a few things to try and help with that. 
First, a set of 'armor' (more interlocked padding) that would double 
as a point of reference and as kinetic compensation and bleedoff. It'd 
make it so he'd have to cool it with how much he uses it on his own 
body, but hey it works! The other thing was just a nice and strong 
metal bat. He was using them for his normal gear, going by Power 
Loader's information, so just making him a more durable one? Easy 


peasy! 


Yasuo's stuff was also done; the most important thing was a mask 
you'd made, basically a mix of audio/visual/olfactible sensory filter 
to make sure he can control his own senses and his issue with tunnel 
vision if he needs it but also help him make use of his sharpened 
senses when he cranks it up. On top of that, a pair of gloves to help 
him work with limiting his sense of touch, a pair of boots to help him 
get around (because apparently, he's been trying to focus on both 
stealth and speed going by Nezdu the Mink's email, didn't know he 
knew you were doing this today!) and some things like smoke and 
stink bombs to mess with anyone else he's up against. Nothing of your 
design in that part, honestly, mostly because that kind of stuff has 
already been done pretty well by the Support Department. 


Yuu got a pair of gauntlets that'd fit down her forearm; they weren't 
particularly fancy, you knew how to smith armor thanks to your 
great aunt Henrietta Hawkenschpit's fortune having all the details 
(she was a good aunt, she gave you her castle and everything!) but 
you weren't in a forge; that left you having to keep them plain and 
simple. Thing is, vibranium as-is was a messy thing to work with. 
You know how tough it is to work it? Extremely! But nothing good is 
easy, yadda yadda yadda, long story short: you do start making them, 
and in fact finish the basic shape, but you're not sure if you should 
put any kind of engraving or just keep it as is. Besides the gauntlets 
though, you also make her a better stun baton; you saw her fighting 
with that against Goya in that training match and a bit of an electric 
oomph added to it, maybe just better materials too, should help her 
with using it when she chooses to! 


Kenji... honestly, you weren't sure what to make for him, but what 
you did have ideas for have been made. Grappling hook, various 
climbing and ‘clinging’ gear to keep him in place when he does that, 
some trap-making tools (tripwires, foam traps, a bit of a utility belt of 
various bits and pieces to help him with the sorting), and an 
electronic watch to help connect to the pieces. You'll be dragging him 
through some extra lessons to help him use it, sure, but honestly you 
think he'd do great with it. 


For Kana, it's pretty much the same but for something completely 
different! Basically, you remembered going to the movies that one 
time with Vanessa, watched Big Hero 6, and saw one of the heroes 
have a bag to make stored chemical reactions to use at will. Pretty 
nifty concept that you decided to nick because it was cool, you're 
willing to admit that in private, and apply it to Kana's ability to mess 
with the local environment. Sure, you'd also have to spend time to 
teach her how to use it, but it'd make her thing affect way more than 
just weather. But why does something about that ending give you deja 
vu? Eh, doesn't matter; you'll have to make this later 'cause it'd need 
some serious focus to make sure you get everything right, but it's on 
your list! 


Goya's... you're gonna need a few days and some space to build that. 
She's getting the Ghost Rider treatment, she has the whole leather 
jacket shtick down pat anyway! 


Then there was Midnight's stuff. You figured that you'd just make a 
pseudofabric that actually worked with genetic material instead of 
having to deal with the whole 'oh no my Superpower ruins my 
clothes' like come on! It's a superhero society and they don't have 
functional clothing?! 


It was pretty darn annoying to you, honestly, so you did something 
about it and can now mock anyone with stupid outfits! Ha! Take that 
textile industry! 


Anyway! You made the big fluffy pajamas first, with the little hat and 
bell atop it. A night sky and moon pattern's all over it too, and 
honestly you think you knocked this one out of the park! Normally, 


you'd need help from Charlene for custom stuff, but with how this 
one turned out you felt pretty confident. 


So you made her a backup set, and some proper office clothes. Like 
the pajamas, it was something that wouldn't mess with her Quirk but 
also keep her, you know, covered? Like a sane person. 


--U.A-- 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 
",,.When did you have the time to make this?" 
"Oh, just this morning!" 
"WHAT?!" 


"ARGH MY EARS AGAIN, OW!" 


He had the clothes all folded up nice and tidy, with that ‘fresh clothes 
smell' that was ever-evasive but impossible to make artificially. To 
say that Hizashi was shocked would be an understatement. But 
something's a little... off? "What fabric did you use for these? I've been 
through Best Jeanist's collection and never saw, let alone felt 
anything quite like what you're using here." He laughed to himself. 
"Could just be I don't know my fabrics like I know my hairgels, all the 
same!" 


The Doc just shook his head, though. "No, no! Made something that 
would let her Quirk work through it instead of having her tear the 
stuff up every time. Custom stuff because apparently nobody thought 
to, I don't know, try?" 


",,.Pretty sure that's less a fault of development and more a fault of 
Nemuri not thinkin' to ask. She had a bit of a phase when she was 
younger, y'see, and it never quite left her. Still, I think it's a good gift. 


I can wrap it for ya, if you want?" 


"Oh sure! Thanks, you're gonna be a life saver for that. Every time I 
try to do wrapping by myself I mess it up!" He offered up the folded 
clothes and Mic grabbed the extra boxes of cardboard he used in class 
from time to time and got to folding and cutting it into shape. "So uh, 
do you want me to grab you lunch or something or..?" 


Hizashi waved the Doc off. "Nah, take a seat! If anything, I'd like to 
know a little bit more about you. You've been a bit of a mystery for 
most of the staff, basically plopped into our laps. I get if you don't 
want to talk about that, no reason to pry-" -because Nezu made some 
very private requests for us to never poke that bear- "-but I'd like to know 
a little bit about, well. Who is Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz?" 


"Well... I was born and raised in Europe, in a place called 
Drusselstein. Bit of a backwards place versus somewhere like here, a 
lot of modern convenience just... didn't really exist there." 


Somewhere in Otheon, maybe? They had major issues with Slums and 
discarding some of the populace in various centers. "That's terrible. You 
got out of there in the future though, at least." 


"I guess? It was alright there, but I left for a land of opportunity! But 
ended up in America. Tried to make a name for myself in the 
Northeast with bratwurst, didn't really work out, got into dating for a 
bit and figured out how to make my mark on the world, one step at a 
time!" 


"Really now? What did you do?" 
He rubs the back of his head. "Tried to take over the tri-state area?" 
".,.You what?" 


The Doc has a nervous energy to him, but it was partly overtaken by 
the idea of someone like the gangly doctor before him taking over a 
portion of The United States. "Yeah. Had a bit of a phase. It's how I met 
my wife Charlene, had Vanessa as a daughter, helped raise her up 
while Charlene did real estate... but we kinda broke up. Me and 
Charlene, I mean." 


"Gonna be honest man, I'm still back on that whole 'take over a part 
of the US' thing. You serious?" 


"Why would I joke about that? I take my accomplishments and 
failings seriously!" 


Hizashi blinks. "So you're an... ex-Supervillain?" 
"Heh... funny you mention that. I've actually been on parole!" 
"Oh. Does Nezu-?" 


"Yep, he knows! He was there when I swore to try not being Evil." 


" 


..." Shouta can never know. "...Right. What exactly did you do to be 
considered a Supervillain?" 


What exactly did you do to be considered a Supervillain? — 
Voting closed — 56 voters 


"I stole 47 cakes. Thats as many as * 21/26 

4 tens and it was very villanious" 

"m in d contro |" 3 
Jaywalking 8/5 
—Well+ just—sorta—builttnators—te——£4-—__—__—\_—\—\"— #24731 

take over the Tri-State Area? Oh I 

also fought with Perry the 

Platypus! 

Tried : 4 Kd /45 

Earth 
—Big-baund y@§$jy_ pA #678- 
~Made-a mind control font he 2 
—Fry-to-steal big-ben-—— HAA #9 42-— 
—fry-to-make-pidegons-poep-em-my@J-AAPP€$£_£_H——#2f5- 

brother the mayor at the time 
-Built-an-army—of-rebots—with-the——__———"*#H/- 

self destruct button on their feet 

so no one could reach them. 


—hnear-none-of-my-ptans-worked,——_——_—_—————+*#15720- 


now that I think about it I don't 

believe people even noticed most 

of my attemps 

M. ei ; : k6 
Roger, that's my brother, a hard 

time, you know since he never 

actually had one 

—bloatoutthesun 


Ironically, he actually stopped something 
similar to this from happening. 

Tried L Bic B 

Duplicate. 


—+Top2together 
I use top50% of Votes. This changes 


nothing. 


: bi Se Se re 


stole the powers of the Avengers and 
teamed up with the Masters of Evil. But 
had to stop them since they were trying 
to destroy the world. And it was like 
whoa! Whoa! Too far I mean I live here! 
Had a toaster gun and everything. 

Solid option, given that had happened 
before 2nd dimension. Unfortunately, it 
has not. 


Reminder to folks: I use a Top 50% rule for Votes unless otherwise 
specified. This means that all votes within 50% of the Total Votes for 
the Top Option get in. 


For the love of God, Using +s and the like do nothing. Stick around and 
keep checking in instead of tabbing. 


"Uh... I was told I technically did nothing to be considered Evil by 
Principal Nezdu and Detective Tsukauchi, but I disagree with them! I 
mostly built Inators to help me take over the region of the Tri-State 
Area. Didn't... didn't really pan out most the time though, Perry the 
Platypus always stopped me before I could finish! He's uh, also my 
parole officer." 


"Who's Perry?" 


"Ah, no it's better to ask Where's Perry, he's pretty slippery. Perry's the 
Platypus!" 


"Yes, but what's a Platypus?" 


",,.Oh. You're not joshing me are you? You seriously don't know what 
a Platypus is?" 


Mic shakes his head and the Doc sighs. "Wow. Okay, lemme just..." 
he pulls out his wallet, a small string of photos of the scientist-slash- 
teacher alongside a small animal of some kind. 


"Wait. Is he like Nezu? Like... intelligent?" 


"Definitely! He's pretty talented, just not able to speak human 
languages. Lacks the vocal cords, you know?" 


"Ah, yeah, I get it." Nezu's a... special case. This Perry guy probably 
went through some similar stuff then, just went full legal black-ops or 
something. Would have heard of him otherwise. 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz sighs with contentment as he folds up the images 
in the wallet. "He's a good friend and archnemesis-I guess that's ex- 
archnemesis, at least for now." 


",,.S0, if you're actually trying to sort that all out, then what did you 
do to be marked a Supervillain in the U.S. but also get Nezu's OK to 
work here?" 


He rubs his chin. "Let's see... I stole forty cakes from my brother, the 
mayor of the city at the time, to ruin his banquet, but accidentally 
made him an even better cake by the end of that day. Made a robot 
army with self-destruct buttons hidden on their feet to keep them 
from getting destroyed, and that uh... honestly, 20/20 hindsight 
there. Bad placement. There was also that time I tried to mess with 
the rotation of the Earth but that one fell flat, there was the whole 
Big Laundry thing but Principal Nezdu sorted that half-awake idea 
out for me and pointed out it was actually just a laundromat with 
extra steps..." 


"O-kay then. What about how you met the principal?" 


"That's... a bit of a story. Basically, I teleported into his office, 
crashed in there, all the nine yards, and that's how I got into Japan!" 


"You what." 


"I made an Inator, wanted to use it for something Evil, Perry the 
Platypus hit my usual Self-Destruct, and bam! It sent me here. He 
came by later and it turns out that so far I have a much better track 
record with education than I do Evil! I disagree with the statistics 
entirely, of course, I am definitely Evil, no doubt about it, but uh... 
well, I don't really have a good track record for successful Evil, but I 
think I've hit it out of the park with teaching kids!" 


Hizashi takes a deep breath, rubbing his temple. "And you're serious 
about all of this?" 


"I told you, I don't joke about my successes and failings!" 


"Good Gods. If anyone else asks? Just, uh, say nothing about the 
Villainy stuff or the whole 'on parole’ thing. I've met folks from all 
walks of life, I run radio and do things weekly. But most folks in 
Japan would hate your guts if you ever publicly admitted that." 


",..And?" 


Present Mic reaches a realization. He's not thinking about the 
consequences. "I don't think you understand. You would be kicked out 
of the school, and all the students you'd teach would be affected, the 
school would be disgraced... A lot of people would be hurt by that 
getting out." 


"Oh. Oh, that's-that's bad. Man, talk about a lucky break for telling 
you first, am I right?" 


"You could say that." Damn miracle if anything! "Now then, any 


questions for me? Because that was pretty damn deep, and honestly I 
feel a little bad for prying." 
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--U.A-- 


"Do you have to use earplugs? Cause uh... honestly, every time 
you've gotten that loud it's hurt my ears." 


He laughs to himself. "Nah, my man. My ears are naturally built to 
withstand those volumes! I could go louder if I really wanted, too! 
Just uh... I know it hurts like hell for people so I try to keep it to an 
‘inside voice’. Doesn't work all the time, but hey I try!" 


You mull that nugget of information over. "What, like... a snap 
reaction sort of thing? So if someone scares or startles you it'd cause 
you to scream like that again?" 


"That's one way to put it, Doc!" 


"Huh. And speaking of screaming, you work radio? First of all, how? 
You're somehow a Hero, a Teacher, and a Radio host or DJ or 
something? What else do you do with your time, man, like jeez that's a 
lot of work!" 


"That's the power of scheduling for you! That and having a proper 
setup on-campus. You know how much I had to beg the principal to 
get one installed in a little section of the offices? Weeks! I had to 


make a presentation and everything before he said yes!" 
You blink. "A presentation." 
"Of why I should get a place to set up my station, yes." 


"Y'know, I can't tell if that's commitment or just Principal Nezdu 
being oddly petty." 


His laugh is way too panicked to be natural. "Let's not!" 


"Fair enough. Secondly, what do you do on the radio? Like, 
everything else is pretty self-explanatory, but there's a lot of things on 
there, you know?" 


"Curious about that, eh? Well, I usually talk about current news 
affairs alongside various topics that seem to be '‘in' at the moment. 
Gossip sometimes, company reveals or the like other times... but 
every week I also cap off with some personal questions always sent 
my way. About Heroes and Villains and Vigilantes, about living your 
life, about insecurities and self-doubts, about all sorts of things. 
Sometimes I invite people on, though for that I go off campus and 
prepare the actual station to bring someone in for that. U.A.'s a school 
after all, not my place to run. Besides, Nezu would probably see 
something ruin that broadcast if I tried it." 


"Really? You think he'd do that to you?" 


Hizashi pauses. "Good God you're serious... like always. Look, the 
principal, while nice most of the time, doesn't like it when people 
step out of line. Remember your earlier comment about 
‘commitment’? Well, that second half isn't so odd." A laugh comes up 
from him. "Just last week he used something to mess with Shota. 
Funny to me and most everyone else, but it pissed him off something 
fierce." 


"If it was something people found funny then it was probably 
harmless!" You couldn't think of anything wrong with that. 


",,.Right, Villain background. Ectoplasm would get a kick out of that, 
honestly." 


You nod in agreement. "Oh he gets a good kick out of dark or black 
humor, but I'm not so sure talking about a prank being 'dark', you 
know?" 


"B-black humor? I'm sorry?" 


"Old phrase, basically more extreme dark humor. I called me and him 
'team amputee’ and he lost it!" 


The guy's face looks like he sucked a lemon. "Gods that's messed up." 
"But funny for us both! Anyway, why the whole teacher thing?" 
",,.Why I went into teaching?" 


"Yeah. Doesn't really... I don't know, seem to fit in? Also kind of cuts 
into the whole 'radioshow' thing you've got going on." 


There's a brief moment where he looks away, looking for something 
in that's probably just in his head. "Thought I could do more good by 
being here. Too many bright lights already take front and center out 
there, no need to muddle the message in the public when I do that 
with my voice as-is. Folks listen in more because I'm important as a 
teacher in Heroics. And because I teach, it doesn't matter where I 
rank in Heroics, because U.A. alone is a massive sign of prestige. It 
makes for me having access to most audiences, young and old, the 
idealist and the bitter, the proud and the uncertain." 


",,.That's deep man. Like, wow. You think it's helped?" 


"Definitely. You know how many kids send me letters or pictures? I 
save 'em all! Those little listeners are influenced by what I say, and 
I've already met a few in person thanking me for what I've said. 
Haven't been doing it too long, but I know I'm getting people's 
attention from all over for my troubles." 


He stops, checking his phone. "I think we've been talking long 
enough. Party's gonna be taking over the cafeteria in about 20 
minutes; I know you two don't have the best relationship but you're 
being civil and you made some damn nice gifts for her, and I 
appreciate that. Did you know there's going to be more birthdays in 
the coming weeks yeah?" 


"Really? For who?" 
"Cementoss and Ectoplasm, funny enough." 


"Oh wow. Huh... y'know, I haven't really met Cementoss. Like, in 
person and all that jazz." 


"You'll get to meet him eventually! If you stick around for the 
birthday-" 


"Nope, no thanks! Birthdays and I don't really get along, and well, not 
exactly in good with Midnight so-" 


He raises a hand. "I get it, I get it! No need to explain yourself, Doc. 
I'll go on ahead; you can wait here 'till you're ready to head on out, 
alright?" 


"What, I'm not nervous just... Okay maybe I am nervous, but... Argh, 
just go!" 


"Hah!" He saunters on out after that. 


--U.A-- 


It's a rare sight to see so many staff together and happy, not for 
something that's directly associated with Hero work. No, this current 
moment was for something far lighter and natural, like a business 
celebrating a good quarter. 


It was Midnight, no, Nemuri Kayama's Thirtieth Birthday. 


Food and drink were put out and prepared by none other than Lunch 
Rush, no students were found in that large cafeteria. And despite the 
size of the room, it felt alive with activity as preparations were made 
and put into place before the lights were cut. 


Any minute now, the older woman would be coming into the halls 
and... 


Click. "...Eh?" 
"SURPRISE!" 


The startled yelp was enough time for the lights to be flicked on, a 
large and imposing cake sitting on the rearranged table, the woman's 
friends and coworkers surrounding it. Hizashi was grinning as usual. 
"Happy Birthday!" 


Shouta followed the man's words along with a roll of his eyes. "Happy 
Birthday." 


"You guys..!" 


--U.A-- 


You come in a few minutes after people started eating, slipping in 
with a sort-of emulation of what you'd seen your Archnemesis Perry 
the Platypus do. 


Frankly speaking, stealth missions grated on you. You liked to be out 
there, you wanted to world to see you, to rue the day it refused to let 
you control it! But that was for the future. In the present, you were 
trying to not do that, or at least do it within vague legal definitions! 


You take a deep breath as you slink away from the odd corner you'd 
hidden yourself in, approaching everyone celebrating and unsure 
when to just... join in? Should you even be here? You could have just 
dropped it off, or gave it to Mic and stayed in the lab! Why are you 
doing this? 


Honestly, you wish you knew. The whole thing with trying to 
understand a person's mind was uh... well, that bit of study turned 
into a mess of trying to discern how personality and nature and 
nurture interconnect, and your therapist told you off for that little 
mental spat so you swore off of digging any deeper outside of having 
to. 


Not exactly a long list of people you're willing to listen to for those 
sorts of things. Your therapist because he's got your health as a 


priority (Charlene helped pick him out and you trust her), Perry the 
Platypus because man he gives some sound advice, Charlene when it 
came to topics you agreed on, Vanessa when she explained her 
points... Sorta Nezdu the Mink, he gets you sort of, but... that was it, 
really. 


Is-is that why you went for this? Trust? Man that's gonna be so weird. 
Mic's nice but- "Heinz-San?" 


A few heads swivel in surprise. Gee, thanks Thirteen. "Uh... Happy 
Birthday Midnight?" You walk over to where the presents are, putting 
yours down before it slides off the pile. 


Instead of trying to put it back on the pile which you'd know it'd go 
horribly, you just put it next to the pile. "I, uh, wanted to bring you 
something. So I did! And because I don't do great at parties... 
goodbye!" 


You hurry to the door, closing it behind you with a sigh of relief. 
"Way too close." 


You head back to the lab to finish what you were planning for the 
day, the teaching you'd be doing later on your mind. 


There were a good number of things you had to do already piling up, 
and honestly you started feeling the same way you did last week, 
when the stress started building. So you decide to put some time 
aside for Thursday to handle that; today was Lab day after all! Made 
it hard to focus on Inator work. 


But as you're getting your lab prep done in your lab, you get a knock 
at the door. It's... what, 6:42AM? You literally just grabbed breakfast, 
who'd want you of all people this early in the morning? 


You walk over and open to door to find a grumpy-looking older 
woman. "Oh, good morning Recovery Girl! Did you need something?" 


She shakes her head with a soft smile. "Not me, dearie. Got what I 
wanted from your assistant yesterday." 


"So that's where he was! Okay, if you didn't need anything, then who 
did?" 


",,.The ex-yakuza from a few days ago. He's still in the infirmary, but 
he wanted your help with his Granddaughter's Quirk." 


"Me? What? He met me for like, two minutes! Why would he find me 
qualified about that?!" 


She sucks in a breath. "Because ordinarily, my office isn't suited for 
hospitalization. Due to the conversion, it lacks space... and privacy. I 
had discussed the information on the genome that Chase had been 
working on alongside you, and the topic caught the attention of the 
both of them. When he learned you were the effective 'Head of 
Research' at U.A. High, he almost got back out of his bed to beg." The 
old woman snorts. "His assistants kept it from going there, but how 
could I just tell him no?" 


"Gotcha. I'm sorta free in the afternoon, got some stuff I'll need to get 
started before the weekend but that's just a play-by-play sort of thing, 
you know how that is. Anything else?" 


She looked confused but asked anyway. "His granddaughter, Eri, 
asked when 'Perry the Platypus’ would come by again." 


That's... He wouldn't say no to it, would he? "Give me five minutes." 
"Who is he, Dr. Doofenshmirtz?" 


"Oh, someone that goes way back with me. We're... I'd call it rivals, 
but he's not actually a scientist in any way. Just pretty darn clever." 
You nearly close the door, but stop yourself. "Anything else?" 


"That's all. Do you know when Perry the Platypus will be coming by?" 


"I'm assuming he will come, he's a pretty heroic little guy, but... half 


an hour, tops?" 
She smiles. "Thank you." 


"Oh, before you go, could I have a gummy?" 


It took him 14 minutes. Like, geez, how fast can a Platypus with a 
hovercraft be? It takes you 10 minutes to get up in the morning, 
another 10 just to shower and a minute or so to walk over and get 
your labcoat on. He's gotta have one heck of a strategy to do it all so 
fast! 


"You know how to operate the controls?" 


He gives you a thumbs up. "Great! Okay, so I'm gonna be prepping 
everything for running a lab later, I'll go ahead and run said lab for 
the kids, and then I'll come over to the nurse's office by Noon. You're 
fine to leave by then. Oh! If you can, could you try figuring out 
where she gets all of her vitamin gummies? ...What, I'm serious! 
They taste great, I feel way better after I eat one and everything! No 
harm in knowing who's making those or how to make them myself, 
you know?" 


That judging look doesn't leave him until his facepalms, the quirked 
corners of the beak being the closest thing to a smile he could make. 
"You'll do it? Oh, thank you Perry the Platypus!" 


He waves you off, walking out the lab door. 


"Okay! Time to knock this one outta the park!" 


[Goya Kaori - Hellhound, The Flamesent Heroine] 


The teen adjusts her wrists, fixing the band resting on her right. 
Beside her was the resident sneak, Yuu trailing besides her. 


It was weird, but hey, they didn't really chat much, not before the 
Final Exam and not really since (until a week back or so, Goya wasn't 
exactly great with time). The girl liked the quiet, and Goya wasn't 
going to bother her with it. Besides... she wasn't an ass, either. Nor 
did she have one, but that's neither here nor there. 


When free, the two have spent time studying and sparring more, 
mostly keeping things quiet. But there's been... changes to that? She 
talks more with Goya, not being weird about it or anything but more 
in a 'I'm trying to make friends' sort of way. Which is weird to her. 


She's not exactly the friendly type. Socializing wasn't something she 
cared about. But the girl wormed her way around that, all this time 
later. And Goya's not going to admit she thinks about it a little too 
often for it to be a 'friend' feeling, but she's also not going to push her 
only budding friendship away. Though... it's probably a little weird 
for friendship too; Yuu had a tendency for contact when they were 
together, the smaller girl's hands rougher than they should be for 
someone that looked so dainty. Goya never asked, curious as she was. 
Not her secret to tell, and as before, she didn't want to push her 
away. 


So when it came to lab, she was the first in, holding the door open, 
then in a move going against every fiber of her antisocial self, 
plopped herself closer up instead of back and behind. 


"You don't have to do that." 


m 


s fine, Yuu." No it's not. She can't exactly give her... Kami, she hopes 
good friend, a smile. "...I'm smiling, you just can't see it." 


"I don't believe anyone can." 


Their teacher, odd as he is, leans over to look at her face. "Hmm... 
Nah, I can see it. Though that might just be my experience reading 
faces that can't really, you know, face." 


",..Wha?" 


"You know, faces that don't face! Like mimes." He full-body shudders. 
"They give the heeby-jeebies, man. Those boxes are real." 


Okay, on the list of ‘never discuss in front of Doof-Sensei again’. "Right..." 
",,.Doof-Sensei." 

"Hm? Yes?" 

"Is today's lab still following the syllabus?" 

"Of course! Why else would I make it?" 


She nods to herself, almost like a personal affirmation. "...Just 
wanted to make sure." 


Goya doesn't feel comfortable jumping in, either to her defense or to 
defuse the weird air in the room. So she shuts up and stays put. 


People file in and things start to get going after a few minutes, and 
honestly Goya's a little out of it. But when her teacher speaks up, she 
only needs a moment to focus back in. Classes were good, after all. 


"Okay! So we've been working on lockpicking every other week quite 
a bit, but that's a little underwhelming when it comes down to it. Like, 
what kind of Hero gets trapped, you know? Unless it's like a routine 
thing you got going, that's different. But if you don't, then that means 
you have to spot the traps before they trigger, or disable them! So 
today... Well, we're going to be heading into one of those big fake 
cities, and we're going to work on how basic traps work and how to 
both spot and dismantle them! If you get stuck in any, you'll have to 
pick yourself out~!" 


There's a pause as someone raises their hand. "Yes, Yasuo?" 
"Will we be working without our Quirks?" 

"Ehbh... I say no Quirks." 

"Even for something in the field?" 


He nods. "Of course! Think about it. Do you want the world to know 
that you can do something with some power instead of practical 


ability? It-it's the same thing I said when I was first asked about 
Quirks; it's a tool! You gotta treat it like that, not like some solution 
to every problem you have, you know?" 


She can't see the student without craning her neck, but she'd 
probably just see him thinking about it. Oh damn it all why didn't I just 
sit in the back, I wouldn't have an urge to stare becuase nobody could tell, 


fffffuuuuuuck. 


"Any other questions?" Silence. "Alright, pack up and let's go!" 


The two went behind everyone else, and after a moment, the smaller 
girl's hand intertwined with the flaming tomboy. It was a small 
gesture, but it made the whole ordeal worthwhile. 


--U.A-- 


Lab went well! Most of the students were surprisingly enough already 
familiar with some of the tips and suggestions you gave, so maybe 
they already had practice in this kind of stuff? But from who, and for 
what? Definitely not traps. 


Still though, you made sure to use rubber beartraps to it didn't really 
hurt or mar the skin, only leaving some light redness that would go 
away after a bit. There were some pit traps, but those had a net and 
were filled with foam at the bottom too minimize falling injuries, 
thanks Chase! Then there were the various expanding foam or classic 
net traps; you did have a few knives in that lockpicking kit for those 
sorts of things, so it worked out! 


That wasn't all the variety, and you did warn them there would be 
some particularly tricksy traps. Like the hundreds of tripwires! Or the 
hoolahoop trap! Or the chain snake! Or the cuff cannon! ...Okay that 
last one might have been overboard but the only injury were slight 
bruises on the wrists! 


The students were happy though, and that? That made you feel good. 
Watching them laugh and work things out, most of them were having 
buckets of fun! Literally in some cases; they were shoving the 
disarmed traps into buckets and asked for permission to keep them. 
You said of course they could keep the traps, they took 'em apart, they 
can keep 'em! 


You're not sure what they're going to use them for though... not your 
problem! 


Still though, that had you popping into the nurse's office a few 
minutes late. And you find... the little girl, Eri, wearing Perry the 
Platypus's hat! Why does she get to wear it and you don't?! And why 
is there just a Platypus inside the nurse's office? 


Oh, and there's also the mobster gramps and his bodyguards. "So 
you're... Dr. Doofenshmirtz-Sama." He leans forward in the bed, but 
you're not really sure what he's going for. "Thank you for what you've 
done... but I must ask another favor atop my current debt to you." 


"Debt? What are you talking about? What, you mean the little girl? 
Psh, I'm not gonna ask to be paid or something to drag a kid back to 
their guardian, am I? That's just wrong!" 


He shakes his head, leaning back as the two bodyguards look back 
and forth between you two. The kid giggles in another part of the 
office, and the mobster talks quietly. "It doesn't matter. I should have 
been the one to realize. Your work saved me, and for that alone I am 
in your debt." 


",,.Ah, I don't know... A-anyway, you needed help with Eri's Quirk, I 
think?" You rub the back of your head. "I don't exactly know much 
about her or her Quirk, so could you, uh... fill me in?" 


"T'll tell you all that I know." He looks past you, probably to some 
backstory! "From my understanding, and from what was Kai's 
understanding, she could revert time of any living thing she comes 
into contact with." 


",,.Huh. Okay, and what's the issue?" 


"She... My little Eri has very little control. Something with that... 
Perry, has kept it from affecting him. She's definitely accidentally 
used it a few times, there's a bit of a shining light when it activates 
after all, but nothing's happened. I suppose you would know why, but 
I don't think that matters at this moment. I want to make sure she can 
control herself, that she's no longer afraid of letting her old man hold 
her close, or using her power... irreversibly." 


"Ah, gotcha. Time powers are always the weirdest, but I think I have 
some ideas!" 


"Oh?" 


(REMEMBER, TOP 50% RULE) "What sort of ideas, Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz-Sama?" [Teaching Eri?] — Voting closed — 33 voters 


"There's this device I'm thinking * 13/15 
of, a handheld clock, that forces 

the working of linear time. Should 

completely cancel Eri's quirk, if it 

works the way I'm thinking of. 

And if it doesn't, itll be 

informative in other ways." 

uy “3 Livine Thi 49/93 
right? I'm pretty sure if a few trees 

go missing that's not gonna be a 

problem. Oh, and Flowers! If she 
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seeds. No harm, no foul!" 
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then there's clearly an established 

method to do so. Replicating that 

with technology shouldn't be too 

hard. Also, as a side benefit, it'll 

probably annoy him that I copied 


his quirk! 

or the Ageinator to reverse the 

effects if something goes wrong 

while training. 

—Just—make—an—Un-Reversinater— £42 
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things, then it's easy! I'll just build 
something that makes her quirk 
unable to recognize people as 
living. 

ig ee ate thing 


touched i once tough to use it to age 
cheese to perfection but folowing 
someone action *look at the hat* it 
malfonctioned and caused me to become 
old let me tell you reversing that was a 
nightmare" 

While solid on Backstory, not exactly 
connected to the question of 'What Idea 
do you have?', yknow? 


gloves that could cancel out reversing of 
time. That way she could touch things 
until she can properly control her quirk 
..Just use Gloves? Yknow, Synthetic 
material gloves? 


"What sort of ideas, Dr. Doofenshirtz-Sama?" 


"Well, there's only one coming to mind for how to teach her, honestly, 
but there's a few for how to help keep that power of hers in check! I'd 
have to check if they're doable... but eh, that's for later! For now 
though... Does she like gardening?" 


He blinks. "Gardening..?" 


"You said it works on living things, right? Well, that means plants! 
She could just use some flowers and trees, maybe just touch grass, 
you know? If you think about trees like people, I can also check if 


things like removed branches are affected!" 
"That's... genius. When will you start?" 


"Right now, actually! Not exactly busy with much right this second, 
and Chase is still handling things with Recovery Girl about the whole 
Research thing if I remember right... so I might as well get started!" 


"Do you mind if I join you, Dr. Doofenshmirtz-Sama?" 
"Uh... can you actually, you know, move around?" 


He nods, adjusting himself as the two bodyguards grab a cane and 
the IV drip respectively. "I might be old, but I'm not going to stay put 
if I can watch her learn. I'll need to know as much as possible as her 
guardian." 


You can respect that. You really can; it reminds you of some of those 
rough days when you were sick as a dog but Vanessa needed help 
with a school project. Didn't matter, you were going to help her ace 
that project! And she did! Sure, you had to get hospitalized for a day 
or so for Pneumonia, but that's just a consequence of putting family 
over your own wellbeing, you know? 


The man was wearing a hospital gown and a pair of fluffy slippers, 
but he walked like he was wearing a fancy suit with slacks. "Eri?" 


"! Yes, Grampa?" She scurried on over, Perry the Platypus behind her. 
That other platypus was long gone, though. Weird! 


"The good Dr. Doofenshmirtz-Sama said he wants to help you with 
his Quirk. Is that okay?" 


Her face scrunches up. "But... Mama said it was cu, curs... bad." Oh. 
Oh that's a big no. That's a very big no. 


"Doesn't matter what she said, my little granddaughter. It's not bad, 
just... uncontrolled. Learning how to use it is important, don't you 
think so?" 


Eri looks both hesitant and hopeful. "...Yeah. If I learn how to control 
it, will Mama be happy? Will Papa come back?" 


Oh jeeze, kid, you can't just tug at the heartstrings like that! "I... I can't 
say, Eri. Your Mama is stubborn, you know? How about we focus on 
right now, and see what you can learn?" 


"Okay." 


You bend down to get eye-to-eye. "Hey... So uh, hi! I'm Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz, but Heinz or Doof are fine too; that work for you?" 


"Mhm. Uncle Doof?" 


"U-uncle?" You look to the Mobster and he just gives you a thumbs 
up. "Yeah... Uncle Doof. I'm going to take you over to see some trees, 
okay? And I'd like for you to try and use your Quirk on those trees. 
After that, we'll try with some flowers or grass." 


"You think I can make Trees disappear?" 
"Disappear? That's... well, sort of. I can explain while we go there!" 


She nods with the sort of limited understanding a little kid has, then 
picks up and carries Perry the Platypus like a sort-of house cat. You 
might've taken a few dozen photos, but nobody has to know that! 
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[Eri Kobayashi Tsuda] 


She watched her uncle take some of the branches off the tree, just 


feeling really confused. "Why are you doing that, Uncle Doof?" 


"So basically, I want to see if, when you reverse the tree, do the 
branches go back? What's a part of the tree, and what's considered 
something new?" One of the branches are partly buried. "Would it 
treat that like a sapling or like a part of the tree?" 


He holds one in his hand. "And would it treat this one like a stick or 
like a part of the tree? How will it leave my hand if it does?" 


Eri tries to understand, thinking really hard. Really really hard! "...1 
don't get it." 


Perry the Platypus, her playmate and so fluffy friend, shows her his 
writing. He wants to check what your Quirk counts as the same thing. 
Like how you might think of a playset with parts missing to be unfinished 
where another kid would say it's finished with the other parts in other 
places. 


"Oh, that makes more sense! So if the branches are the parts... is it in 
the same playset? That's cool!" She walks to the tree. "Can I try yet, 
Uncle?" 


He nods. "Go ahead! But! Make sure to stop if you feel tired." 


"Okay!" She takes a deep breath. Serious face! I have to make Uncle and 
Grampa proud! Do exactly what Uncle told her! 


Eri's hands rest on the trunk, and she can feel that power that's scared 
her leak out. Grampa said it would be okay. Uncle Doof said it would be 
okay. Uncle Doof is nicer than Uncle Kai, he listens to Grampa when 
Uncle Kai doesn't. One... Two... Three! 


Things go blank in Eri's head. Then it hits her. 


Sounds. Feelings. Smells. Lights. It's blurry and a little scary but also 
really pretty... She's feeling a little tired. Oh no, Uncle said to stop if 
I'm tired! 


That thought pulls her from that, pulls her out of those lights and 
sounds and smells. "...Why is the tree so small?" Oh, I feel dizzy... 


A pair of paws stop her from plopping down on her butt. "Th-thanks." 
"Grerererer." 


",,.Well, uh, I think that's... weird, maybe." Uncle Doof was holding 
the stick still, and the planted one was just fine too! 


Still, that sounded bad. "Did I do something wrong, Uncle Doof..?" 


"No, no no no! You did everything exactly like I told you. You two, 
you brought juice for her right?" 


"Yes sir Dr. Doofenshmirtz-Sama, under The Boss's order!" One of 
Grampa's friends gives her a juicebox, and she sips from it. Tasty! 


"Okay, so I'm not sure if you noticed, but because of what you just 
did, your horn's a lot shorter. Did you feel that?" 


Eri shakes her head, the girl occupied drinking the juice. "Mm-mm." 
But when she reaches up to check, it's no longer long and sharp! 
Wow! 


"Did you know that it takes a long time for trees to grow?" 
"Mim-mm." 


"Well they do! And you just made this old tree much younger! We 
also confirmed that it's not using parts of the old tree to fix itself. So 
maybe..." 


He walks over to another tree, one with shiny red fruits on it. It looks 
like the one on the juicebox! ...The juicebox calls them Apples! "Let's try 
something!" He takes a bite from it, a loud crunch surprising Eri. 
Then he walks back over, holding the untouched side of the apple. 


"Could you try using your power, but really fast? Like, use it and stop 
right after you do?" 


Eri thinks about it, then with a look of focus puts a hand on it. For 
Uncle Doof! 


...It wasn't bitten any more? "I knew it! That's not time rewinding, 
that's State Reversal! That goes against so many laws but also works!" 


Eri was very confused, so she looks to her friend but he's also 
confused. Uh oh. 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


Today was supposed to be a calm day. One where nothing earth- 
shattering happened. One where he drank less tea than his body 
weight, one where his smokes didn't look particularly appealing. 


Of course, despite his plans all working as intended, a particular 
wildcard on the cameras shouting about a realization makes him grab 
the good Ecuadorian cigars and light one. 


The power to effectively bypass the limits of time, restoring someone 
back to a younger state... The possibility of immortality is on the 
table. There are an uncountable number of men and woman who 
would stop at nothing for such a power at their side. 


Frankly speaking, while the idea appeals to Nezu, he's not stupid; 
trying to get a child on his side of the court when she's so young 
would be a problem on several levels. 


When it came to the 'Hero' side of things, there were the Hero 
Commission (which would steal the child away no matter what, if 
push came to shove), the Japanese Government (they would simply 
use the Commission to do the work for them), and the Global Hero 
Society (arguably the best option, but they would not stop the 
Commission from acting). All of them would have their own reasons 
to take interest in the girl, but as long as she was kept secret it would 
never come to pass. 


Then there's the Neutral grounds, such as the Wealthy, or I-Island... 
and nothing else, really. He's not letting scientist poke at a child and 
shove them into a cage. He may hold resentment for Humanity, but 
that's different than forcing an innocent to go through torments 
similar to his own. Far beyond the line of what was acceptable 


morality for his attempt of Humanity. 


And Villains... well. Overhaul will want her back. Other villains will 
want to whisk her away for their own twisted purposes. None will 
come to pass while she's under his protection. 


Perhaps that might influence her to his court indirectly, sure. But 
nobody has to know that's intentional, do they? Having a child with 
great power, and a good chance of being a Hero with that kind of 
ability... one that didn't answer to the Commission. Odds are that 
she'd either go on in her own right and become one, or she'd back 
away and live a private life; either way, Nezu's willing to help situate 
them if only to either keep her off the board for good or have her on 
his board. 


It's a very good cigar, damaging as it may be to my lungs. Nezu huffs out 
a cloud of smoke, Quirk whirring to life. "Perhaps... Yes, I think that 
will work just fine." 


It took a heated phonecall with a gentlewoman close to the Prime 
Minister and an explanation of a few individuals requiring witness 
protection, fake IDs and 'Proofs of Living' due to a recent bust made 
by a member of U.A.'s 'Staff Agency’ on the Trigger dealings... and 
given his track record, he was readily given the necessary forms and 
could fill them out at his leisure. 


There were some options for where they could go; somewhere away 
from any well-known MLA influences, likely within the Prefecture to 
help keep a careful eye on them both... Perhaps some gifts and 
means to settle in? A business property and a cash injection would 
earn good favor as well, perhaps an offer for Eri to enter the General 
or Support Course if she chooses to not enter Heroics. By then, there's 
nothing the Commission can do without seriously attempting to 
meddle with U.A., and if they try that... well. They'd greatly regret it. 


"Look, look at that! You made the flower shrink down to before it 
bloomed! If you held on for a bit longer, it would have been a seed!" 


"...1 liked it better when it was grown. It was pretty then!" 
"Do you want a Garden, then, my little Eri?" 
"! Can we Grampa? Can we?!" 


"Of course! If you really want to, we can even open up a flower shop! 
Whatever you want that I can buy, you can have." 


".,.Promise?" 
” “ " 
'T Promise. 


And that helped narrow things down for Nezu in moments. 


UUUUUU-UA-OUOUUUU 


After the whole thing with trying out the flowers the girl's a little too 
tired to really do anything else, so Perry the Platypus lets her 
piggyback on him back to the Nurse's Office. Turns out she was just a 
little tired from it! Her horn was just a little nub now, too, barely 
there. 


Using her power like that was definitely too much her though, 'cause 
as soon as she got off of Perry the Platypus and into the bed, she fell 
asleep in seconds! 


"Dr. Doofenshmirtz-Sama. Thank you for your help... but do you 
believe she could get to control it better?" 


"Oh, definitely. I mean, she's just a kid, so the fact she could control it 
at all is good progress! In the meanwhile though, just get some 
synthetic gloves." You look over to your Archnemesis-Turned-Parole 
Officer. "Perry the Platypus, do you have a pair? You look roughly 
her size for your hands." 


He gives you a look. "What? You know I'm right!" 


A pair of thick, black gloves hesitantly come from behind his back 
after that, the embroidery of 'OWCA' on the wrists. "Wha-woah woah 


woah, hold on. Why would they put their own agency name onto the 
gloves? What's-what's up with that? Isn't that the exact opposite of 
subtlety?" 


Perry the Platypus shrugs, tossing you the gloves (oddly soft on the 
inside, good work on the design at least), which you then offer to the 
Mob boss. "Okay, so just have her put these on if you want to make 
sure she can't do anything by accident, okay?" 


He nods, holding them in a tight grip. "Thank you." 
"Eh, no problem! It's..." 


...You know, you might not actually be the kid's uncle, you barely 
know her! But she has a Traumatic Backstory down pat, she doesn't 
have her own Mom or Dad to go talk to or sort out things, she's not 
even old enough for that like you were when you went back to 
Drusselstein for the whole talk with dad... Man, that's gonna suck for 
her. Sure, your parents weren't exactly the best, but they tried and 
they were there! Like, jeez that's gonna suck for her. 


Where was that going... right, right! Point is, you're going to be her 
uncle. You're going to be the best uncle she has. Doesn't matter who 
else you have to go up against in the position of 'unclehood' but 
you're going to be better than them. You remember all the things you 
did for Vanessa when she was young, and while she was always a bit 
dour over what you did, you know she did appreciate it! She wouldn't 
have kept the photo album if she didn't! 


Besides... if you're her uncle, in the case you ever have to go back to 
doing Evil Things you'd have a lovely little girl of an assistant! One 
that would get paid benefits, even Dental! She could have so many 
sweets and stay up late! 


",,.for my Niece, you know?" Man, you're such a good Villain. 


You leave with Perry the Platypus, getting things going for the portal 
back and getting back to work on all those graduation gifts. 


{Thursday, March 11th, 23XX - 25 Days Until Canon U.A. Start} 


It didn't take too long before you called it in for the night, but you did 
make some progress on the motorbike, ARC reactor and those 
gauntlets! Just... honestly, you're gonna have to wait for that reactor 
so you have enough energy throughput to properly do detailed 
shaping for Vibranium. Man, you hate working with that metal, but 
this is for a little girl that needs it; also because you promised and you 
keep your word, Villain or no. 


Though today... aside from classes, today is a day to make an Inator! 
You put it on the schedule and everything! 


Question is, what to make..? 


You mull it over during breakfast, a bowl of good ol' oatmeal to tide 
you over while you think! 


INATOR MAKIN' (Top 1). — Voting closed — 23 voters 


The Altoid-Inator, forcing *14/17 
everyone hit with it to cry from 

their now overpoweringly minty 

breath! 
—Fhe—INATOR-INATOR—makes—an-————#e43- 
Inator if we just think hard 

enough, but of an energy waste 

but sure saves on time. 
—FheINATOR-INATOR—makes—an-——————_-+}+- 
Inator if we just think hard 

enough, but of an energy waste 

but sure saves on time. 
—Fhe—Dry-Inator—keeps—thing—or—-————————*27/2- 
person dry no matter how long the 

stay soaked nor the liquid! It won't 

help with the temperature, 

though. 


e cake-taste-inator makes 
everything taste like cake 


—E€O0E-HAF-INAFOR—whieh—helps 3/4 


people select hats with the 
combined skills of ONE HUNDRED 
haberdashers 


—Fhe—Starchinator—makes—people's—— H+ 
clothes uncomfortably stiff! 
revolve around some concept maybe 
having a way to annalyse them would 
allow the student to better understand 
their power and potential 
This is... well, Work related. Inators tied 
to work aren't exactly going to help Doof 
with stress relief, are they? 
—your MAKE SENSE-INATOR will make sss 
the world make sense again. *cries in the 
corner* 
No, by virtue of QM Fiat and "It's funnier" 
~The Sus-Inator! Forces the user to vent. eee 
"Vent? What, is this some kind of meta- 
joke? Am I going to have to look for 
third-person perspective cameras tracking 
me again?" 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+50 
97 + 50 = 147 


Dice: 1d100+50 
28 + 50 = 78 


Dice: 1d100+50 
98 + 50 = 148 


...You know, you think you really outdid yourself this time. Never 
mind the fact that it's certain to have Evil uses, but it's also effective 
as a way to speed up your morning hygiene routine! 


The ALTOID-INATOR! It can make the breath of whoever it hits 
minty fresh! But if you crank it up... they won't be able to anything 
but pant and wheeze as their minty breath leaves their mouths dry 
but deliciously scented! 


There's also the 'Winter Apocalypse’ setting but that one would 
actually start making snow when it hits anything. You're, uh, not 
really sure how that happened and honestly, you're a little afraid to 
find out. If you hit someone with it you might just freeze them top- 
down! 


...But that does have its uses. Maybe you could use it to trap Perry 
the Platypus as a backup? Or some kind of winter special? Eh, 
something to look into later. 


You spend the rest of the day wrapping up the whole ARC reactor, 
but before you put it aside you decide to make good use of the power 
from the thing to be able to work and detail the gauntlets for Yuu. It's 
pretty simple, sure, but that's what the detailing's for! Also, the good 
ol' metal armor's gonna be effectively unbreakable, so there's not 
really much in the way of maintenance! 


You spent the rest of day on those gifts before taking a low-power 
shot of the Altoid-Inator for the night and head on to bed! 


{Friday, March 12th, 23XX - 24 Days.} 


The next day your breath is still a little minty, and youre also thirsty. 
Okay so maybe it's too much to use for personal hygiene outside of, 
you know, being real lazy. You're not exactly the lazy type, that kind 
of thing is just eugh unless the whole thing can just be done more 
effectively instead of being done lazily. Big difference! 


You put the Altoid-Inator's minty fresh powers on your list of things 
to try and calculate and modify for the future just so you actually get 
the whole 'skip the morning routine’ and not 'my mouth hurts after 
sleeping with it’. 


What? You're an Evil genius, but hygiene and good breath are just 
common sense! 


Morning time comes and goes, and you have your little class through 
noon, then jump back to lab and get back to what's on your list: those 
gifts first, the Altoid-Inator tweaking second, and a grading third! Not 
exactly tough to grade a few kids after all, just a few minutes each... 
Ah who are you kidding, you want some time to mull over where you 
might be struggling! What to teach more or less of, what to focus on 
with your up-and-comers... you know, important stuff like that! 


Oh, someone's at the door! You stop yourself from continuing work on 
the engine block on the reinforced countertop and look to the 
knocking. "Come in!" 


Goya, Kenji... and Yuu? Huh. "Oh, didn't expect you three today! 
Having trouble with the content, or, uh... is it something more 
important?" 


Kenji pauses, eyes flicking between everyone else's. "Well... we just 
finished classes so we all came together. But, uh, I'd like to talk to 
you alone if that's okay? A-after they're done." 


"Oh, that's fine! Take a seat anywhere and get comfortable." You look 
over the other two, a little... confused at how close they're being. 
When did they become friends, or comfortable with each other? Was 
it after the whole fighting thing they did in the gym? Because they 
didn't seem all to friendly before that... and Goya's whole profile 
mentioned not having any kind of friends. 


Well, good for them! "How about you two?" 


"I'm here because... damnit, I feel stupid." Goya looks to her smaller 
friend. "I was talked into coming to you because I was having 
problems with the course material." 


She had... not the best grades, true, but she also wasn't doing bad. 
"Would you say it's because you don't get what was taught, or 
because it doesn't seem to work with what you already know? Is it 


the 'What' or the 'How'?" 
",,.Both? M...mostly the How." 
Okay, admittance of the problem is the first step for improvement! 


"Let's start from the top then. What are you confident in with the 
material, and where do you think you started to struggle?" 


--U.A-- 


[Kenji Nojima - Chesire, The Tricksy Hero] 


His eyes trace over the half-built stuff just... left to lie on the 
countertops, a singular table remaining clear of any clutter with a 
now in-use whiteboard before it. 


There was so much stuff just there, Kenji's head bouncing from 
thought to thought like a pacemaker gone to the max. A large 'V'- 
shaped piece of machinery, another block of something beside it. 
There were so many parts of so many different shapes and sizes... 


"-hermal Equilibrium isn't just 'balance'’, it's a large-scale mixing of 
lower and higher energy states in which the high-energy ‘hot' stuff 
loses energy from the lower, 'cold' stuff wanting some of it. ...W-well, 
not quite, but that's-" 


A wood-and-glass case holding a pair of metal gauntlets were a bit 
further away, but it was just sitting there, shining and even from far 
away just looked so nice. There was also what looked like a baton 
next to it. Who used a Baton... Yuu. So are those for her? Was he 
making our graduation gifts..? Is she getting both, or just the baton? If 
she's only getting one, who's the gauntlets for? Why gauntlets? Is it 
decorative? What kind of metal? Where did he mold metal for 
blacksmithing? What does a modern blacksmithing site look like? 


"close enough! Particles kinda make it so all that energy's moving 
around, all of them just partying on a molecular level and really livin' 
it up! Without particles you'd basically get nothing from sunlight. Or 


air, now that I think about it. Say, do you know if you have lungs?" 


What would Quirks be like in medieval times? Would it be like wizards, 
like Dungeons and Dragons: 7th Edition? Is there a Quirk to be a Wizard? 
What's magic actually like? Is it real? If it is, is there some kind of book 
about magic somewhere? Would it be illegal to use it? What's magic court 
like? Is there a magic police? Are they like Heroes and Villains with how 
they operate, or like the government's agencies? Magic Tax Evasion? Do 
Heroes have tax benefits? Do Villains commit tax evasion? Dad said that 
not even Villains try to fight the tax department. Are... are wizards Tax 
Agents? 


Oh man, if I wanted to become a wizard I'd have to talk to a Tax Agent. 
Has... has anyone ever seen one up close? I mean, they have to exist don't 
they? How does the government collect and calculate taxes other... wait. 
Is the tax department a massive magic ritual? Could it be that it’s all a big 
spell, that wizards all died off or just keep it running so they're never 
revealed? 


It could be some other secret society thing, though. Illuminati? The Quirk 
Masons? Principal Nezu with a moustache and a trenchcoat? 


"Kenji?" 


He startles from his seat, his train of thought completely derailed 
from his original intent of listen to what he was talking about. "A-ah! 
Yes, Dr. Doof-Sensei?!" 


Oh, they both left. Oh. Oh he's by himself with Dr. Doof-Sensei. "Are... 
are you good?" 


"Y-y-yeah, I-I'm fine. Just..." 

"You getting enough sleep?" 

"Y-yes, but-" 

He snaps his fingers. "You're stressed about finals!" 


"No! N-no, I'm... I'm stressed about messing up." 


Dr. Doof-Sensei frowns. "Messing up? What, like with your exams? 
You have solid grades for your homework, not really sure what you're 
afraid of." 


Kenji latches onto the conversation as an anchor. "W-well, you know 
how I've been... a-aloof, is-is that the word? 'Not there' for a lot of 
classes." 


His teacher stops to thinks it over, frowning. "I mean, you always 
seemed to take a lot of notes?" Dr. Doof-Sensei scratches his chin. 
"You're telling me that wasn't you focusing on the class? What were 
you doing, then?" 


He laughs, a tinge of self-depreciation atop it. "I was drawing." 


",,.0-oh. Did you, uh, know the content or... how have you been 
keeping up so well, then?" 


"I knew a lot of it already. And the rest, I kinda just... read old 
textbooks and used the internet. Some of it I had to guess, though." 


His teacher shook their head. "That's... I'm sorry that I, uh, wasn't 
doing the best job. We can cover everything right now if you, uh, 
want?" 


",,.1 don't know if it'd help. There's a lot of... distractions here." He 
looks around, a new train of thought springing up in moments. "It's... 
also not your fault. I'm struggling because I can't focus, it's how it's 
always been. Can't blame you for a bad student?" 


"Hey, no negativity here! People have their quirks-heh, Quirks-b-but 
that doesn't mean they're bad! Don't say that about yourself, you 
understand?" 


"...Yes, Sensei." 


He gives a smile to the boy. "Good! Okay, so let's start with what you 
do know. After that we can just move over to somewhere quieter or 
less distracting, wherever you think that is." 


--U.A-- 


Well, you feel like you definitely helped... but that also feels like 
something you should have noticed sooner rather than later. 


You did give the advice for the kid to see about medication, buuuut... 
Eh. He didn't seem interested in it; his choice honestly! 


You spent the rest of the day working on some of those gifts, making 
sure all the finished gifts are packed up and ready for wrapping 
(you're getting Mic to help again, no wrapping for you!) before you 
get back to what's not finished. 


Though you also modify the Altoid-Inator to have its lowest setting 
be slightly lower than it was, and like that it should be perfect! 


{Saturday, March 13th, 23XX - 23 Days.} 


You're surprised you're not just with Lunch Rush in the morning for 
once! "I'm taking you out for lunch." 


"Oh? Oh right!" Yeah, he wanted to talk to you! "Sure, what time?" 
Power Loader rubs his temple. "12:30." 


"Works for me!" You grab your bagel and walk towards the door, 
ignoring as he orders a black coffee. 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 


Idly, he leans back in his seat, wearing nothing but his gloves and his 
shorts. The monitor before him was going by with no small amount 
of data; experience was all that allowed him to keep up and catch 
what was important. 


It was a test code, one which a third year had offered up as a means 
to check through software to automatically make the code for the 
software in question more efficient. Thus far it has only worked in 
limited cases, but it's been something the student's worked on from 
year 1, and through some careful modifications and extensive 
improvements, including a rewrite into a different language... it's 
become notably more suitable for the task. 


Sure, most modern programs didn't make use of C, C#, or C+ +, but 
it was an excellent language for educational understanding as well as 
general 'maximum efficiency’ for lower-end applications. Thus far it's 
followed the manually built test cases Higari's put together, and the 
results coming out have undeniably been better at their tasks. As is, 
the teacher wants the kid to get a commendation and a grant from 
U.A. for the work he's done, regardless of it being a personal project. 


A timer goes off on his phone, and he decides to go and get dressed. 


He gets back to his little nook in the server room a few minutes later, 
a baseball cap on his head alongside a short-sleeve shirt and jeans. As 
for the venue... 


A quick phone call confirms that the restaurant's got them suited for 
a private 2-person table, and Power Loader doesn't make too much 
use of his paycheck. Except for the private Sauna, but not even Nezu 
knows about that one. Spending it on a private meal and to answer the 
questions burning in the back of his head will be... a good use of his 
finances. 


There's a quick check to the test case, seeing as it's finished and... a 
slight issue with it. It functions fine, yes, but there's a memory leak. 
Seven Out of Eight. He's so very close... Good work. 


Power Loader made the last notes of observation for the student's 
private effort, adding a reminder to his phone to send Nezu an email 
to talk with the kid for getting them on as a TA or something; that 
kind of talent and drive is hard to come by. 


He closes the doc file, knowing his student would see the additional 


notes and recommendations whenever he got back online. 


Moment of Truth. Power Loader walks out of the server room, locking 
it all up behind him. 


Power Loader idly tapped his gloved finger against the steering 
wheel, mentally going over the list of questions in his head. 


"So uh... What sort of place are we going to?" 


He glanced over to his European passenger. "An Italian place. It's 
been highly rated for authenticity, so I do hope you find it enjoyable." 


"Oh wow, they have one of those here?" The surprise in his voice tells 
Higari plenty on how much he's actually gone out since he's been a 
staff member. 


"Not many, but they do exist. One's here, but there's no real nearby 
competition." Not Italian competition, at least. 


There's a pause. "Huh. You know, I can't actually remember the last 
time I ate Italian. Been a few months at least... good to have a 
refresher!" 


The Pro Hero doesn't respond to that, letting the oddity of a madman 
stay in his head. He, too, pulled into his mind to sift over the 
questions once again. 


They were led off to their table, the dim lighting of the restaurant 
accenting the odd pair. 


Settling into their seats, the two check over the menu before the man 
instantly raises a hand, dragging the waitress's attention back to 
them. "Yes, sir?" 


"I-I'm sorry for having your back here so quick, but could we start 
with a Vermouth?" 


There's a blink of surprise. "...Aperitivo?" 


"Oh, you know Italian!" He nods, and there's a moment of chatter as 
he points to the menu before she heads off. 


"Would you mind telling me what just happened?" 


"So basically, Italians have a big thing with meal structure. Been a 
while since I was at Italy, but I do remember having the intricacies 
explained to me! Weird conversation, ended up somewhere along the 
lines of overthrowing the Pope and reinstating the Roman Empire." 


I'm not even going to ask about that. "...Look. You know why I dragged 
you out here, and to somewhere this private." He took off his cap, 
letting his sharp, blue eyes show clearly. "Starting with my biggest 
question. What was that thing that came out of the tear? When the so- 
called 'Chair' was kicked." 


",,.You sure you wanna know?" 


"Certain." 


He fidgets for a time, not out of nervousness but instead thought. 
What could there be to think about? The madman of a scientist has 
managed to pull enough ideas out his ass to last a normal person's 
lifetime, and now he has to think about it? 


"Well... Okay, so what do know about Universal boundaries?" 
"About what?" 
"You heard me!" 


Higari feels his cheek twitch. "Nothing. What does that have to do 
with the question?" 


"Well- Oh!" He cuts himself off, the waitress returning with a wide 


platter holding several appetizers alongside a large bottle of alcohol 
and a pair of wine glasses. "Grazie!" 


"Prego!" She leaves soon after he pours a pair of glasses. 


The Pro Hero takes the one offered by the scientist, sipping the 
beverage cautiously. Herbal aroma. Sweet. Pretty strong; why're we 
starting with this? 


Surprisingly, the scientist drinks most of his glass in one go. "Ahhh, 
that hit the spot. Okay, so!" He claps his hands together, glass set 
aside. "Kicking the Chair caused the tear in spacetime. But that's not 
exactly an answer, you already know that! The bigger deal though is 
what that means. So basically, outside the Universal boundary is a bit 
of a hidden spot in existence, I'm not exactly privy to the details 
because I'm banned from going there, called the In Between. That's 
where that tear goes to, a spot that's not exactly any where or any 
when, it's just presently there. You get me?" 


Power Loader's mind pulls the emergency brake. "...What?" 


"Is that a confused 'what' or an awestruck one? Because it's really 
hard to tell, you know! I'm not great at reading people or at, the 
whole, uh, 'explaining highly complicated things simply’ thing. Kinda 
doing this off-the-cuff and I'm not really sure if it's going well." The 
fucking madman refills his glass and drinks yet more Vermouth, then 
takes from the cheese platter with a smile. "I think it's going well 
though!" 


"There's... there's a space outside of space and a time outside of time, 
both of which requiring the shattering of our space and time. I'm 
sorry, what the fuck are you implying?" 


He blinks owlishly, cheese in hand paused before his mouth. 
"Multiverse Theory?" 


There's a panicked slam as his hand strikes the table, masking the 
nerves the man feels. "Are you nuts?! What do you mean multiverse 
theory? Wha-do you think I'm some dumbass?" 


"No-no no, you-!'m not joking with you!" The cheese is discarded onto 


his plate, untouched as the scientist looks at Power Loader with a 
seriousness that doesn't fit his face. "I-I mean it! When I first popped 
into Principal Nezdu's office by accident... I, well, wasn't from around 
here. Literally. Not my Universe. Because of the Second Dimension 
Inator and how I developed it, though, there's at least one Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz that exists or did exist in the past, before, uh... before 
I got here. It wouldn't have sent me here otherwise!" 


It takes a second for the words to sink in, and even when they do, 
they don't register. "No, this is some joke. Nezu set you up for this, 
you're pulling my strings here, real funny on his part, but-" 


"No!" The shout makes Power Loader flinch. "No, no I'm not! Shut it 
and listen, because you asked for me to answer you and I'm not going 
to joke about it! Okay?!" There was an anger there, one that 
reminded the teacher of when students wanted someone to notice 
them. "I'm not from here, I'm from another Universe and I've always 
been from that other Universe. I fell here after fighting my Arch 
Nemesis and I have next to no idea about anything else, outside of 
things that I don't like and things that I've been learning from inside 
the school." 


Doofenshmirtz seems to realize how heated he was, freezing up. "M- 
my point is, don't just ignore what I'm telling you. I like pranks as 
much as the next guy, which is to say a lot, but there's a time and 
place, y-you know? A serious discussion between coworkers isn't 
exactly the time for joking. R-right? I... don't actually know if that's 
the case or not." 


He doesn't respond, letting the scientist ramble as his mind reels and 
tries to make sense of things. "Like, this my first time in a job like 
this. Normally I work alone or with underlings, not so much with 
coworkers. People are hard to 'get', so it was just easier to never have 
to 'get' anyone in the first place! Well, except for Charlene, her friend, 
Vanessa, the Flynn-Fletchers... My parents, some of the people in 
Drusselstein, that one swordsman in Brazil... I wonder what he's up 
to now. Still running that dojo of his, maybe? I hope he had that 
window repaired nicely; the whole 'test your fellows' didn't exactly 
have property damage on the list of things tested!" 


",,.What did you used to work as?" 


"Legally or in my words?" 
"Legally." 


"I ran a business, one that dealt with venture ideas and property 
management. My wife did real estate, so it drew in some good money 
when we were, uh... together. She's still doing fine, thankfully. I, 
well... I'm paid more as a teacher here than I was with the business 
and the properties." 


There's at least a spark of sanity there. "Say I believe you. Why are 
you still here then? Surely it isn't a money thing." 


He swallows nervously. "I... well, I wouldn't call it an argument, but 
my daughter, Vanessa? She wanted me to try something else, 
something that would be better for me in the long run. So I'm staying 
a teacher for now! If I find that it doesn't, when it's all said and 
done..." Doofenshmirtz shrugs. "I'm going back home, and I probably 
won't come back unless there's a really good reason to." 


"And if it does?" 


"Then I stay for a bit longer, maybe make it a more... I don't know, 
permanent thing? I can't say I've thought that far ahead. Never was 
good at the long-term. Probably never will be!" 


He picks up the discarded cheese on the plate, munching on it as 
Power Loader thinks all of... this, over. 


Power Loader's Questions. (Top 50%.) — Voting closed — 43 voters 


What was that thing that came * 12/17 
through? 

"Tf you are from anoth er reality; *1 | /16 
and there are who knows how 

many other realities out there, 

how sure are you that both 

realities work with the same rules 


of physics? Wouldn't the plausible 

differences possibly cause different 

results given the same stimuli 

when testing in different 'places'?" 

What kindof that gins L946 
Whwy—did—tt hi 49/49 
into our universe? Entertainment? 

Attack? *Why?* 
—Do-we-need—to—prepare—for—that—_—————*# HH /42’"- 
thing to invade again? And if so 

what countermeasures should we 

take? 
—Please-explain-what-you-mean—by——-————————#18A7- 
"banned from going there." 

the same as this one? From a 

different era? Did technology or 

even quirks form differently? 


Do you wish to speak about our Lord and 


Savior Skibro? 

"Wrong Reality for the Fourth Wall to be 
smashed. Ariel's got that covered." 
Technically Answered, 'The In-Between of 
Universes’. 

[Referencing his prior employment] 

No, I DON'T want to know. Really. 


",,.I'm going to be honest. I still think you're pulling my leg here." 
Power Loader shoots his hand up in a ‘hold on' gesture before the 
scientist can speak up. "However, I'm going to put that aside because 
that kind of proof would need someone like Detective Tsukauchi or 
irrefutable physical evidence, neither of which you can offer in the 
middle of a busy Italian restaurant. Nor will you if you can, because 
I'm going to assume Nezu would have me bury myself alive if I so 
much as leaked any of that information. Assuming, of course, it's 
actually true." 


"Which it is-" 


A glare shuts the man up. "So you say. We're coming back to that 
later, not today because I'm going to need to mentally let that wash 
over me and come to terms, but it will happen. For now... you said 
that the place was the 'In-Between', presumably of other... Universes. 
What was the Thing that came through?" 


"Oh, that? Well, we don't know if they have names or something, but 
they're called am Anwesenheit, or because you don't exactly speak 
Drusselsteinian, it roughly translates to Presence. Way back when, 
before Drusselstein kind of shut itself out from the rest of Europe and 
the world, it had managed some kind of... I think it was a trade of 
some kind? I'm not the best with the country's history, but I'm pretty 
sure it was a trade, with one of them, for their blood. Basically, they 
were shown to have some serious regenerative powers, and because 
medicine at the time didn't really know what caused that, they 
assumed it was the blood." 


",,.They didn't." 


He unfortunately nods. "They did. And the funny thing is that it 
worked! It cured illness, healed the worst of injuries, everything! But 
the issue was dosage, so they did something a little bit... modern? 
Sort of? They, uh, transfused the traded blood into other people. 
Virgins usually, because the Church called them pure. It was weird. 
Then it turned out that blood was parasitic and prone to mutate 
people into monsters. Kinda killed the whole trade and made the 
region hate the Presences. So much so it became a cultural event to 
beat them back to wherever they came from while screaming for 
them to Go Home, and now Drusselsteinians just do it to whoever 
they don't like!" 


Power Loader opens and closes his mouth. "So they're... something 
from the In Between?" 


"Probably! I don't actually know, can't go there after all!" 
"Why?" 
"Why what?" 


He leans in. "Why can't you go there?" 


"Oh! Oh, yeah, that. So basically, the honcho they did the deal with, 
Kos I think her name was? They made a deal with a very specific 
family, the Irweang family. Steff Irweang is the only person of the 
entire country allowed on the other side, the rest of us just... can't. 
Only reason I could shove my arm in was because it was metal!" 


"Steff Irweang..? You're saying you know only parts of this honestly 
fucked up history, but you know who's the current member of the 
family able to access a highly specific part of reality by name?" 


"...He, uh, had a TV show." 
"A what." 


Doofenshmirtz, the utter madman of a human being, beams up. 
"Yeah! He had a show where he'd cover the biological and 
environmental impact the whole 'Old Blood' thing had on the place, 
including how to take down the various monsters and beasts. It 
usually involved him wrestling them to the ground, which let me tell 
you, that was impossible for normal people to do. Some of those guys 
are like, two or three stories tall! And he wrestled them! Not with 
some super power, just a lot of rope, chain, and his bare hands!" He 
looks away. "Thing is, he uh... also revealed that Kos was dead. Like, 
dead dead. And she left a kid behind. A really angry kid." 


--U.A-- 


Steff huffed indignantly, hopping back from the overhead swing of 
fleshy, pulsating placenta. "C'MON THAN YA WEE BUGGER. MAMA'S 
MILK AIN'T GOOD ENOUGH?" 


Thrice more it swung with a rising fervor, its scream an agonizing 
blend of man and child. 


Always, the swing was centimeters away, barely leaving the madly- 
grinning Steff unharmed. "OI'VE SEEN LILLIES WITH A BETTA LEFT 
HOOK! SWING LIKE YOU FOOKEN' MEAN IT YOU BLOODY PANSY!" 


There's lightning striking at the bay, water shifting unpleasantly and 
clouds churning overhead as he watches the child move and attempt 
to reach him. 


Lightning strikes, and the feed streaming the footage goes black. 


--U.A-- 


"There, uh, wasn't a shown finale. Honestly, nobody knows who won, 
but there's still a big betting pool on Steff. Even I put money on him!" 


",,.Sure. Do you know if anything else like that's in the In Between, or 
intends to come over here? And why?" 


Doofenshmirtz shrugs. "Eh, if you don't bother them, they don't 
bother you. Drusselstein made its dealings, it didn't really pan out, 
and it made both sides real angry with each other. As long as no other 
tears are made, we won't have anyone coming to visit. I don't know 


why they come over outside of maybe curiosity, but that's how it's 
always been!" He cringes. "But uh, if any of them do come over, don't 
let it leave wherever the tear is and just shove them back in. They 
expect fear and surprise usually, so getting them back in by force 
works just fine. If it was the United States I'd say to just use a gun 
with rubber bullets, not uh... not so sure you can do that in Japan." 


I can, given it's U.A., and I could sell the point to Nezu as defensive 
positions for the Anti-Warper Fields. "I see. Now, given all of this is 
apparently different, I have to ask. Wouldn't the laws of physics have 
changed between realities?" 


He thinks about it, then nods. "Sometimes, yeah! Not always, though. 
I did make sure that wherever I popped up was still somewhat like my 
Universe, you know? I wanted to meet another Heinz Doofenshmirtz 
after all! Doesn't work as well if there's a difference in Physics, 
though, now does it?" He's grinning. "Still gotta look for him when I 
get the chance, though given I'm not exactly working the same job I 
used to... not exactly as high up on my ladder as it was originally. 
And when Principal Nezdu said that there was no record of him, it 
uh, kinda surprised me?" 


There's a lull in conversation as the two eat from their appetizers and 
drink their wine. Of course, that's when the waitress comes back, 
with what she calls the 'Primo' recommended menu. 


It only takes a moment for the two of them to order their food, the 
scientist going for risotto and Higari taking Italian-Japanese fusion 
alfredo. 


Any Additional Questions Amidst Entree? — Voting closed — 30 
voters 


What's the deal with the platypus? *11/21 
—Wait-wouldn't that-Old Blood tead——__—6/10-- 

to genetic mutations in any family 

line it was part of? Is that the 


origin of Quirks in your world? 
—ts-there-anything—you-—wowld—eall————————————#10/1-4— 

your Magnum Opus, your greatest 

invention? 
would you actually call your other 
job? 


As the two ate, more questions came into Higari's mind. 


He was an engineer first and foremost, so much of the 'old blood' 
commentary went right over his head for the how, but it helped to 
explain, at least in part, how the apparently otherworldly scientist 
before him was so familiar with Quirked biology; odds are whatever 
that blood was had some entirely unique genetics associated with it, 
and given the fact he lived in a place that seems so familiar with the 
subject, it'd make sense that fundamentally unique means of genetic 
study arose just for something like that. 


Of course, that's assuming he's actually from another universe. Power 
Loader wouldn't call himself a people person; far from it, in fact. He 
was terrible at reading people, and being a nigh-constant hermit 
hadn't helped. 


However, he wasn't stupid. And Nezu's smarter than him, without a 
doubt, when it came to the more social and political efforts as well as 
'reading' people. He wouldn't have hired Doofenshmirtz without some 
thorough research. Or if he felt like it... but in the latter case then 
there would still have a full background check. He knows something 
that most if not all of U.A. staff don't. 


Something... like Doofenshmirtz not being from around here. 
Literally. But how would- Wait. What he said before... 


"-I mean it! When I first popped into Principal Nezdu's office by 
accident... I, well, wasn't from around here." 


...He landed in Nezu's office. Nezu is the only one who knows from 
where, assuming it actually happened. I'll have to ask him later and hope 
he's clear about things. Damn tricksy boss. 


The questions resumed when there was a lull in the meal, the Pro 
Hero's focus resetting from the food and the list in the back of his 
head back to the man before him. "So." 


"Hm?" 


"The platypus. First off, what the Hell is a Platypus? Some name for 
Mutant Quirks or Heroes?" 


",,.What?" 
"Perry the-" 


Doofenshmirtz cuts him off. "No no no, I know who you're talking 
about. What? D-do... do you not know what a Platypus is?" 


Power Loader can't help but blink without a response. 
"Oh. Oh... okay, well uh, they're an animal from Australia-" 


"Ah." That explained a lot. "Australia's... well, it had a civil war 
problem a while back. It never quite recovered." 


",,.Huh. What happened there?" He... does seem genuinely confused. Or 
it could be some complicated ploy or the fact he lived in America. 


Higari swished his glass of light wine. "Long story short: The Quirk 
Wars happened. Australia collapsed in on itself and turned into an 
effective Mercenary Country." There's a beat of silence. "So, Perry is a 
Quirked Animal? Like Nezu?" 


"Principal Nezdu has a Quirk?" 
" " 
",,.Does he?" 


"You're... you're telling me you're familiar with at least two animals 
with human intellect that aren't Nezu? And you didn't realize they 
had Quirks?" 


He raises his hands up. "Woah woah woah, first off, Perry the 


Platypus doesn't have a Quirk, he's just smart! Second, yeah, I know 
like... at least five? I met around 30 in passing, but actually met only 
five of them. Perry the Platypus... I've known him for a while! He's 
actually that-" He cuts himself off, then shakes his head. What was he 
going to say? "Nevermind. He works for the OWCA, which uh... isn't 
from here. It's a subsidiary of SHIELD, which was like Superhero 
Interpol? Sorta? It was based in the United States though." 


"And let me guess, that's not here either?" It's definitely not the World 
Heroes Association. 


"I actually haven't had the chance to check! I know the OWCA isn't 
though, but that's because I asked Principal Nezdu to check that one 
for me." He scratches the side of his face idly, seeming just a little out 
of it. "Though Perry the Platypus has been visiting so they know I'm 
here and uh... not causing too much of a disruption. They can't 
exactly, yknow, kick me out of this dimension, not unless I wanted to 
leave, or I got knocked unconscious - a-anyway! Point is he's a 
basically an International Agent meant to keep an eye on Mad or Evil 
Scientists, or just really smart people. Like the Flynn-Fletchers!" 


That... helps explain his issue with I-Island, at least beyond the average 
(aware) person's frustrations. But all the same, it's possible he's simply 
lying. "Who are the Flynn-Fletchers?" 


"Oh, them? Well, they were my neighbors, and let me tell you. Their 
kids? Geniuses! As was their father, Lawrence. Great guy, let me tell 
you! Always the wisest fella in a room, and a mean Poker player. 
Never could beat him!" 


"Was their father?" Past tense implied something happened there. 


"Yeah, he was taken off their list apparently. Full-time job combined 
with taking care of three kids and a stable home life made for him 
doing nothing more but making some super appliances. Like an Oven 
that could smelt metals and ores!" 


Power Loader blinked. "I... see. Why the Oven?" 


"It already heated things up?" 


"Uhuh. Yeah, I can see why this... OWCA keeps such a careful eye." 


There's another pause, this one more awkward. The Pro Hero moves 
to remove that odd tension. "And you're one of them... which means 
that one of those agents are your so-called arch nemesis. Is it Perry?" 


"Perry the Platypus. And yes, yes he is! Though arch nemesis is more 
a funny naming convention than a real, you know, hate for the guy. 
He's pretty nice! Just has to do his job is all." 


Good Gods he sounds more and more like Hatsume Mei by the moment, 
and I don't even have the girl as a student yet. Might as well see how deep 
the crazy goes. "And what would you say would be considered your... 
magnum opus? What you feel was the greatest thing you've put 
together or done?" 


"In what sense?" 
"Whatever sense you think." 


He responds immediately. "My daughter. She's... she's... well, 
Vanessa's the light of my life, you know? She means everything to 
me!" The smile on his face wasn't hard to read, even for the hermit of 
a Hero. "I... didn't have the best time growing up; could have been 
better, could have been worse, but I knew, knew that I couldn't give 
her that kind of childhood. I did my best for that, more than anything 
else in my life. And-and she's almost all grown up! And she's happy! 
Sure she doesn't smile all that much, but... I know she's happy! I've 
seen her all my life, I can tell when she's just being, what's the word?" 


"Tsundere?" 


"Yeah, that! She does that a lot, but that's just Vanessa being Vanessa! 
And I'm so happy for her. The first thing I did when I got here was try 
to get back in touch with her. It, uh, took a few days, but I did 
manage it! Now I can just make sure to text her a goodnight and she 
gets the message! And I can also just open up a portal and go see her 
too!" 


",,.That's nice." He's yet to personally meet the girl, but he knows that 
Midnight had met her. And was, apparently, torn a figurative new 


one by her. Honestly, it takes very little to bother the woman, that 
much Higari knew, but to make her bawl in the teacher's lounge like 
she did? Doofenshmirtz's daughter had to have cut deep. I wonder 
about what? "I expected you to bring up one of your inventions, 
honestly." 


He looks highly offended at that very notion. "Nothing I can make out 
of whatever materials I have could match my little girl. Nothing. I 
could spend years making something with the best tools and all the 
funding I ask for, I could spend just as long making it as I have with 
Vanessa and it would never match her." Something unreadable crosses 
the scientist's face. "It's... I don't know, Love? Love's the right word I 
think... Love makes for something entirely unique. Entirely amazing. 
My Inators... anyone can make that with time and effort. But 
Vanessa? Nobody can make another one. She's special, she's my little 
girl, and I Love her. What kind of father wouldn't?" 


The current dishes are taken away and new ones are put in their 
place, surprising Power Loader but leaving Doofenshmirtz unphased. 
Secondo comes up in the Italian conversation between the now- 
teacher and the waitress. 


Just how many more meals will there be? 


--U.A-- 


There was the wine. Then the appetizer. Then two entrees, each with 
side dishes. Then cheeses and fruit. Then desert and more alcohol. 


Chase had to come and pick them up (alongside Snipe so the car 
wasn't left in the lot). 


It was more food than Power Loader ever intended to eat, and Snipe 
enjoyed poking fun at him on the car ride back. At least the bill got a 
discount for having an apparent ‘actual Italian’ with him. He's that 
fluent, then? 


Still, tipsy as he was, the questions stayed in his mind and pushed 


him to go see Principal Nezu before the day was done. 


ee 


{Sunday, March 14th, 23XX - 22 Days.} 


You felt pretty good when you woke up! Despite being... well, not 
the best-built guy in the family, but not overweight or particularly 
unhealthy, you didn't exactly get drunk easily. Hangovers would be 
really annoying, but you only got them if drank way more than you 
should. Drusselsteinian Blood had a pretty strong constitution 
though, so good for you! 


But... thinking about your home left you just a little homesick, or at 
least homefood sick. What's the right word for that? It's definitely not 
homefood sick. Definitely not! Maybe food-homesick? No, that 
sounds weird. Most English phrasing has a whole thing about 
sounding right, and that is probably weird. Too weird even for you! 


Huh. If you had a nickel every time something was exceedingly weird 
in the past 24 hours, you'd have two nickels; one for the fact 
Australia houses just, uh, Mercenaries, and another for the definitely 
fake word food-homesick. It's... not a lot of money, just about five 
yen, but it's weird that it's happened twice. 


What was the point again? Right, the whole food thing. Drusselstein 
Cuisine! Not good for most people, definitely not allowed to be 
legally transferred... wait, did the cheese you worked hard on and 
Perry the Platypus just ate count as a legal biohazard in the United 
States? Huh. But it's food, and it's edible! ...Technically. It's not some 
kind of... Kind Egg thing, whatever those were called that freaked 
people out because they didn't read the packaging and ate plastic, it's 
literally just mouldy and delectable cheese! 


You decide to bring the whole thing up to Lunch Rush when you see 
him on Sunday morning. 


--U.A-- 


[Keisuke Ueda - Lunch Rush: Cook Hero] 


U.A. High was a School, and of course with a school came a cafeteria; 
the issue, however, meant that it had to be prepared and available for 
the entirety of the school day, than available in a more limited 
fashion after classes and before nightfall. On the weekend, this was 
more limited, if not closed for the most part. 


...Except for staff, the first of which coming nigh-every morning 
being the unique Germanic man who'd visited his domain for the first 
time a little over six weeks prior. Unlike yesterday, Power Loader's 
not come back for the morning; odds were that he just wished to 
meet with Heinz Doofenshmirtz for a discussion of some kind, or so 
Keisuke believed. 


He was rarely wrong with his gut feelings. 
"Good morning, Lunch Rush!" 


He only nodded in response, assuring he would not incidentally talk 
and breathe in gasoline instead of swallowing it. The way he used his 
Quirk left him talking little, and it suited him just fine. 


Heinz moved jerkily, though that was far from abnormal for the man. 
"You know, yesterday was uh... well it kinda reminded me of home." 


There were few European restaurants in the area, Keisuke knew this 
as a fact. He often went out of his way to explore various cuisines in 
his private time, criticizing food and drink on his rare times off. At 
least once a week, however, he did spend his nights just to keep the 
restaurants in the prefecture on their toes and from slacking off in 
their quality or cleanliness. 


Heroics plus being a Four-Star Michelin Chef helped that fact. 


"So I was wondering, uh... could I cook some things with you? 
Nothing for anyone else, just the two of us! My, uh, home food is a 
bit of an acquired taste, after all..." 


It takes the Pro Hero a mere moment after idle thought. 


The only individuals that would be here on the weekend would be 
teachers still busy with students, Principal Nezu, Power Loader, and 
possibly Eraser Head. Additionally, possibly one 'Yuu Gozen' given 
she was granted permission to use the now-extant Dorm System that 
was, from Lunch Rush's knowledge, built originally just for the first 
years this very semester. 


Next to nobody to cook for, in other words. Meaning this was just a 
matter of curiosity. 


And one of the best ways to observe a person's nature was to see 
what they're like when they enjoy something, and when under 
pressure. 


"Mm." He nods. 

"Oh, really?! Great! Okay, gimme like... a few minutes?" 
A grunt with a tilt of the head shows a question. 

"I gotta go grab my recipe book!" 


A nod of acquiescence and approval. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 60 
85 + 60 = 145 


Dice: 1d100+ 60 
17 + 60 = 77 


Dice: 1d100+ 60 
56 + 60 = 116 


Dice: 1d100+ 60 
2 + 60 = 62 


The book he returns with is... old. Exceedingly old. 


Yellowed pages, gnarled leather, a stitched-on title rather than 
written or painted. It was certainly a variant of Germanic tongue, 
possibly somewhere within Otheon's slums; Klayd was too north and 
had a Celtic language, not a Germanic one. While technically, both 
are Indo-European, the differences were fundamental. 


The spidery script within was wholly illegible to the chef, but that 
was acceptable. 


Then he brought out a smaller book, akin to a notepad, with what 
looked to be translations of some type. Either the book was old 
enough for linguistic evolution, which spoke volumes of the care 
taken for the tome and the familial value it possessed, or he was less 
familiar with the tongue than he appeared; either were possible, but 
the former raised more questions. "What do you intend to cook?" 
Words from him will stay brief. 


"Well... I'm not too sure, to be honest. What do you have in stock?" 


Lunch Rush simply gestures the man into the kitchen, past the 
perfectly clean environment into the separated pantry sections. 


"Oh wow, this is uh... okay, I can work with this! A little 
overwhelming, not gonna lie there, but there should be everything I 
need! Or... at least substitutes. Just, uh, gotta figure out what I'm 
making." He shifts through what looks to be a rudimentary table of 
contents before snapping his head over to Lunch Rush. "You ever had 
bat wings before?" 


Very few things catch Lunch Rush off guard. That... was one of them. 
"Never." 


"Well, we'll need to get that ready if you want to do that next time; 
those have to be fermented, you know? I could also try getting more 
ingredients from home for that!" Heinz rubs the back of his head. "For 
the future, for the future... for now, how about a Hassenfloffer entrail 
waterzooi? Basically a, uh, cream beer rabbit chowder. Though the 


Hassenfloffer is a uh, much bigger rabbit. Like the size of six 
European Rabbits. We can do that with regular rabbits, we just need 
more of them." He takes a moment to tap a section near the end of 
the table of contents. "And then there's Lumenbutter Cookies! Maybe 
Chocolate Sauerkraut Cake?" 


Lunch Rush was exceedingly curious about all of the options on hand, 
but odds are that more information would soon be forthcoming. "That 
is fine." 


He pulls out a small linen satchel from his lab coat, the material 
looking rugged and at odds with the clothing, and set it onto the 
counter. "Okay! Let's get everything ready then. First off-" 


For every ingredient requested, Lunch Rush added to a tally before 
moving to grab. He was fast, after all, both in body and in mind; it 
made sense for him to do the legwork before watching Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz work. 


It seemed to be heavily influenced by Germanic roots, that much was 
a certainty. The question remains as to what the bat wings could 
have been used for. Lunch Rush... did not enjoy talking. But given 
the fact he had to share the kitchen, even if only for the staff member 
to cook under his supervision, it would effectively be a necessity. 


"Heinz. What were the bat wings for?" 


He pauses in his efforts cutting the rabbit, looking on with content. 
"Oh, those? Basically in Gimmelshtump, my home town by the way, 
and across the rest of the country, we had a bit of a... bat problem. 
Big and mean bats, Doonkleberry Bats as we called from, because 
they ate so many Doonkleberries and caused several harvest to be 
more fallow than fulfilling, were like fat chickens, or at least filled in 
that gap in our poultry on the diet side of things. Even did some 
domestication of them! They were like pigeons but actually tasted 
good. Doubled as pest control for rats and bugs, too, so most people 
preferred living near the town Bat Pens. Didn't have the luxury 


though, not my parents!" He pauses, before looking at the chef with 
curiosity. "Hey, would Principal Nezdu be against me bringing some 
Doonkleberries and Doonkleberry Bats over?" 


"Probably not, but it would be a poor environment." There may be 
forests here, but being surrounded by a city environment without 
being able to keep them within the walls may lead to an issue of 
invasive species. Though it would also be a curious introspection into 
another culture, limited as said observations may be. 


"Yeah, fair enough! I might be able to ask for some kinda... I don't 
know, spot to let them live in where that wouldn't be an issue? 
Haven't really asked him for anything, after all, but he is my boss." 
There's a beat. "Our boss! Right, we both work for him. Slipped my 
mind! Maybe a garden or something too?" 


A Garden? Perhaps. Perhaps not; ingredients were plentiful at the 
current moment, but given the Symbol of Peace's own situation, that 
was free to change at any moment. "I will ask for that." Something to 
make U.A. High have a lower budget and snub the Hero Commission 
would easily appease the practical side of Nezu, but also push the 
idea of increased self-sufficiency all the same, perception would 
change to seeing U.A. High as safer due to the precautions; at least, it 
is likely the Principal would follow such logic. Practical and Political. 


"Oh, great! You mind if I plant some of my own things there if it 
happens?" He shakes his head. "Great!" 


The man resumed chopping the chicken. "Honestly, it might be tough 
to use regular bat wings for the dish, but if we wanna stick to the 
original recipe with genuine ingredients, I uh... well, I might have to 
bring over Doonkleberry Bats. Or at least some wings; that'll be 
tough, but doable!" 


Lunch Rush could wait for that, at the very least. Quality results 
come from quality materials. 


"Also gonna have to get the mold, but I actually have some cultures 
for that! It won't be the same as the one grown at home, but it's close 
enough; I made sure of it!" 


"Mold?" 
"Yeah! It's a part of the Fuzzy Fungus Flugelbrétchen!" 


...-That last word was somewhat familiar. "Would it be related to 
Belegte Brotchen?" 


"Yep! I'm surprised you're familiar with it, to be honest. The mold 
was made into a pate, stuffed in with the bat thinly sliced on top. But 
if you had money, there would be goat milk quark cheese, 
Braunschweiger, maybe Zungenwurst if you were feeling particularly 
fancy... and some sliced figs and pears, plus crushed walnuts. Pretty 
good platter!" There's a pause. "If you didn't have money, then uh... 
Lumenflower seed butter as a spread worked too." 


Belegte Brotchen was a breadroll, cut open and served with meat and 
spread. Mold spread seemed... outlandish to a degree, at least as to a 
Japanese or American palette. Cheeses were the exception, though, 
and it seems the mold is some rudimentary vegetarian variant of it. 
Whether that's accurate world require a taste test. "The linen satchel 
holds Lumenflower seeds?" 


"Yep! I, uh, had a little garden in my backyard in America. They're 
very pretty! Like nighttime sunflowers. Take a seed and try one!" He 
gestures to the bag by the countertop, the string holding it shut loose. 


It only took a moment for Lunch Rush to move over and take a seed 
with careful, clean hands. 


A dull grey thing, the color tone a contradiction to the black of 
sunflower seeds. More curious were the flakes of pale and deep blue 
that reminded of the tan and white sunflowers had. He grabbed a 
second seed while he held the first, assuring it was the same rough 
pattern and not some simple fluke. Then he put the second one into 
his mouth. 


It... takes a moment for Lunch Rush to determine the exact flavors 
that crested his tongue. 


Like a cold summer night, grassy yet with a slight, mint-and-pine 
tang. Slightly savory. Certainly, a unique ingredient, likely one with a 


stronger tang once roasted. "Like 'em? They're pretty good snacking! 
Just uh, sometimes there's a bitter one in the pile, kinda like 
sunflower seeds do." 


"I hope to see one grown." 
"If Principal Nezdu lets me, sure!" 


That would be a good enough answer for now. 


It was certainly a meal of acquired taste. However, it wasn't bad; no, 
on the contrary, it was a delicacy, one which Lunch Rush made sure 
to send a dish of to Nezu. The Principal enjoyed his meats, and given 
the contents were safe for his consumption it seemed wrong for the 
chef to not share in his fortune. 


A small 'tribute' would never hurt the up-and-coming discussion, after 
all. 


The cookies were similarly good, and given the larger batch 
produced, a small tin were also sent to the Principal; he would adore 
them with his tea. 


The chocolate cake, however, would not be seeing anyone but Lunch 
Rush's personal fridge and the mouths of the two cooking it. He 
would not share that delicacy, not with how well it was done. 


For once, he found a chef with a unique palette and an exceedingly 
curious set of recipes. For the moment, he has only seen the tame; 
Heinz always behaved with a degree of caution and hesitation on 
particular topics when in the cafeteria, enough for the Pro Hero to 
catch the tells. If he wanted to see the deeper culture from a culinary 
perspective, then he would simply have to wait for the fellow staff 
member to gain confidence for such a thing. 


It was a good day to cook, all in all, and he was all the happier for it. 


Chapter 7: So THAT'S what a 'Tower Defense' is huh? 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


TOP 7! Free Options Don't Count towards the Cap! — Voting closed 
— 35 voters 


(Snipe Social) The cowboy guy... * 10/16 
Snipe? You bump into him during 

Lunch and he just... follows you 

back to your Lab? You're not 

really sure why. 

—(Present—-Mie,Gementoss,;———_____#14/21- 

Ectoplasm Social) So uh... there's 

two Birthdays this week, and you 

don't wanna seem biased. Also you 

like Ectoplasm! 


ENTIRELY UNEXPECTED(!) Visit 

today. 

[FREE] ise—Fulfilled)—Well K29,/29 
uh, you DID promise Yuu to help, 

and you DID finish the gauntlets. 


Might as well give them to her! 

And... maybe make sure her arms 

are checked out by you and Chase. 
~(Power~ Loader Social) You stilt #* 10/18 
had to prove to Power Loader you 

aren't full of it! The First- 

Dimension Inator would make 

quick work! 
—(Destressor) -Yot're-going-to—make£_ #1 4358-— 
a new Inator! 

You! : 1if ¢ be 
existing Inators! 
—(Genome—Researeh)}—You're-gonna-———____#1924-- 
get started on getting deeper into 

the Quirk Genome! 
—€Chase-Sociah-You-weren't-exaetlhy— —_——————*8/14— 
expecting you robot assistant to 

ask you to come with them for a 

'sermon', but hey, if he found 

religion... good for him? 
—A—Platypts——Soeiah}—Your——_————_—_—_—*#12/A16- 
ARCHNEMESIS is coming by 

again. You're not sure why he's 

coming of his own _ volition 

though. Did something happen 

with Monobrow? 

Sa Defenses Masel hi 0/44 
rollout for the whole 'Anti-Warp' 

setup and wants you there to 

watch the students building it. O- 

kay, that's uh... that's doable. But 

why Students?! 
—LOVEMUFFIN—and—buneh—Rush—————__—k5/6-- 
Social) You have to get ready for 

the Annual Pudding Review! Sure 

it starts April 1st, but PUDDING! 


Ping that's necessary to make you all return. 


I'm sorry. 


[ROUND 2 BECAUSE I'M A DUMMY] TOP 7! Free Options Don't 
Count towards the Cap! — Voting closed — 37 voters 


[FREE] (Promise Fulfilled) Well *%& 22/32 
uh, you DID promise Yuu to help, 
and you DID finish the gauntlets. 
Also Yasuo's sensory gloves and 
helm. Might as well give 'em to 
the two! And... maybe make sure 
any lasting injuries from the past 
are checked out by you and Chase. 


ENTIRELY UNEXPECTED(!) Visit 

today. 
—(Genome—Researeh)}You're—gonna—H—————"—#48723- 
get started on getting deeper into 

the Quirk Genome! 
—(Present—_Mie,;—Gementoss;—*17725- 
Ectoplasm Social) So uh... there's 

two Birthdays this week, and you 

don't wanna seem biased. Also you 

like Ectoplasm! 

—(Power—boader—Sociah—You—stilt—_— 418A 
had to prove to Power Loader you 

aren't full of it! The First- 

Dimension Inator would make 

quick work! 
—A-—-Platypus—Socia)}—_Your-————_—_______#16/22- 
ARCHNEMESIS is coming by 

again. You're not sure why he's 

coming of his own _ volition 

though. Did something happen 

with Monobrow? 

Snipe? You bump into him durin 

Lunch and he just... follows you 


back to your Lab? You're not 

really sure why. 

CY OIRO Cee hi 48/93 
rollout for the whole 'Anti-Warp' 

setup and wants you there to 

watch the students building it. O- 

kay, that's uh... that's doable. But 

why Students?! 

(Cl ASE Se oj al) Ye werent exactly *8 ‘J A 
expecting you robot assistant to 

ask you to come with them for a 

'sermon', but hey, if he found 

religion... good for him? 

F: You! ; ; 40/42 
a new Inator! 
—EOVEMUFFIN—and—buneh—Rush———_—______#45720-- 
Social) You have to get ready for 

the Annual Pudding Review! Sure 

it starts April 1st, but PUDDING! 


-You're-going-to-modify-one-of-yeur.———_____k7/7- 


existing Inators! 


And before we forget: CHASE's Action! — Voting closed — 20 voters 


Chase will assist Heinz's Research! *2/3 
O4 ALG te-hi if! 


Defenses! 
{Monday, March 15th, 23XX - 21 Days.} 
Man it's rare for you to be in such a good mood! 
Like really, you never get the chance to get everything going your 
way like it's been. Sure, there's been roadbumps, but there's always 


roadbumps! Having none would be both boring and leave you with a 
sense of superiority you'd do better without. 


Also, it's just uh... well, you don't do all that well with being 
superior. Reminds you of Roger, that good for nothing brother of 
yours. Sure he had his ups, like how your mother and father doted on 
him day in and out, how he was so good at kickball, and talking with 
others, and had a well-paying job... Well jokes on him, you had a 
well-paying job now too! So there! 


You know, it's pretty funny now that you think about it. Right now 
you also... sorta have that talking with others thing down. So that's, 
what, one-and-a-half out of four? Not exactly test-winning scores 
there, but hey what can you do, it's a work in progress! One that you 
can, at the best, somehow get a three out of four on. And that is a 
winning score! But what else would even be on that tally..? 


You probably won some things he hasn't. Like multiple degree-! No, 
no he has that too. Just not science, but political ones. Sociology, 
American History, European History, those kinds of things. Not really 
your wheelhouse, but something you dabbled in. You definitely have 
the better daughter, doesn't matter the fact he doesn't have kids, she's 
simply better because she's yours! That's, what, three-and-a-half to 
six? Hey, look at that, nearly a passing grade! 


It's all about perspective, maybe? Or are you just not looking into it 
hard enough. Or-or maybe looking into it too much? That's also 
possible; you, uh, do it all the time. 


"Hey, Power Loader, is it weird to compare yourself to family when 
you feel inferior to those around you?" 


He pauses his sip of coffee halfway, standing beside you as you await 
your breakfast. "...You have family besides your kid?" 


"Well I have a brother, but he's such a pain. To me at least, I can't 
stand him! Anyway, is it weird?" 


"Hell if I know; I have no siblings. Ectoplasm might know the answer 
to that, though." 


You blink. "Really-? Oh, right! His nephew's in that one class I'm 
going to teach!" 


Power Loader just stares at you for a second. A really uncomfortable 
one. "You have exactly two classes to teach next semester. 1-A, and 1- 
B. Please tell me you remember which one he's actually in." 


"Of course I do! Just isn't really a good flow in the conversation if I 
said 'the kid in 1 dash B!" 


"Why do you vocalize the-" He cuts himself off. "Never mind. Look, 
remember the Anti-Warp Device we worked on?" 


"What about it?" 


"Well, we need to push out development of more of them, and the 
wiring's been put into place alongside positions selected around the 
campus grounds. The issue is assuring consistent production. And... 
I'd like your help in the matter." 


You have class today, like usual, but you can manage that! "Sure! 
Just, uh, who's building it?" 


"Support Course students." 


"Woah woah woah, you're letting kids build these? Are you sure that's 
a good idea? You remember what-" 


"Yes, I remember. I was there. I saw It." He's visibly frustrated, but 
that doesn't exactly make up for your concern. "However, and this is 
important, Principal Nezu wants these done as soon as possible. And if 
I did this alone, I would need several months of constant work. If we 
did it together, one month. Letting the kids all chip in with assembly 
while doubling back on machined parts to copy what was done with 
the first will allow for this to be done in basically one day." 


You need to make sure of something before you even consider it. 
"And, uh... If anything happens, then which of us is responsible? 
Because let me tell you, I think this is a terrible idea." 


"We agree on that front. If something happens regardless of our care 
here, then Nezu will be the one to deal with repercussions." 


"Oh, good!" That's enough to get you on board! "Alright, after class 
then! Oh and uh, Power Loader?" 


",.Yes?" 


"Why do you only ever come to the cafeteria in the morning when 
you want to talk to me? Lunch Rush makes good food!" 


"Desensitization." 


...Class comes and goes; it always does! But when it comes to a close 
today, you make sure to leave your little hints about the future 
plans... and you also let both Yuu and Yasuo know to come by your 
lab tomorrow. That was very important! Oh, and let everyone know 
you wouldn't be in your lab that day because you were needed for 
something. 


After that, you actually did go to your Lab like a little EVIL liar you 
were for a brief moment, then you were surprised to hear a certain 
something speak up. 


"Ay yo yo yo! Dr. D, how's it hanging?" 


You blink, turning and realizing that huh, yeah he is here. "Oh hey 
Chase, it's been pretty good! About to go do some work managing 
some Support Course students building a design I'd put together; bit 
of a hassle, that." 


"You want the C-Dawg's hand for this one, Dr.D?" 
"You, uh, want to? Sure, why not!" 


He snaps his metal fingers, pointing them at you. "Let's blow this 
comp right outta the water, then!" 


...Wait. How did he snap his fingers when he doesn't have any fat to 
make the snapping sound? Did... did you program that? Was that a 
part of the 'Funky' personality matrix? How did you miss that? 


Questions for later, not now! 
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The man and machine combo of you and Chase make your way over 
to the section of campus where the Support Course is, and through 
your robot assistant's guidance you end up exactly where you need to 


go! 


With a couple of firm knocks on the big, double blast doors, the 
things slide to the sides and open wide! 


"Speak of the Devil; Students, this is Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz... and 
his assistant, Chase. Dr. Doofenshmirtz is accomplished in this field of 
work, and as some of you had seen, was the man working with me on 
the original prototype." 


About... 70, 80 kids turn to look at you? It's a pretty big place in here, 
much bigger than most the classrooms but you're not exactly 
surprised. Definitely, uh, not meant to have that many kids working 
on something though. "Much like I will be, he and his assistant will 
be here to observe and assure that the work done is with accuracy 
and professionalism. Gossip has gotten around that there was a need 
for the shutters and emergency protections for the students observing 
the prototype; this is true. And it is a very real possibility that 
misappropriation of the blueprints or alteration of the guide map will 
lead to grievous injury, both mental and physical." His gaze could be 
seen through the shadows his helmet left, sharp and unrelenting. 
"There are some things people should never see, such visual crippling 
of Space itself one of them. Any attempt to do so on purpose will lead 


to drastic punishment." 


Power Loader looks over the crowd, eyes seeming to gaze around 
with a 'no nonsense’ mood. "Am I clear?" A ring of nods. "Good. First 
Years are with me. Second Years are with Dr. Doofenshmirtz. Third 
Years... with Chase." 


Some of the kids high-five or laugh, and others just groan. You're, uh, 
not exactly sure why... until you see who they're looking at. 


You know, maybe bringing Chase wasn't such a good idea. Also, that 
outfit is a little snazzier than usual! 


--U.A-- 


There was a tense energy around the Third Years; Power Loader was 
willing to disclose, at least in a degree of privacy, that Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz was a uniquely intelligent man. Enough for their 
teacher of several years to warn that the man's works were not to be 
underestimated or trifled with. That the creation of his devices and 
so-called 'Inators' would put the work of an I-Island scientist to 
shame. For most of them, it was hard to believe, yet they trusted 
their teacher. 


Then they met Chase. 


"Hey, Dudes and Dudettes! I'll be your bigwig teach for today's gnarly 
work! Name's Chase, but you dudes and dudettes can call me Mr. C!" 


",,.Who are you? Are you a Pro Hero?" 


He laughs, a synthetic thing that goes with his monitor face. An odd 
Quirk in the opinion of the students, but it was far from the oddest. 
"No, dude! I'm a robot!" 


Almost simultaneously, the classroom's worth of students pause in 


tandem. Thirty teens bore into Chase. One of the girls, a mechanic 
that's been trying for something she was told impossible, speaks up. 
"Prove it." 


"Hahah! I've been told that dressing down's a private thing, dudette! 
Used to have flesh and blood, you know? But sure, I can show you!" 


It takes him a moment to remove the jacket, pulling his turtleneck 
out from under his belt to show the circuitry beneath. "Dr. D helped 


me from just a bunch of scrap into this wiggety wiggedy wack design 
chassis! Kinda owe 'em big time, like you dudes and dudettes owe 
your teach! Really saved my skin. And look at these hands!" He let the 
sweater drop, loose as it was, and plucked at his individual fingers 
before pulling the gloves off one after another. 


They were metal, without a doubt. The joints, the wrist... wiring 
could be seen, hidden within the plating but certainly there. 


While all of the class very suddenly realized why Dr. Doofenshmirtz 
was as intelligent as Power Loader claimed, roughly half of the Third 
Years had a very different thought. 


"Uh... Mr. C, I have a personal question?" 
"Take your shot, Dudette!" 
"Do you have a-a-" The student's pointing down. "...Privates?" 


"Didn't need one as a robot! But if I needed one for some wack 
reason, I could just build one right up however I want!" 


Oh Fuck. 


That was enough to guarantee the not so niche group of robot-lovers 
in the Support Course would have a very, very firm reason to listen to 
the robot. 


It didn't help that a good quarter of the Third Years were a part of 
that group. 


--U.A-- 
[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 


It took all of the Pro Hero's patience not to bash his head into the 
wall. 


It has been five. Fucking. Minutes. How has Chase's... robot-ness already 
gotten out? Why are they all such open freaks for that matter? 


He's not going to voice the fact he has access to the network unless 
he starts seeing art be sent over the internet here. Because he's not 
going to just peek at what students do, not when on campus, unless 
it's actually, as he hopes it won't be, a Problem. 


Having any interest in a robot just seemed odd to Power Loader. 
Machines are Machines, built to serve a purpose even if they possess 
personality. But that degree of... building, always left the Pro Hero 
thinking of Eugenics. The recent revelation of the MLA being back 
didn't help that line of thinking. 


The First Years were also... notably more excited to do what was 
effectively grunt work because of the apparent idea that the bot would 
come around and appreciate the effort. 


Fuck, that's going to be something to shoot Higari in the boot. 


--U.A-- 


...You know? You're surprised at how well things have gone here. 
The students listen to you and follow their instructions to the letter, 
only popping up to ask questions about how you made it (you 
promised to bring out a whiteboard later and explain to all the 
students), if they could use the properties that would be covered (ask 
Power Loader, you're not their teacher), and about Chase. 


A lot of questions about Chase. Like way more than any person could 
or should ask. 


You uh, decided to just not share those. Because honestly? You're 
sane enough to never talk about ARC reactors to teenagers with 
access to the materials to make those kinds of things; issue is that you 
can't talk about most of Chase without bringing up the power draw, 
meaning that you also can't talk about that. 


The fact you basically don't answer those questions has more and 
more students curious. So you do the one thing you can while under 


pressure from people you can't just ignore or get rid of; you deflect 
and put the thing on Chase to deal with the deluge of questions if or 
when the students come to talk to him! Surely that won't come to bite 
you in your back in the future, as he's your assistant! 


...Right? Right! You're not going to doubt that, he's like Norm after 
all. And Norm listens to you! Sure he snarks, but that's just a part of 
his Personality! 


Anyway, things go down pretty well overall; no big issues or times 
where the chair gets kicked, nothing that would make you panic or 
lose your mind, nothing but slight mistakes that weren't blatantly 
clear without some thorough checks on part details. 


Then the second batch came in and the process went a little faster. 


And the third... And the fourth and fifth, yada yada yada... 


After they finally did the last batch... well, you had a bit of an 
audience, and were suddenly stuck explaining the whole design 
philosophy behind the topic. 


"Would uh, would you mind bringing over a whiteboard and some 
markers? A-and maybe grab the other students?" 


Three kids got up and hurried off, one to another section of the 
workshop to grab the supplies and the others to the different 
classrooms. While you waited... "So, what do you know about spatial 
physics and Einstein's concepts of Relativity?" 


One arm shoots up. "You, with the cap!" 


"Do you mean the Theory of Relativity?" You nod with a smile, and 
he continues. "Well, there's the Special Relativity, and the General 
Relativity. Do you want me to cover them in detail?" 


You shake your head. "Nope, just wanted to see if anyone was 
familiar before I covered the topic. Eh... anyone else familiar with the 


subject?" 
Only sort-of yesses from the hesitant hands. That's... unfortunate. 


"So then, how about things like ideas of Space-Time? Anyone 
familiar?" 


No hands raised. Drat! "Oh. Well, odds are none of the other students 
know about it either, then! Okay, so broad topics I'll cover: Space- 
Time and its correlations, what Einstein got Right, the importance of 
the Equivalence Principal and what that is exactly, The Chair 
Visualization, and why you should never meddle with Space-Time 
without extensive research into the topic. Any questions on the 
topics? You're only my temporary students so you're lucky to ask!" 


Several hands shoot up. "Oh wow! Okay, girl in the hoodie!" 


"What the heck is a chair visualization and how does that correlate to 
Space-Time?" 


"Good Question! You see, The Chair Visualization is a practice to 
understand how teleportation and spatial modification can be 
counter-acted nonlethally. It's... well, I'll be honest, it's extremely 
dangerous regardless, but it's safer than doing something like a 
Teleportation Fragmentation. You know how... in some video games, I 
think, if you teleport into a person in a game they just sorta pop?" 


"That's real?!" 


You rub the back of your neck, nervous smile on your face. "Well, it's 
more both the teleportee and the target would explode, but yeah. 
Next question... Guy with the big headphones!" 


"Who's Einstein?" 
"...You don't know?" 


There's a moment of silence as the class looks at your utterly baffled 
expression. "I... I'm sorry sir, I don't." 


You take a deep breath. Then take another. "Okay, we're doing 
history first then! Because my guess is none of you, or close to none of 


you, know who I'm talking about." 


The faces you see tell you that much is accurate. Why? 


"...Dr. Doofenshmirtz." 


You pause your lecture preparations as you turn to see Power Loader 
and Chase, the students filing in ahead of him as he sits at the door. 
Chase comes by your side as the man roughly as old as you were 
sighs. "Hey Power Loader! How are you?" 


"I'm in the mood for hard sake, but I'll live." He claps once, twice, and 
the students tear their focus from you and back to him. "All of you 
are forbidden from developing any Warp or Space-Time technology, 
or from discussing Chase off campus; he is a private citizen just as the 
rest of you are, Quirk's effects or no. Don't bother him." A ring of 
nods. "And like that, I'll be off to handle the placement of the devices. 
Behave in this special lecture." 


Quirk's effects, what? You know what, doesn't matter. Power Loader's 
left you with 90 kids and a very large white board. 


"Okay! So, Dr. Albert Einstein. He was a big deal for his Theory of 
Relativity and a few other accomplishments in the 1900s, and his 
works helped push Humanity into the first flights outside of Earth's 
atmosphere and onto the moon!" 


There's an uproar of whispers, and that alone tells you you've got 
interest. 


It's a good feeling! 


{Tuesday, March 16th, 23XX - 20 Days. } 


You know, you might need like a lozenge or two if you're going to 
ever talk as much as you did yesterday in the future. Maybe more 


water, too? 


It's not like you mind getting to talk; honestly you love talking! 
Ranting, too. And complaining! It's just really, really hard to get 
someone to listen to you when you do it. Usually the only person 
you're able to do that with is Perry the Platypus, but now you can sort 
of do it to your students, and then there was that spontaneous lesson 
in the Support Course workshop! And sure, you can't really talk about 
whatever you want, you have to stay on topic for the most part, but 
hey, you don't really mind that kind of limitation. Mostly because you 
can talk for a while, but really you just find it nice to have a listener 
regardless of what you say. 


...Huh. Isn't Present Mic like that, too? You remember he said 
something about having someone listening being really important. 
Though he wanted it so they'd get something out of it, which yeah 
you get that and you also sorta agree, but more than anything you 
just like to talk for the sake of company. 


Which is kinda like, for another day, you actually have a particular... 
friend? Power Loader's your friend now, right? Or is that assuming 
too much. Cause like, you're pretty sure coworkers don't know all 
about each other, that's more of a personal thing and all that. At least 
you think so? Maybe? Hopefully. Man, if you have to talk more about 
your private life to go from 'Coworker' to 'Friend' that's going to be 
awkward. 


You decide not to ask anything related to your train of thought this 
morning, because you did that yesterday and honestly you're not sure 
you liked how he responded. Sure it could be different this time, 
different questions give different answers and all that, but it's also 
Power Loader again. And... well, he's not exactly rude, just the kind 
of guy that's blunt with his words and very result-and-proof focused. 
You get that! You don't exactly love it, you just care about some 
results, but you get that! Some of your friends in LOVEMUFFIN are 
like that anyway, and it's no different considering Power Loader is 
also an engineer. Just uh, not Evil. 


...Man, that's weird. 


--U.A-- 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 
"So how exactly is this going to work?" 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz looked back at Power Loader with a confused 
expression. "What do you mean?" 


"I mean in regards to your portal. I want to know what I'm walking 
into." And with an assumption that Nezu knows about this, given how he 
acted when I... 


--{Two Nights Ago... }-- 


There's a dull thump as the doors to the Principal's Office swing open 
far faster than they would normally, the built-in automated opening 
stuttering the momentum and just stopping it from slamming into the 
wall. 


Despite witnessing it on the camera, Nezu was more than surprised at 
the angry and more importantly drunken visage of Power Loader. 


The man had a shocking degree of self-control, seeing him stumbling 
into the room, his room with such minimal decorum and the roiling 
waves of irritation wafting off the man led to no small number of 
questions from the Mink. 


Then he talked. "Are ya fuckin'... Nezduuu! Doofenshmirtz. What the 
ffffuck, where didjou get him from? Whathefuck izee?" 


"I believe you're as one might say, smashed, Power Loader. Perhaps 
we should talk after you've slept off the inebriation?" 


"Fffffuck no. I need answerrs. Whatthefuck iz heee? E'z nutties like 
fuckin’... like Hatsune Miku." 


That's a SEGA Property, and likely not who he was talking about. 
"Are you referring to Hatsume Mei?" 


A lolled nod is all he gets in before Snipe finally catches up to the 
drunk. "Woah there pardner! You oughta settle in for the night, rather 
than mosey ‘round all tipsy like!" He snaps his head over to the 
principal. "Sorry fer his behavin' Nezu, e's wound up somethin’ fierce. 
Has been since 'e got on the trail with me." 


"Answer me, Nezu!" 
"Can it, you're at the bottom o' yer glass as is!" 


Nezu merely raises a paw and speaks. "I wouldn't have hired him 
without seeing what I have. Simply put, he is a genius man with a 
petty heart of gold, wiser than you might expect." 


Power Loader, either content with the answer or too drunk to care 
aside from a response, goes slack in Snipe's grip. 


...Barged in. He'll probably have some petty punishment prepared for 
damaging his doors, but if things turn out like he thinks they will, then I'd 
say that's more than fair. 


"Oh! Well, I called it the First-Dimension Inator. Mostly because the 
original was the Second-Dimension Inator. You know, because I was 
treating my home dimension as the First because it was the first for 
me and all that. It's a calibrated Cross-Reality Portal Generator using 
a Conic-Beam application to generate the torus needed for stable and 
non-radioactive portal formation." 


Okay, Power Loader can follow most of that. "So you can, 
hypothetically, recalibrate the device to observe other realities or 
locations?" 


"Yep! I don't really want to do that, because, well, I don't want to go 
anywhere else, but I'm pretty sure I can just prove that it's not 
anywhere in the United States. Or anywhere else in this universe, but 


that's also kinda the goal, you know?" 


He only nods. "I see. Has anyone else seen what you're going to show 
me?" 


"Just Principal Nezdu!" 
".,.You showed him this?" 


"Yep!" Dr. Doofenshmirtz grins wide. "He was curious after I made it, 
I let him come by for it's first use! And also kinda had to deal with 
given the whole Anti-Warp Measures... but because I know exactly 
how those work I also know it won't affect the machinery!" 


Power Loader nods again. "Right, because the only thing it'd affect is 
the physical sensation, no actual injuries." One of the downsides of 
the device, but that's also the benefit of having the men who 
developed it be the only ones aware of said downside. "I assume then 
the first thing is preparation for the device?" 


"Oh no no no, that takes like a minute tops. Have it connected to an 
independent power source and everything." That's... no wonder the 
Pro Hero never caught him using it. "The better thing you should do 
is psyche yourself up so you're not freaking out when that sensation 
happens. Lemme tell you, it isn't fun!" 


...Okay, he's right. 
This is by far the most unsettled Power Loader has ever been. 


Not just the oddness of the portal, or the casual ease in which the 
scientist went through on ahead of him. No, the heart-gripping terror 
that surged through him when he started to step through. 


There was no way for a Pro Hero to prepare for that. The only way 
the utter madman could manage it without screaming like Power 
Loader had must be through either repetition or sheer apathy at 
terror. 


Odds are Dr. Doofenshmirtz isn't insane enough to forcefully relive 
that sensation in his life; the implication he's genuinely been through 
similarly soul-rending hardships in that so-called Drusselstein became 
ever so slightly more likely. 


It did little good for Power Loader's sanity... nor did the very real city 
before him. "Welcome, Power Loader... TO MY LAIR!" 


"Dun Dun Duuuuun!" A metallic voice spoke up in English, Power 
Loader's ability to follow what's about to be said somewhat 
hampered. 


"Norm, shut it!" 


Rumbling steps revealed a behemoth of a figure; similar to Chase, yet 
far more... simple, in shape and style. Clearly, he was intended for 
larger work and sheer strength. "Hi! My name is Norm." 


" 


..." Power Loader gives a nod but says nothing, moving towards the 
railing. 


"Nice place, right?" 
",,.] suppose you could call it that." 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz hissed in response. "Oof. You don't have to be so 
rude about it. I mean, come on! You see any of your bigwig Heroes 
here?" There's a moment of pause. "Not to say we don't have heroes 
here; we do, they're just way less common." 


"Mm. Where are we?" 
"Danville of the Tri! State! AREA! In the United States." 


Idly, he quickly searched the information on the local internet before 
realizing he didn't have the password. "Could you give me the wifi 
password?" 


"Oh, sure thing!" 


And like that, he could check some questions and affirm this is 
actually happening. All he needed to do was turn on the screen and 


camera recorders to make sure what he was looking into was very 
much real. 


...It's hard to believe. 


Even with all of this evidence, he really didn't believe what he was 
seeing. But he would get nothing from arguing with Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz, the sheer enigma of the man being a problem on 
several levels. 


So he went off to go see Principal Nezu soon after stepping back 
through the portal and again screaming at the sheer, undiluted terror 
forced through him. 


--U.A-- 


",.,.Whew!" You wipe your brow, the morning done and dusted and 
leaving you with nothing but having to prepare for the day! After all, 
you had a class to teach! 


The distraction was enough to miss a certain someone step through the 
portal and slink off. 


After your usual preparations, you hurried off to the classroom a 
good half hour early and got everything set in place; of course, you 
can't be particularly creative in a classroom setting with your trap- 
making, not when it has to be limited in both size and in scalability. 


You know how hard it was to figure out the rough sizes of eight 
people? Very! And you did it with traps, ones that you showed in 
practical application last lab! It helped to have a whole system in 
place for trap classification and specialization, though that was less a 
degree and more a very specific skillset gained via an attempt to help 
with Drusselsteinian hunting without actually... you know, hunting. 


They liked the practical and classical, which fair, you did love the 
classics yourself! But what's wrong with a little innovation? 


Anyway, you never actually stopped innovating on traps, even if 
some were utterly impractical outside of really custom works. But 
hey, your Lair, your rules! 


Quirks also kinda... mess with things? Because people can make traps 
with them, can't they? Man, that's gotta get old, though. One trick 
ponies when it comes to those kinds of things. That's also assuming 
that they actually use their powers like that, which uh, they might 
not. Probably don't honestly. Credit where it's due and all that, the 
school actually seems to care about teaching how the Villains around 
here do Evil. Not the Why, but the How. 


... Huh. Would that be a good lesson plan? Maybe. 


The first student, like usual, pops right into class ten or so minutes 
early. "Good morning, Yuu." 


"Good morning, Dr. Doofenshmirtz-Sensei." 


She seems to have slept well. Good for her! 


Students file in and do their thing, but nobody seems to be in poor 
spirits; tired is a very different emotion! That's good, at least. 


And so, you trigger the trap and get right into the lecture! 


Class goes well, as usual, though near the end you do get 
confirmations from the two kids they'll come around to your lab 
around 4 or so; it's a good thing they remembered, because you 
almost forgot! 


That also reminds you that your lab was uh... not exactly cleaned 
recently. More your fault if anything, you haven't had Norm around 
to handle the dusting or sweeping or wiping down or anything like 
that, so you've left it as a bit of an afterthought. 


That leaves you taking a quick detour for lunch, getting some nice 
authentic German cuisine as a thanks from Lunch Rush for Sunday, 
and head right on back to your la- 


Huh. You blink at what you see in your lab, close the door, count to 
three, and open it up. Nope, still seein' it. "Uh." 


That's... 


"Heinz." 


",,.Charlene, how did you get in here? No, scratch that, why are you 
here?" 


"I walked in to check on you, honestly." 


"O-oh. Did, uh, Vanessa worry you or something? I-I'm... sorry if she 
did." 


"Somewhat, Heinz. She told me you were considering a job change, 
and I was surprised is all. Thought you wouldn't give up the whole 
‘entrepreneur’ thing for the world." 


This is getting really awkward and you're not really sure what to say. 
"Well uh... I didn't really plan to either? This is kinda me... I don't 
know, testing the waters?" 


She rolls her eyes. "Like when you tried back then with the Whale 
Girl?" 


"Ouch. Like, really, you're stinging me here Charlene." 

A playful smile tugs at her lips. "I'm pulling your leg, Heinz." 
"R-right. Well, uh... I'm good! I'm good. I think?" 

Charlene snorts. "You think? What's holding you?" 


"You, uh, remember that time with the dockyard when we were 
first... getting together?" 


"Too much too fast?" 


You nod with relief. At least she gets it! "Exactly! I'm a bit, uh, 
overwhelmed with everything going on." 


"Well, I'm sure you can handle it. And if you can't, there's always 
going back to what you normally do. Though I think the constant 
failures with your business opportunities isn't the best for your 
health." 


"Fair " 
Another stretch of silence. "So, Vanessa said you're teaching?" 


"Y-yeah. High School Science, basically." 


"You like it?" 


",,.Sorta? I don't know yet. I mean, I like talking, you know that, I 
know that, yadda yadda yadda. But uh, I'm also just not too good 
with working with people. Don't like having a boss, even though he's 
been a great guy so far, you know? Just irks me a little, but he's done 
nothing to stop me so I haven't really been bothered by it. Like that 
itch that comes up sometimes you know?" 


She nods. "So yeah, talk a lot, can do my job, but I'm concerned about 
working with some coworkers is all. And I'm not sure if anything else 
will come up, or uh... if I can't see Perry the Platypus any more." 


"Your pet pal?" 


"Not how I'd describe him, but yeah! He's a good friend of mine, 
but... he can't really stay around here." 


She seems to think it over, eyes partly lidded as she looks beyond you 
and the room. "Nobody's caused you trouble at work?" 


"Nope! At least, nobody I haven't returned the favor for." 
"Be careful to not have office pranks be returned to you, Heinz." 
"I know, I know..." 


There's another pause. "I think you're doing a good change for your 
life." 


",,.R-really?" 


Charlene nods. That's... Wow. Wow, wow okay that's... Huh. You 
know, you didn't really expect that. At all. "You've been a little 
cooped up for a while and all, Heinz. A little more space and social 
interaction's been something you needed for a while." 


"I-I mean, I'm definitely trying! I think..? But is talking all there is to 
it?" 


"I dunno, is it?" Ah, there's the playful-yet-snarky sarcasm she always 
has. 


You know, you didn't exactly EXPECT Charlene to pop by, but 
hey you DID give her keys for your office. (REMEMBER, Top 
50%) — Voting closed — 32 voters 


Internally scream. "So, how's *8/12 
things on your end been?" 

"Vanessa made one of my- A 18 ‘D9. 
coworkers who wore BDSM gear 

to work, cry." 

"Vou need help—getting—baek—te——___L__#10/48-- 
your home dimension? Uh, have 

you taken a look around the place 

or just my office?" 

Look ; il in — TI 56 
middle of the day 

Did in—thi 4 
world has super powers? Crazy I 

know, and were technically in the 

future, even though everything 

looks the same! 


Mel eet encae’ 


",,.So uh, how've things been on your end?" You're honestly at a loss 
for words here, trying your best to think up what to talk about. 
"Realty been effective?" 


"As usual, yes. It's been paying quite the dividends, even now. I 
believe you might be getting a higher monthly payment in turn." 


"I, uh... could you give it to Vanessa? Maybe put that into an account 
for her instead? I know we already had some planned for her and 
we're putting money into those, but, uh. I'm not sure if I'll need 
money any time soon. She'll need it for college and it never hurts to 
chip in for anything else she might want, right?" 


Charlene blinks, smile widening. "Oh? You're doing that well for 
yourself? That's good, Heinz. I would expect a teacher's salary to be 


lower, however." 


"It's, a, uh, prestigious position apparently. I make a lot now, maybe 
as much as you do?" 


",,.Really. Now that's what I call finding your calling Heinz." 


You don't know what to do but rub the back of your neck, face 
flushing from the compliments. "Aheh... Th-thank you, Charlene. 
Have you tried to... go around?" 


"Mim..." 


Nezu stared at his freshly ruined tea-drinking table, a multitude of 
bullet holes leaving it untenable. Do the Doofenshmirtzs have some 
innate, universal hatred towards mastercraft wood-and-glass 
furniture? "That will be you if you're using Heinz, rodent." The gaze of 
a woman scorned wasn't as effective on him as it would be on most. 


"On the contrary, I would say I have treated him with utmost care. 
You are Charlene, yes? I must say you look like your daughter." 


"Flattery is nice but doesn't remove you from my line of sight. Play 
nice now~! And not a word to him, I'm sure you understand." 


With a flourish of firearms, she walked out, leaving no image on the 
cameras much the same way she did once she barged in. 


On the plus side, the doors were already removed before she could 
destroy those too. She didn't say anything of recording methods to get 
around invisibility. 


"I took a few peeks around, though I haven't left the front of your 
office. Wouldn't want to get lost somewhere so new to me." 


"O-oh. You, uh, need help to get back?" 

"Vanessa told me how to use it, don't worry about it." 
"Oh 

Another lull. 


"W-wait. If Vanessa told you that, then... did you know there's like, 
way more superheroes here? And supervillains too! Like, almost 
everyone's got some superpower. They call them Quirks, which is 
weird because it's like they're correlating having a power to having 
personality. It's also a bit weird in the fact that time's a little janky. 
Like, it's a different year but things are like, the same? You get what I 
mean, right?" 


"More or less." 


You let out a sigh of relief. "Okay, okay that's good. Communication 
and all that." 


A small smirk crosses Charlene's face. "Are you still having difficulty 
with making sure everyone's on the same page, Heinz? I thought you 
had that handled." 


"W-well... I kinda regressed on that for a while. Got rusty and all, you 
know?" 


Her hand pats your shoulder before pulling away. "It's a good thing 
you're realizing that and making steps to improve." 


...You have nothing left to talk about. At least... nothing that you did. 
But you have something. 


Something... Evil. Yes. YES! "I took Vanessa out shopping here a few 
weeks ago." 


"Really, now? I'm surprised she was willing to come with you, 
honestly. You have a tendency to be... overbearing." 


"No, I don't! ...Okay, maybe I do. But, I also know that she's a 
growing girl and this was meant to be a good time for her, so I kept 


myself from stopping her and just let her use from my salary to get 
whatever she wanted. But that's not all. She also yelled at one of my 
coworkers!" The glee in your voice immediately tipped off your Ex- 
Wife that it wasn't you complaining. 


"And why, pray tell, did she do that?" And she was playing along! 
Yes! 


You whip out your phone and pull up the recording. It’s a good thing 
you asked Perry the Platypus to record this! 


"Hold on a moment." Before you can even play it she's glaring at the 
outfit Midnight's wearing. 


"|..There are so many things wrong with her outfit. So, so many 
things wrong. It's a warcrime." 


A laugh escapes your lips. "I kinda felt bad for her, so I made her 
something when I had the chance. Dropped it off at her birthday; not 
sure if she's worn it though." 


"Oh? You made clothes, Heinz?" 


"W-w-w-wait, maybe we should, uh, watch the video first! Yeah, 
definitely that. And n-not think about what I just said!" 


"Oh no no no, dear. Show me what you made. Come on." 


You made a terrible mistake. 


--U.A-- 


[Nemuri Kayama - R-Rated Hero: Midnight] 


The thirty-year-old woman looked over the outfit in the mirror, a 
frown cresting her features. To say there was a lot on her mind would 
be a fair guess given the furrowed brows and a mood best described 
as 'not really in it’. 


In the past two weeks, she'd been offered a gift from a staff member, 


been knocked unconscious, demeaned and insulted by an American 
teenaged daughter of said staff member, and given the gift anyway. 
Though that may be because he's just a general outlier of a person, 
and an American to boot. Sure, it's a stereotype, but it's an accurate 
one; Snipe is just as odd as Dr. Doof is, and she's known him far 
longer. 


He stumbled over after putting his present on the floor beside the others, 
nervousness and discomfort clear as a cloudless day to the people around. 
"I, uh, wanted to bring you something. So I did! And because I don't do 
great at parties... goodbye!" He scampered off not a second later. 


"Is he normally that skittish?" Cementoss seems at a loss. 
"Only when it comes to social gatherings... I think." Hizashi chimed in. 


She wasn't sure what to do, so Midnight just shrugged. "He just wanted to 
be nice, right? We cant really judge him for that. I'm honestly more 
curious about what he brought!" 


Aizawa facepalmed and Ectoplasm laughed at his grumbled annoyance. 
"You have no patience." 


'I'm a birthday girl, I can be a little impatient!" Without further delay, she 
hurries over to the gifts with only slight trepidation for what's to come... 


And pulls out a pair of extremely soft pajamas with a note. Hi! I made 
you the clothes like I promised! These should work with your Quirk no 
problem! Your Coworker, Heinz. 


"Oh wow, he can make clothing?!" 
Power Loader grunts. "I would be shocked if he couldn't." 


"Oh? Know something we don't about our mysterious coworker, Power 
Loader-San?" 


Lunch Rush interrupts Aizawa's question. "He is a European man who has 
difficulties with social outings and long-term public interaction. 
Introverted, yet highly sociable in private. Believed to possess a hyper- 


intelligence Quirk similar to Nedzu." 


It's about then that Nemuri's look-over and surprise of the clothes 
themselves are overtaken by the appearance of the devil just spoken of. 
"On the contrary-!" 


"Argh!" "Fucking hell!" "Really?" 


She could obviously tell he meant nothing by it, that he just wanted 
her to wear something different, not out of some sense of aesthetic 
but out of 'decency'... his daughter was much more the former than 
the latter. Really, her argument bothered the Pro Heroine more than 
the usual arguments of 'oh, it's indecent!’ because it was so different. 
More than that, it was an argument that she'd had only once before, 
where she was the angry and outspoken one. 


When she was younger and forced into a clothing redesign by the 
Commission. 


For a time, she kept changing up what she wanted with the couple 
that developed her outfit, constantly bringing up new changes, 
removing old ones, or starting from scratch a few times over. It was... 
probably not a good move. Especially when they worked towards 
making a design similar in idea to what Dr. Doof had made her. One 
that she rejected before they moved the design to their apprentice. 


The apprentice didn't raise questions or concerns and just made 
everything as requested, and at the time she'd found that whole thing 
a relief rather than a major red flag. She was given up on because she 
was too stubborn. 


It took the past two weeks to dredge those memories up and 
remember what happened then. Odds are the old couple still possess 
the designs in some vault of theirs, stored away in the case she'd ever 
changed her mind. Still though, she wanted more of a reason to 
change things up aside from an overreaction to one girl's insults. 


Hey guys, do you think I'm due for a costume change? Maybe a switch up 


just for the students at U.A., maybe something more..? 


www.strawpoll.com... 


Twitter is a helpful social media, both to see the great and terrible 
nature of people and to ask her fans questions. A simple poll would 
help put into perspective what people thought about the whole thing, 
and comments would tell her why. 


Some of the private messages made her double-take, however. 


FullCourseMeal: Midnight-Sensei, I might not take your classes any 
more, however... I must say I found your Hero outfit highly distracting. If 
you intend to change it, maybe do so to something less open..? If you can 
of course, I don't know if you have to do it for your Quirk or not. 


HotHead: If you're gonna be changing your outfit, maybe lower the 
shown cleavage. Learnt I liked women from that, and that did not help me 
in your class at fuckin all! 


HeMan: NYEH, you actually kinda gave me a crush on you from your 
classes. So maybe change it for something looser? I don't know, I'm no 
fashion designer! SKELETOR WILL RRRISE AGAIN! 


That last account was some kind of popular joke account, which she 
thinks might be Miss Joke in disguise or something. Hard to tell. Still, 
two messages from people that do follow her and are very likely both 
previous students... weren't expected. At all. 


Then there were the results themselves; 48% were in favor of it, 17% 
didn't care either way, and the remaining 35% thought there was no 
need for a design change. Easily a majority for change over staying as 
is... thought the reasons in the comments were all over the place. 
Plus internet flame wars, which really didn't help with the why 
question. 


With a tired sigh, she decides to pull up her old designer's phone 
number. 


URS 


You've been talking about your logic behind clothing for Four. Hours. 
Four hours! You had an easier time defending all of your theses than 
this! Every little thing, every stitch pattern, the machine you used(self 
made of course), the colors(you just did whatever), how you got the 
measurements(you just asked), the material(self made), if Charlene 
could have a roll(sure, why not?)... just way, way too much. 


And you had kids that were coming by later to help configure their 
new equipment! 


"Uh, Charlene?" 
She glanced up from her notepad. "Yes, Heinz?" 


You look to the door, then back to her. "I know you're having fun and 
all but uh... I'm gonna have two of my students coming in like a half 
hour? I need to clean up all of..." You gesture to the fabric lying 
around and the design sketches for the pajamas. "...this." 


"Oh, of course. Would you like a hand, Heinz?" 


"R-really? Sure!" 


--U.A-- 


Yasuo does his best to connect to his peer: with small talk! 
"So uh... do you know what Dr. Doof-Sensei made for you?" 
"...No." 

"Oh. Me neither! But what do you think he made?" 


Gozen-Chan just looks at him. "Something good." 


" " 
eee 


"Well! I think he made something for us to better use our skillsets. 
What do you think?" 


" " 
oe 


Yasuo nearly speaks up again at the repeat awkward silence before 
she speaks up. "I think Sensei made something to help our 
weaknesses." 


"Eh? Wouldn't that be counter-intuitive? The equipment would be a 
crutch, wouldn't it?" 


She shakes her head. "Not all Quirks are safe for a person to use." 


"Then... wouldn't they just need self-control?" The way Gozen-Chan 
frowns tells the boy he said the wrong thing. 


The rest of the way to Dr. Doof-Sensei's office is quiet, and it leaves 
Yasuo highly uncomfortable. 


"Oh, you're here! Come in, come in!" There was a really wide smile 
on Dr. Doof-Sensei's face. He must be happy to see us! "Okay so, I know 
you both have your uh... well, I'm gonna be a little blunt, problems 
with your Quirks, so I decided to both help with problem mitigation 
and Quirk enhancement!" 


Yasuo blinks. "Uh, do you mean the tunnel vision thing you brought 
up in the labs? I'm not sure if that's really something you can fix..." 


He waves off the concerns. "Nah, I think I know what's wrong there, 
at least sorta. A little tough to know without you, you know, trying 
the stuff out? It's why you're here!" He geatures behind him to the 
table, surprisingly almost empty sans a pair of cases covered in clean 
grey tarps. "Now then... BEHOLD, THE VISION INATOR AND THE 
VIBRATING PUNCH INATOR! Or if you were a spoilsport, the 
Sensory Helmet and Pure Vibranium Gauntlets!" 


--U.A-- 


[Yuu Gozen - Submarine, the Silent Heroine] 


She listened patiently as the teacher offered the cases to each of 
them. "Of course, it's not just these; Yasuo, you're also getting a pair 
of boots to integrate into your costume that should be fine to get on, a 
bit of hovertech combined with some good ol' skateboarding and 
rollerskating principles will let you get about anywhere in the city 
faster than a car if you get comfy with it!" He grabs the pair of boots 
with a small box and puts both on the counter. Yuu flicks her eyes 
over both, but her gaze returns to the wood-and-glass case in her 
hands. 


A blueish, silvery metal forming the entirety of two embellished 
gauntlets, small slits between the segments showing a black padding 
inside of it. "Also some smoke and stink bombs in the case you need 
them. You'll be unaffected by both after all, but other people... not so 
much! If you wanna make more, I'll be teaching you! Just uh... let 
me know in advance. That's kinda a whole day's worth of work to 
learn, you know?" 


"Oh wow... thank you, Dr. Doof-Sensei!" 


He laughs, smile wide. "No problem! And for you, Yuu... huh, never 
realized those sound the same in English. Anyway! You got the 
Gauntlets, all well and good and all that, but they're pretty special. 
The material I used to make them is basically indestructible for wear 
and tear, and it absorbs vibration and kinetic impacts before flinging 
it back out. But that's not all you get!" He grabs another box from 
under the countertop, setting it down. "I made you something for 
your ears! I know you don't really like, well, loud things, so I made 
these to help soften some sounds and sharpen others. Like a sorta 
equalizer? You-you'll see when you put it on!" 


",,.You wish for us to put these on now, Dr. Doof-Sensei?" 


"Yea-Actually... hm. Maybe in the gym or one of those testing 
grounds. Lemme just call up Principal Nezdu real quick." 


It doesn't take him long to get his permission, leading the two 
students and their newly-found gear and still-around hero outfits. 


The gauntlets slightly mess with her bodysuit, but only enough to be 
uncomfortable. The clothes atop of it, made of protective Meta 
Material, were unaffected. "I will have to talk to Power Loader-Sensei 
for changes to my outfit." 


"Ouch. Is it too tight?" 


She nods and he rubs his chin. "I could lower the padding used a 
smidge and that should work fine. Oh, that reminds me; Yasuo, quick 
question!" 


"Huh-?! Y-yes, Dr. Doof-Sensei?" Yuu glances at her fellow student's 
outfit and surprised look. 


Thick boots, slightly baggy shorts, a t-shirt and pocket-filled jacket 
combination, partial metal guards on his elbows and shins, fingerless 
gloves, a pair of goggles resting on his head, and a snug necklace 
hidden away by his clothes. "Have you ever had any, uh, lasting 
damage from your Quirk? You know, like if you put it too sensitive 
and maybe left some major damage for your eyes or ears. That sorta 
thing!" 


",,.Maybe?" 
"O-oh. You don't know?" 
Yasuo shakes his head. "I don't, no." 


The professor sighs. "Eh, worth a shot. Okay, after you two give your 
new gear a shot, we're going to the nurse's office." 


"...Whyyy?" 


"Because I'm going to check for any lasting injuries and, I don't know, 
get rid of them?" 


It would not surprise Yuu if he could do it. The gauntlets left her 
arms feeling almost normal. That was new. Doing more would be... 
nice. Yuu would trust him to help. "Okay." 


"Wha-" "Great!" 


She would also like Yasuo to talk less. That is something that she 
couldn't ask Dr. Doof-Sensei to help with without getting her teacher 
in trouble. Which would be sad. And bad, probably. 


".,.I guess we're going after this to see Recovery Girl. You think she'll 
actually help?" But still tempting. 


"I trust Dr. Doof-Sensei." 
"But he's not a medical doctor?" 


"Okay, that's half-right. I'm not a surgeon, but I have PhDs in both 
Molecular Biology and Neurology. That kinda... well it puts sensory 
damage under my purview, and both of you have Quirks under that 
umbrella." 


"Ohhhh... Wow, you know a lot! I thought you were just a Support 
Hero. Are you a Rescue Hero too? Did you retire?" 


",,.Eh? I did retire, but uh... Hero isn't the right word." 


Yasuo pauses, then keeps walking, eyes wide. "Ooooooh, I get it! 
Okay, thanks for telling us Dr. Doof-Sensei!" He leans into Yuu's side, 
whispering surprisingly quietly. "I think he used to be a Vigilante." 


",,.Maybe." 


"You're welcome..? A-anyway, we're here!" He gestures wildly to the 
door of Ground Delta. "Yuu, you already have your new stuff on so 
you can go ahead and try them out first. Yasuo, switch out your boots 
and goggles, please!" 


"Got it!" He runs to the extremely large doors, already slowly 
swinging open, and ducks around one of the buildings. 


"Is there any functionality I should know of, Dr. Doof-Sensei?" 


"Just one. Go ahead and use your Quirk, maybe you'll notice it!" 


With caution, the girl walks forward, her fingers within the gauntlets 
twitching at the alien sensations that haven't been felt for... too long. 
Her teacher follows behind, a smile still on his face even as she 
hesitates to do something. 


I trust Dr. Doof-Sensei. I can do this. 


The feeling of everything going quiet, of her body being muted from 
her surroundings comes naturally. What isn't natural is the fact her 
arms weren't numbing. "...oh." 


Repeatedly, she opened and closed her hands, imagining the clinking 
sounds she would be able to hear otherwise. "You can still feel them, 
right?!" 


" 


..." Yuu nods. 


"Yes! Okay, that's exactly what should be happening, but you should 
be asking yourself why it's doing that!" 


The Gauntlets. She looked at them again, her arms rotating to get a 
better look at the design and the sheen of the metal. A Kraken rising 
from the depths, about to breach the unknowing and tranquil surface. 


It is calm now. Is it a metaphor for the functionality? 


Yuu closes her hand fast and hard, and for a moment the metal 
shudders. Maybe it is. She takes a deep breath, looking at the suburbia 
and locking eyes with one of the complexes. This might be silly. 


One step, two steps, a slow walk over to the apartment building 
allows her to see one of the doors. She clenches her hand firmly and 
pulls back, before throwing a punch directly at the wood. Then 
through the wood. 


There is no longer a door, only splinters and chunks of wood on the 
sections of hinges. She didn't hear anything but a dull 'woosh' when 
she had done it. The earpieces kept me safe. 


Another look-over of the Gauntlets confirmed they were unharmed, 


just as shiny as before. She then punched the wall holding the door 
frame with her left hand and cracked it. Then her right collapsed it. 
"You like it?" 


Yuu turned to look at the man who made these gifts for her, and... 


She smiled wider than usual, turning off her Quirk to speak clearly. 
"Yes. Thank you." 


Yasuo flung himself from an alleyway, shouting in a panic as he 
attempted to control his mobility. "Heeeeeelllllp!" 


Even though the earpieces made it quieter, the volume of the shout 
made Yuu flinch. Dr. Doof-Sensei wasn't any better, holding his hands 
to his ears and running after her fellow student. 


...sShe wanted to see if she could go faster than him using the 
Gauntlets. 


--U.A-- 


[Yasuo Yoana - Sensual, the Sensitive Hero] 


His legs were swinging like Hajime's baseball bat! Just-woosh, woosh, 
woosh! All over! It was making it really hard for Yasuo to keep it 
together, because he wasn't controlling it! 


Sure, maybe he shouldn't have put them on the max for the first time, 
but come on, could you blame him?! I was curious! I know curiosity 
can... kill, the cat, but the satisfaction's supposed to bring it back! I'm not 
satisfied, I'm terrified! 


The fact that Dr. Doof-Sensei could keep up was really surprising. 
Yasuo's going all over the place, but he's going all over the place 
really fast. Faster than a person can usually go! "Turn them down!" 


"I can't!" They were moving too fast! If he tried to reach for it, he 
might just break a hand! ... Wait. 


Remembering a particular lesson taught in class and practically (thank 
you Hajime but ow), he tucked himself in as best as he could before 
his legs suddenly righted and forced him to spin. 


All he needed to do was flip the switch in his brain for his sense of 
gravity and things became much easier for him to handle. The helmet 
also helped alot, letting him ignore the blur that was the nearby 
environment as he reached a hand to the boots and flipped them off. 


Then the sense of gravity came back and things were A-OK besides 
from falling to the ground in a heap. 


",,.Okay, note to self! Maybe adjust it so all controls are done with 
the toes and not fingers." 


"Yeah, that... might be a better idea? The helmet works great 
though!" 


"Good! Okay, well, I think that you should maybe not use the boots 
for now, not until I do my work so you can use them better than now 
otherwise you might get used to some faulty control schemes. And let 
me tell you, that is annoying to deal with. So! Focus on getting nice 
and comfy with your new helmet and I'll have this ready for you by 
next week." 


"T can do that!" 


HUUUUU-UA-OUUUUU 


You stuck around and watched them have their fun with their new 
equipment, Yuu punching walls, the ground, the sky, basically 
everything around while experimenting with her Quirk and all that 
while Yasuo spent his time looking around, poking and prodding 
things while also taking time to just listen at various specific 
frequency bands. Honestly he could get a really good radio signal 
with those if he felt like it - you made sure that worked perfectly too! 


Anyway, after about two hours you kinda felt like they had enough 


time to do whatever, so you called 'em both over! 


"Okay, so! I think that's enough figuring them out for now, and you 
should probably put them away so you can see Recovery Girl 
properly! That make sense to you two?" 


"Yes," "Yep!" 


"Great, great! Okay then. Yuu, you can either modify your costume or 
come visit me this week while wearing it and I'll adjust the padding 
so it fits snug but not bad, and Yasuo you come by next week for your 
fixed-up boots. If either of you need anything else, let me know!" 


They both nod and come with you exactly where they need to be: 
where your Rejuven-Inator is! 


...You'll be honest, you didn't really think this part of the thing 
through. 


"Uncle Doof, Uncle Doof!" The little girl, Eri was her name, came over 
to see you walking over with both Yasuo and Yuu. "Oh... hi." 


Yasuo blinks. "...Uncle? You have a brother, Dr. Doof-Sensei?" 


"I do but it's a long story that I'd love to talk about, but again, long 
story. How are you, Eri? How's your grampa?" 


One of the mobsters working for the guy poke their head out of one 
of the rooms, speaking before the little girl can. "He's nearly 
recovered, Dr. Doofenshmirtz-Sama. Currently it's only cursory 
checkups until the end of the week before he will be allowed to move 
on his own without medical checks." 


"Do you know where you'll go after this?" 


He scratches the side of his face. "Eh... I think the Boss has that 
handled no problem. We either stay here, or at one of his stored- 
away spots." 


"Huh. Well, that's good! Make sure he knows that if she needs any 


more help I'll be here, got it?" 
"You have our gratitude, Dr. Doofenshmirtz-Sama." 
"Yeah, thanks Uncle Doof!" 


You laugh nervously, rubbing the back of your head. "Ahh, no 
problem... A-anyway, do you know where Recovery Girl is?" 


The clacking of the lady's cane on the tile got your attention. "Right 
here, Dr. Doof." 


"Great! Okay, so I need these two here to get some time in front of 
the Rejuven-Inator-" 


"Why. " 


You raise your hands in defense. "Look, they have lasting injuries 
from times past - we talked about this before in the staff meeting if 
you remember!" She looks at Yuu and nods while you keep going. 
"Both of them have similar Quirks on the sensory side of things, so it 
should be easy for them to notice what they've been missing out on." 


"Mm... Alright. Gozen-San, Yoana-San, come with me." Recovery Girl 
turns around and walks towards the room in the office housing your 
Inator, the two teens going on ahead and following her. Great! 


That leaves you with a mobster Boss's right hand man and said Boss's 
grandkid that's also your sorta-niece. You can do sorta-uncle so that's 
fine, just... weird. "So uh... What do you think you'll do in the 
coming weeks? Like, is he gonna be setting up shop or something?" 


"Well... the Boss doesn't know quite yet. Money shouldn't be an issue, 
but that's bad business; to just spend money and not make it is a fast 
track to forgetting how low you start." He sighs, smiling down at Eri 
before picking her up. "Her education's a priority, and we've been 
given a heads up she'd be a Recommended student if she goes 
through her studies well. The Boss is gonna make sure she gets all the 
help she'll need and more... I don't know how, but I know he'll 
manage it just fine." 


"When I grow up, I'll help grampa!" 
The mobster carrying the girl laughs. "I think he'd love that." 
"Yay!" 


You uh... you don't think you should be around to see that. Too 
personal for your taste. "Well uh, I hope things go well?" 


He gives you a nod of acknowledgement and you just walk past them 
both after giving the pair a thumbs up. 


...And you come around to find Yuu wiggling her fingers and Yasuo 
tilting his head, the girl still under the Rejuven-Inator's effects while 
Yasuo just seems surprised at something. 


"Uh... you good?" 


He blinks. "You were... really, really right. I don't remember it being 
so easy to hear." 


"I told you so." Yuu's voice was quiet, but it sounded like she was 
smiling. 


".,.Told him what so?" 


"We were talking on the way to Ground Delta, Sensei. And she 
brought up Quirks hurting the people that have them. I didn't think 
she was right but... I guess I'm wrong?" 


"You thought people weren't dumb enough to hurt themselves? Do 
you know how many times people do stupid things? Like, every 
person does stupid things! Every day there's at least a few thousand 
people doing something stupid, and all of them on accident! Breaking 
bones, tripping, butterfingers... and that's not even including Quirks! 
Super Strength isn't Super Durability you know, and super speed 
doesn't mean super car accident protection!" 


"Didn't think about it like that... but aren't those different from 
general use of a Quirk?" 


You shake your head. "No, because general use of a tool when you're 
guessing the instructions means injuries are gonna happen. Doesn't 
matter how safe you try to make it." 


A beat of silence passes as the two think about what you said. "...Dr. 
Doof-Sensei?" 


"Yeah?" 
"Why are you a science teacher?" 
" Eh?" 


Yasuo looks back at your confusion. "You're really smart, and you 
definitely have the qualifications. But we're... we're kinda well below 
the grade level you can teach, aren't we? You could teach at a college 
or university, or maybe even I-Island! Honestly, you could also just 
do research and do really well there too, or Quirk counselling on the 
side if you wanted to help students without putting time you could 
spend how you want into us. So... why here?" 


That's... a good question, actually. 


Like, sure, you LIKE the position and all, and you're having fun 
explaining things to them... but isn't it possible to do that at 
basically any other school? You have a legal degree, so 
technically it IS an option to just scamper off and teach 
somewhere else... — Voting closed — 40 voters 


i actualy have no idea 2/2 
be anywhere else, and I have 

reasons to be here, don't I?" Point 

at them. 

-fnrnot-exactly-a-fan-of-being-told—£———————————* 2132- 

what to do. No, it'd be fairer to say 

I hate it. Nezdu lets me do what I 

want, both in class and outside, 

and I like him. So why *wouldn't* 


I do what I enjoy in an 

environment that I enjoy too? 
—+—plus-Pve—come—to—find—thatA>——_|!_—H——_!_—_—_!—\"— #4 7/24- 
actually enjoy teaching! 

—'Beeause—right-now,right—here, 45/6 
can make the greatest impact. 

Here, you still have the 

imagination to do ANYthing, not 

just SOMEthing. And when you 

get older, you slowly lose that 

until you realize that you can't 

remember when you lost it. I have 

seen it happen to so many people 

and I want to make sure that the 

people who haven't gotten their 

chance get one." 


"I mean... there's a few reasons. Mostly selfish, I'm not gonna lie. For 
one, I can't really stand being ordered around. Drives me up the wall, 
let me tell you! Like, sure, there's laws and those kinds of things, 
that's annoying but everyone's gotta deal with it. Working for 
somebody though... that sucks. It sucks a lot because I wouldn't be 
able to work how I want to work. Principal Nezdu gets me and gets 
that I can teach just fine without having anyone breathing down my 
neck. In other words, I do whatever I want on and off work, and I 
love it! It also doesn't hurt that I like teaching, you kids have been 
pretty great students, you know that?" 


Yasuo blinks. "So... you do it because you both like teaching and like 
how Principal Nezu lets you work?" 


"Yep!" 


The Rejuven-Inator is flipped off by Recovery Girl, the lady stepping 
around from the controls. "I do it for similar reasons, and I believe so 
did Ectoplasm and Thirteen." Her gaze flicks to the two students. 
"You two will need to eat an extra meal tonight." 


"Got it!" "Mm." 


= ee 


[Yasuo Yoana - Sensual, the Sensitive Hero] 


Yasuo leaned over to Gozen-San as the two walked in an empty hall. 
"I'm like 90% sure he's an Ex-Vigilante." 


"_ If he is?" 


He shrugs. "I think he's a good person, but I want to ask him about it. 
Like, what kind of fights has he been through? What kind of villains 
or monsters has he taken down? Why is he so quiet about it?" 


Gozen-San pauses, brow scrunching up. "I might ask later." 
"About..?" 
"Monsters." 


"Awesome! Okay, I'll see you tomorrow, gotta go!" He swings around 
and hurries down the path to the gate. 


The last thing he sees before it closes behind him is Gozen-San 
waving at him. 


--U.A-- 


{Wednesday, March 17th, 23XX - 19 Days. } 
You get up and think about what you actually have to do today. 
Wash up, Breakfast, Lab... then what? You don't really have many 


things on your list now that you've mostly wrapped up your existing 
projects... 


Hm. Maybe you could resume the whole Genome project? It'd be fun 
to figure that out because you could start getting more creative with 
your Inators given it gets done. 


Though... hm. There's a lot you'll need for this, mostly resources first 
but something to focus on second. A type of Quirk, a part of the body, 
how to actually sort these things and pick what you're going to do for 
this step of study is going to be the big thing to deal with before 
looking through all the blood samples you're going to need. Also 
where you'd be getting the variety of Blood from. Like, yeah, you 
could ask Nezdu the Mink to help you with this, but that's also pretty 
vague. And vague leaves you asking questions that could be helpful or 
could just be a big waste of time! 


You mull it over during breakfast (after working out what you'll have 
to prepare for the Lab) and get a handful of possible options. First is 
focusing based on Quirk Type, which means Emitter (Creation/ 
Control of Element), Enhancer (Passively Active, Mutant), Manifester 
(Transformation and Summons), or Unique types and seeing how bits 
and pieces of the DNA change around. Second is focusing on 
individual limbs to see if there's a trend for specific locations on the 
body or not. 


Then for getting the blood, there's still the how... 


Which Sorta Research First? — Voting closed — 17 voters 


Research: Typings Focus! (Allows * 15/16 
determination of major factors for 

each Quirk Type) 

(Allows determination of major 

factors for Quirk 'Output') 


And... How are you getting that Blood for the samples? This isn't 


gonna be some small-scale thing like you were able to do with 
the first time! — Voting closed — 60 voters 


Ask nedzu to find volunteers *9/12 
—+—Veltnteers—ean—be—students,;——————————__-*2937- 
teachers, they can be blood 

donors, or just various friends of 

the previous groups who, well, 

volunteer after hearing about it. 
—Gonsult-the-aettat-mediealt-expert—— 41 55- 
on staff about how to get blood 

samples legaly around here, you 

have literally no clue what the 

medical laws are like and you're 

really like to not be arrested! 

breaking out of prison sucks. And 

the food is awful! 

—+see-if-you-ean-give-some—treats£@- ———\———*273- 
for those volunteers, perhaps some 

of your new recipes you made 

back home and see if how they go 

ask for volunters 


You're... gonna wanna be more specific. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 60 
53 + 60 = 113 


Dice: 1d100+ 60 
82 + 60 = 142 


Dice: 1d100+ 60 
46 + 60 = 106 


You slap your desk and shout aloud in truimph. "I got it!" Okay, so 
this school's a pretty big deal, which-which means you can just say 


'oh, blood donations requested to help for something with research’ 
and that'd probably get a lot of responses... Not! 


No, people would think they're getting scammed, and you're not 
really feeling like getting back what you gave to Nezdu the Mink. He 
probably can handle the specifics of how that works. Then that leaves 
Recovery Girl... who you'll definitely get an earful from if you don't 
go to her about it! Ugh. You know, you really like this job, but the 
fact you actually feel the need to work with other people is... well it's 
not bad, it's not good either. Like a sorta discomfort? Maybe if you 
had more time to think about it... Social Interaction, am I right? 


You slip that idea of 'Go to Nurse's Office' into your timetable pretty 
nicely after the Lab given you have literally nothing else planned for 
the day! 


Ue 


[Chiyo Shuzenji - Youthful Heroine: Recovery Girl] 


"I'm happy you even considered coming to me about this, Dr. Doof- 
San. I actually have forms specifically meant for Support Students as- 
is, even though most never consider coming to ask." 


He laughs nervously. "Well, uh... at least I did?" 


"At least you did, yes." She smiles. "Given the next semester is soon, 
you could wait for the student body to come in and get samples from 
them with little trouble and a simple request through Principal Nezu. 
Of course, that's also still weeks away. Getting volunteers outside of 
the school may be difficult to accomplish without a degree of 
transparency, but you would also get alarge volume of samples fairly 
quickly." 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz stops to rub his chin. "Huh... couldn't I just say it's 
important for some medical research? I mean it is, isn't it?" 


Her brows furrow. "I... suppose it could be worded that way. Before 


you raise the idea to him, you might want you paperwork for the 
whole thing finished and filed." The Pro Hero offers her coworker the 
thin stack of stapled papers, and he takes it without any delay. "If you 
have any questions on the contents here, ask me or Nezu. And..." This 
might be crossing a line. 


",,.[ have a small proposition. I would like to assist with the blood 
samples and future research into the Quirk Genome... but I would 
like to be accredited as an author in the case it is ever published." 


"Sure, why not?" 
What?! "Just... just like that?" 


He shrugs. "When I tried publishing older things it always was... 
problematic. So I stopped trying! And uh, Principal Nezdu said not to 
share this whole thing." 


"I know that, but sooner or later it'll be something that can be shared. 
Just a matter of time." 


",,.Eh, maybe. But yeah, I could use some help with actually handling 
the samples. It was easier in America! Or is that just because I knew 
the system there..? Doesn't matter, I don't know how Japan does it 
and you do!" He turns to leave. "I'll uh, I'll be counting on you? 
That's-that's what people say to show they trust working with 
somebody else right?" 


Has he never worked on a project with someone else? Or did the past ones 
end in something going wrong? "Yes, it is. And I'll be there for you as 
well, Dr. Doof-San." 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


He triple-checked the paperwork given, mulling over Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz's words as he spoke. High Specs was running at full 


tilt putting the various pieces together, giving him an answer before 
the scientist is finished speaking. 


"-would really help me with getting the ball rolling on getting some 
deeper details down for what's going on for specific Quirks, and how 
they happen. I, uh, know I'm being a bit impatient here, but I'm really 
curious!" 


It wouldn't hurt to play the part of a skeptic. "I can understand that 
quite well, Dr. Doof. However, I must ask about your broad statement 
of 'Medical Research' across the documentation. There is a high 
chance the Hero Commission would ask for more information, and 
giving them such a vague response wouldn't end well for the 
clandestine intentions." 


He stops, thinking it over. "Well... it's medical research into blood 
classifications and if... blood types have a relation to Quirk Types?" 


That... "My my, and you just came up with that? Impressive to jump 
to, but I would assume such research exists already." 


"But does it exist from U.A. High? If a student's doing it or something, 
or it's treated that way, maybe it'd be easier to get it through?" 


One of Nezu's genuine smiles cross his face, the 'normal' one 
vanishing. The joys of messing with those who meddle with Nezu's 
own works alongside a man who gets spite is a rarity. "If you are 
willing to bring at least one student onto the project to assist you 
from the support course, I could also call it a multi-course effort. 
Samples from your current students will be added to the pool for 
Hero Course effort, and a Recommended Support Student will be 
another Course's effort put in rather nicely. Do you have any issues 
with this?" 


"I dunno... who would I be working with from the recommended 
students anyway?" 


"One Hatsume Mei, a student with extremely high grades across the 
board and an extensive track record of personal inventions. Though 
she has some personal quirks-" 


Dr. Doof cuts him off. "Oh, so like LOVEMUFFIN members. Yeah, 
sure!" 


Nezu can hear Power Loader's tears, and they are music to his ears. 


"No " 
"Power Loader-" 


"No!" The sheer vitrol in the man's voice is enough to make Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz flinch, and the man wasn't even the one on the phone 
with him. "Do you have any idea how much property damage Hatsume 
Mei is prone to make already?! She destroyed an entire lab in her 
practical!" 


"Which is why I raised your budget for the semester. Besides, she will 
not be your student for the duration which Dr. Doof works with her; 
she will be his responsibility and both his student and his aide." 


"N-now wait a minute, how explodey are we talking here? And how is 
she exploding things?" 


"Oh thank whatever Eldritch Gods you believe in or whatever the Hell 
believes in you, you're concerned too. She shattered a pair of several-ton 
blast doors and shredded two ventilation systems adjacent to a lab in an 
effort to complete an experimental engine concept making use of Ion 
propulsion. She ended up unscathed, but Cementoss was needed to repair 
the entire site." 


Dr. Doof blinks. "Ion Propulsion Engines make a much bigger 
explosion when made wrong. If I had to guess, she didn't have the 
chance to treat the metals, warm the engine a few times, or properly 
align the thrust. And that made the whole thing tear apart and... 


pop!" 


Nezu looked over the footage when it happened weeks prior, and 
Power Loader was with him when he did. And he was spot on. 


",..How the fuck do you know that?" 


"Experience! Anyway she's what, 16? 15? That's really impressive, 
honestly. Only other kids I can think of like that are the Flynn- 
Fletcher's boys... but uh, those two are in a league of their own. Like, 
wow. A-anyway, I think it'd pretty neat to work with someone else 
that gets what I'm talking about, so sure!" 


",..I just sold the idea to you didn't I." 
"Yep!" There wasn't the slightest hesitation to the scientist's reply. 


Nezu ended the call as soon as Power Loader could be heard groaning 
incoherently. "I believe that ends negotiations. Fortunately, I made 
sure to contact the Hatsume family with a simple text message in 
advance." 


"Oh, that's good! When are they coming?" 


"About... now." A sound rang from Nezu's monitor as he looked on 
with glee. 


--U.A-- 
[Mei Hatsume - U.A. Support Student] 


There's not a lot of reasons for parents to be texted that their child 
should head to school off-hours and before classes even start. She 
already apologized for the explosions! What, did they want a formal 
apology or something? Her babies were volatile because they're fresh 
evolutions, untouched ground! Of course they're going to be a little 
temperamental before they can be broken in and grow up! 


And by grow up, I mean excessive upgrades and enhancements. 


...The Principal and some staff member normally don't show up to 
see a student directly, do they? "Am I a Rat, a Mouse, a Bear?" 


"I say Rat! Also Nezu. What do you need from me?" 


"Well, I would first like to say thank you for the immediate response, 
Hatsume-San. But as for the matter at hand... well, allow me to 
introduce you to Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz, but he also goes by Dr. 
Doof for short. He is working a project for U.A. High, and I believe 
you to be an excellent foil and assistant to his efforts." 


She snaps back instantly. "What's in it for me?" 


The staff guy, Doof, speaks up with a weird accent. "Well uh... you'd 
be working in my lab for one, I would be disclosing a lot of 
information and some more advanced sciences during your time 
with-" 


"Which sciences?!" 


He blinks, and the Rat Principal King laughs and speaks again. "For 
now? Mostly Microbiology, Quirk Genetics more advanced than any 
public education would offer, and a degree of robotics atop of that." 


Hm. "Inventing, or..?" 

"Researching, mostly." 

"Not interested." 

Doof blinks. "Wow. Uh... you're a hands on person then?" 
"Yep. Research is pretty boring with that in mind." 


",..How about a trade then? Aside from the pay you would get from 
working with Dr. Doof, you would also be able to count this work as 
a class. He is educated in higher level fields you may be interested 
in." 


"I'm already taking an advanced track." 
"I know." That is a Rat Grin. 


Mei blinks. "Are weekends acceptable?" 


"Yes, definitely." 


He turns to look at her new teacher slash research buddy. "Well Dr. 
Doof, would you like to show her around?" 


"The lab? Sure, why not?" 


You are Hatsume Mei, and you have many Questions! ANSWER 
THEM, DOOF MAN. (TOP 50%) — Voting closed — 22 voters 
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needs an assistant? 
-Is-the-reason-you-need-help-with———————————#42/14- 

biology because you're a 

pharmacist? 
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have you made? 


based research methodology? 

C ear erase babi b 3/5 
outside of UA?! Getting a 

recommendation by you_ will 

surely help my babies! 

Wi kind : b 3/7 
Doofenschmirtz? Where are you 

from?! 

What! sn K-33 
obviously overly rigorous safety 

standards holding back society 

from the innovation it so clearly 

needs? 


Dozens of questions jump to Mei's mouth while they walk, but she 
already knows that if she does this too fast she might have problems 
getting answers. She also doesn't have the patience to not go too fast. 


"Do you have any babies?, I love making them how many have you 
ma-" 


"Woah woah woah!" He's got his hands up all defensive and 
everything. She doesn't bite, she got yelled at for it in middle school! 
"You're a teenager, what do you mean having babies? Unless... Oh, of 
course! You mean inventions, don't you?" 


He understood on his own, and that was enough for Mei to raise him 
a step up. "Yep! How many have you made?!" 


"Oh man, that's... hard to say, I'll be honest. Short answer is quite a 
lot! Kinda lost track over the years, but I know I have list... 
somewhere. I'll have to dig for it, but I made a log for all my older 
models I decommissioned when they were scrapped." 


"...You kill your babies?! Why?!" Her opinion of him is through the 
floor. 


"Well, I was a bit of an independent inventor. Didn't really have 
money you know?" 


Oh. Oh Mei knew how much that hurt. My allowance is like a noose! 
"So you cannibalized them for new babies, right?" 


"Yep!" He looks away like people do when thinking about the past. 
"This is kinda the first time I really had funding in droves, so I've 
been making good use of it. Or I think I have? Never had to think 
about the cost of things like I used to, just estimates instead of exact 
calculations." 


Okay he's back up to good graces. "So what's the current project on 
the docket? And why me? Is it because you're a pharmacist working 
on something that needs a mechanical touch?" 


"I'm not a-!" He takes a deep breath. "Every time, someone assumes 
that. I'm not a pharmacist darnit, I'm a scientist!" 


"Not a Support Hero?" That's weird. Not her problem or anything but! 
Weird. 


He shakes his head. "Never was, nope! I just like researching and 


inventing. Very therapeutic!" 
"But not good for your wallet." 


".,.No, not really. Honestly, if I was a pharmacist I would probably 
never have to worry about a paycheck again. But I also hate working 
under somebody else. So grating and limiting!" 


"I see..! Say, what's your opinion on a work ethic involving explosive 
trial and error?" 


He looks at her with a frown. "I uh... well, I'll be honest, I agree with 
explosions when it comes to a Self-Destruct. But for inventing? It's 
not really necessary." 


"It is if there's no way to know what's ahead without a gamble!" She 
doesn't touch the idea of Self-Destructs on her babies; that sounds 
weirdly personal. 


"Yeah, no. That just means you gotta take more time to study the 
subject and check your calculations." 


They're getting closer to a door. "What if formulas for the problem 
don't exist yet? How can I just make a formula for the problem and 
guess it'd work?" 


"Hah! You just gotta take the guesswork out by finding patterns in 
the natural world. Like that Ion Engine. Good work on that by the 
way! It's a shame it blew up." 


"It wasn't on purpose! My baby was shy is all." 


He laughs in triumph. "Knew it~! You didn't let it warm up and hit 
full throttle didn't you?!" 


That's, huh. How did he know that? "You're one of the test 
supervisors!" 


"What? No, Power Loader said you were working on it and the 
explosion was too small to have been a construction error. It would 
have been a material error, startup error, or alignment error!" 


And how did he know that? "You're not a Pharmacist!" 


"I told you that already, I'm a scientist!" The Doof guy swings the door 
open. "Chase, you got someone else you're gonna have to work with!" 


Mei pokes her head in to see something she never expected. "Gotcha, 
Dr. D!" 


But she wasn't raised in her crazy family for nothing! "Hello, Robot 
man!" 


"Eyo, how's it hangin' girl? You Doc D's new assist?" 
"Yep! And you're a sentient machine! How?" 


"It's a long and wack-tastic story, my dudette! Right now, maybe let's 
get you situated real nicely with a down-low, that good for ya?" 


She snaps over to Doof. "Can he not talk like that?" 


"I wish I could, but it was the Hat Method's decree. You know how it 
is." 


Random chance is an evil, evil thing sometimes. "My sincere 
condolences. Now explain!" 


",..Right." Mei takes a seat at a table and Doof walks over to a 
whiteboard before flipping it over. She could read the written English 
enough to get what it was about. 


Honestly she's not interested in fleshy things, medicine's a headache 
with all that legalese stopping good people making something for 
common people (generics for life!). But that doesn't mean she's some 
dunce about biology given it's half the job for making Support Gear; 
and this kind of work could really make Support Gear development 
easier. 


"Ooooooooh. Oh wow. Oh wow oh wow, you haven't made this into a 
research paper yet have you?!" 


"Eh... more like I can't? It's a complicated situation, but let's just say 
it would be a big problem." 


Oh. "Big Corporations." Takaharu-Moji, the piece of trash it is, got 
their comeuppance for what they did years ago at least. 


"No-wait, that's almost dead on. How did you guess that so fast?!" 


"My parents are Support Heros. They deal with them daily." Patent 
Law; the two scariest words for a Support Hero to hear. Also 
secondary in the face of public opinion. 


He nods. "That's... yeah, you're right. So right now I can't exactly 


publish this without a lot of problems. But that's not gonna stop me 
from finishing the job!" Doof taps the whiteboard. "This is just the 
first step. Next is figuring out what parts of the Genome are related to 
Quirk Types. But uh... I can't to that publicly, so the official story is 
that this is a student's research in conjunction with the Hero Course 
for checking Blood Type to Quirk Type for any correlation. 
Technically the research has been done before, but we are doing it 
too just to see what we get, and it also works as a great cover because 
it's very similar to what we're going to actually be working on." Mei 
could see the logic pretty clearly. 


"So this is all tight-lipped like the bodies in the water?" 
"The what in the water?!" 


"That's a yes, okay! Lips are sealed, now explain Chase! Why is he a 
human-like robot!" 


"Well... Eh, if you're willing to be tight lipped I don't really care 
about hiding it. He's an actualized AI I made." 


Her grin sharpens. "I wouldn't believe if you said he was Human 
because you brought up the Hat Method when it came to his accent 
and speech." 


",,.Shoot, I did say that! Wow, lucky that you're working with me, am 
I right?" 


Mei laughs. "Well, I'll be honest, I'm really interested to figure out 
how he works but he's also sorta human because his AI is actualized 
and I'm going to believe that because you knew exactly what I was 
doing with the Ion Engine without seeing it and that's really 
impressive." A deep breath! "So Chase, can I see your insides please? 
Or bribe you with a romantic dinner or something?!" By far getting 
onto that robot would be worth more than anything Mei could get 
from this little romp of research. So. Many. Babies to make on those 
ideas! 


"Uh. Should I... be here to hear this?" 


She fails to hear him, focus intently on Chase, impatience taking 


over. "So. Trade Offer!" 
"Have you considered Cyberneti-" 


"WOAH WOAH WOAH, NO YOU ARE NOT GOING TO PUT 
CYBERNETICS IN A STUDENT!" 


"Not without consent, Dr. D!" 


"By Japanese law I'm technically old enough to be independent, 
meaning he can if I give him written consent." Her parents taught her 
Consent laws when she first considered becoming a Support Hero. 
Like Hell she would forget. 


"Y'know I was joking when I said if I should be here, but I definitely 
am not letting you two talk about this alone. Also uh... You should 
probably ask Principal Nezdu or whatever lawyer this place has about 
the legality of cybernetics." 


Mei nearly spits at the word legality. Only reason she doesn't is a lack 
of a drain. No biocontaminants in the lab. "Bah! The law can't stop 
my love!" 


"That's a totally tubular attitude I can get behind!" 


Her new major interest has her smile wide. "Do you think we can 
make some beautiful babies, Chase?" 


"Abso-positively-lutely!" 


Doof cuts in again. "You're-you're not doing that without Principal 
Nezdu's permission!" 


Wait... "What about Power Loader?" 
Both of them look at her confused. "What about him?" 


Oh that is a choir of angels in her ears. 


--U.A-- 


Power Loader reaches for the bottle of expensive vodka without 
hesitation, the premonition of something terrible happening dulling 
any cares he currently may possess. 


--U.A-- 


{Thursday, March 18th, 23XX - 18 Days. } 
Yesterday was uh... weird. 


Like, sure, you got a new assistant that's actually a smart kid, one 
that you could sit down and explain things to once that whole... thing 
with Chase stopped. Honestly, you didn't expect them to get along, 
and you're not sure if you get along with her. Yet. Maybe? Like she's 
giving her inventions way more care than she should. Babies is not a 
good name for inventions, it sounds like she has some kind of 
problem or just... doesn't really see that they're inanimate? 


A very strong imagination can do that to someone, honestly. Is that 
why she liked Chase so much, because he's a real equivalent to her 
idea of an Invention, one that she can just... talk to? Man that's wild 
if you're right. And you won't know until at least the weekend. 


It's good she was able to keep up with the genome explanations, 
about as good as Nezdu the Mink was but with actual curiosity there, 
and the fact Chase was willing to put in some apparent 'extra time’ to 
help teach her on the weekends while you waited for samples to start 
rolling in next week was good. You're just a little worried about what 
those two are going to do in their free time. Speaking of free time..! 


Class was pretty in-and-out, mostly review today, so after you did 
that you left to your lab to sort out some finishing touches for things 
like the bike and... that was it really! So you just left to grab lunch. 


But when you bring it back to the lab to take the day's relaxation, 
you see Snipe, the cowboy guy, following you. You saw him in the 


cafeteria, but he didn't say anything to your besides tipping his hat! 
"Uh... you need something?" 


",,.Nah, pard'ner. I came on by to check on you. All's up to snuff for 
ya?" 


"I-I guess?" 


"You guess? That don't sound so confident, Heinz. You doin' fine or 
foul?" 


"|..Fine?" 


"For cryin' out loud-have some confidence in yerself! Y'got half the 
staff lovin' what y'do and half tearin' their hair out, both for some of 
‘em! Now c'mon, fine or foul?!" 


You have no idea what he's talking about! "What do you mean I have 
half the staff hating me?!" 


"Christ alive, that ain't what I said! What I said was tearin' their hair 
out! They don't get ya, pard'ner." You can't see his eyes behind the 
reflective glass. "I want t'take yer measure. See what's you and what's 
fluff. I want t'see if yer really somethin' to give a hootenany about, 
y'hear?" 


",..I hear you fine, but I'm not sure I get half of what you're saying. 
You're just here to, what, get to know me?" 


"That's what I'm tryna say, by God!" 
"Oh. Well, sure I guess? Come in..?" 


"Mighty kind of ya." He just... walks into your lab. On your intended 
day to relax. 


...You know, he didn't know but you're honestly not going to care 
that he didn't know and spite him anyway. Maybe? If he's nice you'll 
reconsider it! 


Snipe hums at the stuff you have put aside. "I oughta say yer a clean 
sort. Mos' Support Heros ain't got no sense o' propriety." 


You're lucky he's speaking in English; thick Southern accents are hard 
as is, imagine that in Japanese! "Eh, I've been making Inators for long 
enough to get into the habit of sorting everything. I've gotten 
comments on the how, but hey I'm the inventor, right?" 


"Righty-o. Now I reckon this is a sensitive sort o' question, but have 
you got a Support Gear License?" 


"I... honestly? Not at all. But it's not like I'm making Support Gear or 
something, am I?" 


"So the changes the kiddies are makin' to their gear these past few 
days in yer class aren't your work?" 


"Oh-oh that? Huh... yeah, I-I guess that is Support Gear isn't it? Uh... 
mind not telling anyone?" 


You can feel his eyes staring at you. "Yer tellin' me you dropped a 
buncha gear on eight kiddos without a license?" 


"I didn't really know I needed one, but in hindsight it explains a lot." 


He laughs. "An' thas why y'fixed up Ectoplasm's legs so fast. No legal 
anythin' in that noggin’ o' yers is there?" 


"I mean, not really, no." 


"Right, right... well, I hav'ta say, Ol'Nezu oughta know ‘bout that. 
Does 'e?" 


"He definitely does!" You made your past uh, mostly clear to him? 
The fact you were definitely not making stuff for people was obvious. 


"An' he hasn't said a peep ‘bout yer work?" 
",,.No? Why would he?" 


Snipe grunts, adjusting his hat. "No reason for ye t'worry 'bout, Heinz. 
Mllips're sealed. 'Stead o' that, I gotta ask if you've been busy with 


anythin’ personal." 


"Personal projects? I got one that's sorta personal but I'm not sure it 
counts." 


"Won't know till ya say it. Now spill!" 

"Well... I've been working on the Quirk Genome-" 
He cuts you off. "Nah, that don't count." 

"O-oh. So uh... I guess I have no personal projects?" 


"Well, that won't do! We gotta get ye somethin' to take up yer time 
that y'love. Nothin' small scale, somethin’ that'll need more than a 
day or week's wortha work. Y'know, like a project proper!" 


"I-I dunno. Is that really yknow, necessary? Like, like at all?" 


"Naw, but it's a helluva stress relief to have somethin' you can always 
come on back ta! No plannin’, no hustle, no trouble, no nothin' like 
that. Jus' nice n' yours." 


That... huh, yeah that does sound pretty nice. "You got any 
recommendations?" 


"I ain't you, pard'ner. Yer the one who's gotta pull yer britches up and 
figure it all out. Make somethin' Big n Special. Somethin'not for 
anyone else, jus' 'cause you felt like it. Ain't nobody askin’. Ain't doin' 
it fer someone but you. Y'got that?" 


"Yeah... yeah! Yeah okay! Never really thought about it like that 
before! Thanks for the idea, Snipe!" 


"No problem, pard'ner. ...Say, you free right now?" 


"I mean, sorta? Then you stepped in and I first thought you were just 
here to waste time and then you actually gave me some interesting 
ideas and... yeah, basically not really busy but yes?" 


",,.I see. Y'got time fer a little project?" 


"Project?" 
He pulls out a-"What is that?!" 
"That there is m'Guns. Ol' Baron an' Betsy." 


"Y-yeah I get that much but what kind of monster makes a gun so... 
weird?" 


"Wha-what's wrong with these two, huh?!" 


You jab a finger at them on the counter. "They don't need two barrels 
for a revolving cylinder for one, that's stupid design!" 


"I need more ammo an'!I ain't workin' with no clunky or cumbersome 
designs!" 


"Revolvers have Speed Loaders specifically for that reason!" 


"You try gettin' some custom speed loader fer a one-of-a-kind pair o' 
guns!" 


There's a moment of silence before both of them facepalm. "By God, I 
coulda jus' had 'em made on the order couldn't I." 


You just groan. 
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--U.A-- 


[Lucius 'Redline' Fields - The Homing Hero: Snipe] 


"Right, I got a bit of a read on 'em." He was resting comfortably in the 
couch, feet propped up on the table. 


Mic, Ghost, Eyedrops, an' Spacegirl were sittin' round. Course it's 
Eyedrops chattin' his yapper off first. "Oh?" 


"Vigilante or Ex-Black Market." 


Mic spits somethin' out, colorful drink o' some kind, but Ghost's the 
one pullin’ slack. "I can see Vigilante, but I don't believe he'd sell his 
work." 


The new an' improved Baron an' Betsy slide out and got by his feet. 
"And I don' believe some Vigilante wouldn' jus' buy guns. He's a 
northerner, no good reason for a city boy to have some fancy- 
shmancy pistols. Not in the States." 


"That's fallible logic, but you know the United States better than most 
of us. Again, why would he sell them? If anything it would offer him 
a position closer to the United States Government." 


Snipe shakes his head to an' fro. "Naw. Big Government never liked 
gettin' their hands dirty. Star N' Stripe is a pretty face but, pardon my 
tongue here, a dumb bimbo of a lady." Eyedrops spits his drink at that 
one, coffee. Strong. "She's playin' face to cover anythin' more 
concernin' in the backdrop. We got All Might. They got her. And 
lemme tell ya, the States need a face like that given the shitshow tha’ 
happened in Nevada years past." 


",,.What happened in Nevada?" Spacegirl probably wouldn't know, 
good she asked. 


"Somethin' went tits up in Area 51. Messed up a chunk o' the state for 
a while... forced the Gov to use mercs an' save their own skins. Big 
scandal but kept quiet out of country. The Feds had t'come clean on a 
lot of their black ops 'cause o that, one of the Presidents called fer a 
big ‘handwash' of 'em." 


Mic jus' looks mighty lost. "I'm... I don't think he was selling weapons 
either. Doesn't make sense." 


"He sure as Christ ain't from Nevada. Those scientists were crazier 
than bats outta Hell after that event." 


",,.Could he be from another compound?" 


Snipe thinks it over, real careful like. "Maybe, Eyedrops. He doesn't 
have a Support Gear License and Nezu ain't shuttin' down any of his 
work. Only reason he'd okay that isn't for comedy. He gives a damn 
about Hard Safety, not Soft Safety. No way he'd have allowed Ghosty 
here's newfangled changes to stay if he weren't safe. Nor what he did 
to these." 


"What did he do, anyway? I suppose we can compare the broad 
changes to my legs." They thunk onto th'table, matchin' Snipe's own. 


"Well, the first thing were the guns themselves." 


"Okay, so I know you have this... I'm not gonna call it a design because, 
come on, that's horrific, but these guns here." 


"You better not be callin' Baron an' Betsy ugly." 


'I'm not, I'm not! But I told you these cylinders can be redone way better, 
and I'll show you just how! First, I gotta ask: you have any blueprints for 
it?” 


"Sure, sure... I know these two like the back o' my hand. Take 'em apart 
and I'll cover what needs ta be, don't you worry." 


"He... took 'em apart and made 'em fresh from the ground up. Custom 
parts right in front o' me." 


"You too?" 


"Wait, he just does that? How does he have the time for it?" 


Snipe frowns from Spacegirl's question. "He don't have any life 
outside a' workin’. No wife, a daughter he keeps close with when 
they've the time, no personal projects an' only one real hobby of 
tinkerin' when he feels like it." 


"That's..." 
"Not normal. Not normal at all." 
"Catchin' on quick, Eyedrops. You see the issue 'ere?" 


"If all he has is work, then there should be much more to see. He 
should have had some degree of mark made with the U.S., something 
traceable. Vigilantes don't have the coverage or influence to shut up 
the U.S.; very few people do, in fact." 


Snipe snaps fingerguns. "Got the bullseye there! Yeah, that's the one 
thing I can't put a pulse on. Feller can't be government with how he's 
actin’, an' when I poked about his reasonin' for workin' with the big 
boss 'ere he said it was independence. I reckon' he ain't lyin' about it, 
either. But he can't be vigilante, not with how much he can do. He 
ain't I-Island, he made it real clear the first time 'round that he never 
worked for 'em." 


",,.That rounds back to the U.S. Government again, but in a much 
worse light." Ghost fixes his glasses. "Rogue Agent, perhaps. Or Ex- 
Agent in the case the Government let him come here willingly. He 
isn't the sort to think his actions through, so I would be shocked if he 
snuck to Japan. At the same time... he possesses some highly capable 
transport technology. Outright warper tech." 


"He what?" 


Ghost nods at Eyedrops. "I saw him use it in front of me, went to a 
highrise that's probably connected to somewhere in the States." 


",,.A God-Damned Feddie worked on Baron an' Betsy?" 
"We don't know that yet Snipe!" 


"I'm findin' the fuck out A.S.A.P. from the big boss, I'll drag the Coat 
in if I gotta!" Mic's waggin' tongue ain't worth his time. 


"If you intimidate Doof-San, you'll get nowhere." Ghost's... is. "Allow 
me to guess: your gun has been improved to a point beyond anything 
you imagined." 


" " 
eee 


"You want to what?!" 


"I want to make it fire lasers! It'd have a revolving set of capacitors so you 
can deal with slower chargerates meaning a streamlined design, and that 
whole ammo issue? Gone! Your projectiles will mostly be heat, so your 
worries about your, uh, Quirk messing with the momentum doesn't really 
matter for things like regular laser fire. And if you really need to do it 
safely, I'll put in a secondary fire for hardlight rounds. It'll sting and sorta- 
stun like a really weak taser, but anyone you shoot won't be hurt beyond 
bruising." 


"That's... My God, that's incredible." 
"You want me to go through with it?" 


"...If you'd be so kind, please." 


"He did." 


"Now imagine those ideas realized against us, because of 
misunderstandings and misconceptions we stood with and alienated 
him in the process." That'd be... Christ Alive, that'd be a terrible 
thing. "Nezu would never let him be here if he was a genuine risk, 
and Heinz-San isn't the kind of person to critically think about 
something such as betraying all of us." 


"...I'll be honest, I don't like him. But I also don't think he's some 
agent against us; he doesn't seem the type and there's no evidence in 
favor of that kind of possibility." 


And now Eyedrops is speakin' sense. "If he's a Fed I'm going to punt 
the boss." 


"T'll help you as long as you tell me when." 


"Much obliged, Eyedrops. Much obliged." 


--U.A-- 


{Friday, March 19th, 23XX - 17 Days.} 


You've been thinking... maybe you need to talk to more Americans. 
Like, really. The Flynn-Fletchers are technically American, and Linda 
was so helpful to you when you were still trying to uh, figure things 
out, and Lawrence was pretty great! Charlene said she was from New 
York, and she was your wife and you still do miss her so A+ on that 
front. Vanessa's your daughter and she's the best thing you'd ever 
have hands down, also American! Perry the Platypus was born and 
raised in America despite Australian heritage which, uh, good for him 
for getting away from the land down under? 


Look, no offense to Australia but it's scary. Drop-pandas, murderous 
trees, just generally not good all over. It's not even natural like it was 
for Drusselstein, it was a criminal-built country and they just, what, 
willingly accepted that kind of wildlife instead of fighting it for 
superiority? Really? 


Whatever, whatever, what was the point..? R-right, Americans, 
talking to them. Snipe's another American, and he actually gave a 
great idea. A personal project. Mm, still feels weird to roll over the 
mental tongue. Personal Project. Perrrrsonalll projeeeect. Perrrrsonal 
startle as he walks out the flickered-on portal. "Oh wow man you 
look pretty rough." 


That's one way to put it: he's got eyebags and a robe on and 
everything! Are eyebags normal for Platypusses? Platypi? A-are they 
normal for him to have is the question, not the plurality of Platypus 
or the pains of English thinking. "I'll go get you something to drink, 
just uh... take a seat. Yeah." 


He nods in thanks, taking up a stool without hesitation and you hurry 


off to the Cafeteria just a few minutes after you left. 


Thankfully, Lunch Rush gets it when you say Perry the Platypus is 
under the weather and just makes a meaty breakfast plus a tea for him. 
"Okay, I brought a little more than something to drink but I think 
you'll like it~!" 


Perry the Platypus's eyes light up and he gets to eating. 


"So uh... what happened to you? You look like you haven't been able 
to sleep!" 


A shuffling hand pulls out a piece of scrunched-up paper. "Oh, uh..." 
You take it and glance over the top. "What's this, an internal memo?" 
He nods. "That's, uh. Perry the Platypus, you never really give me 
anything tied to your job, you know. Like, not this tied in. Are you 
doing this because you're under the weather and didn't mean to or is 
this an 'on purpose' thing?" 


Again he gestures at you, go on like this is some kind of play and 
you're hesitating to play your part. "Alright, fine, fine." You start 
reading. 


Then you read it again to make sure of things. 

"Huh. Is uh, is this a joke or is Monobrow seriously considering this?" 
"Grerererer." 

You groan, leaning back and wiping a hand down your face. "You 
think you know a guy... He realizes that he's going to have to deal 
with a lawsuit, if not from me then from Charlene?" After a moment, 


you toss the memo onto the counter. "Like seriously, that's stupid 
even for him! I haven't even done anything... this time." 


MAJOR MEMO: 


Agents C and O will be shifted towards handling covert operations in 


observing the home of Dr. Doofenshmirtz, given they are currently not 
handling their current designated Scientist. Agent P will be the head of 
these operations and double as the Primary Operator, as he will be in 
more frequent interaction with the Doctor. 


As of yet there has been no evidence of his newest scheme for well over a 
month, something that has yet to ever occur, due to his efforts to hide 
within another reality. In the case of escalation, the situation will turn into 
a Class V Emergency. 


-Major Monogram 


",,.Wait. Did he just assign these two to you because it spells out 
COP?" 


Perry the Platypus stops eating, looks back over the memo, and 
squints at the letters before finally facepalming. "He did, didn't he! 
Man, I told you Monobrow is lame! Like seriously, he couldn't think 
of something a bit more complex? Like, OPS. Nobody's going to guess 
that's a deliberate Acronym, but COP is so obvious that it's stupid. 
Who are ‘Agents C and O' anyway?" 


He pulls out his wristwatch and shows you two images. You can't 
help but lay it on thick. "...A Cat and an Otter. Wow, okay, he's really 
pulling out the stops. I literally trapped both of them at the same 
time during that one thing with the mind control!" 


You get a nod for your troubles. "And you're stuck working with 
them. Sheesh, that's rough. No wonder you couldn't sleep!" 


He goes right back to eating after another nod. 


--U.A-- 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


Perry doesn't quite remember if there was ever a time it was Heinz 
comforting him about something. Nearly every time his 'Archnemesis' 
would struggle with someone's actions or a struggle from his past, 
and more often than not him simply being there helped him work 
through said problems. Albeit Heinz's version of 'working through 
trauma' involves attempts of violence and arguably illegal activities 
that most citizens of Danville wouldn't bat an eye over. 


Probably because Danville was wholly Weird and entirely unlike the 
rest of the United States in what it considers acceptable. 


It was a little surprising to him regardless, but he failed to show it. 
He was frustrated more than anything, and familiarity with habit 
helped Perry work through it. That and the two brothers petting him; 
those two know all the right places. Not available right now though, 
meaning that the only accessible creature comfort is _ his 
'Archnemesis'. 


The one that got him hot tea and the meal he got the last time he was 
here the moment he saw Perry's state. The one that clearly cared and 
listened to what he had to say, but unlike Perry could respond clearly 
and with his mouth. 


It didn't bother Perry that he couldn't complain about his problems, it 
bothered him that Heinz couldn't hear what he needed to. You're 
doing great, buddy. I want to see you succeed. You deserve it. 


"Hey, you wanna go out somewhere, maybe? Go out on town and call 
it you doing your job? Not like Monobrow can stop you, can he? I-I 
know we've gone out a few times over the years but if you're not 
actually up for it you can uh-" Perry raises a hand, then nods. The 
edges of his beak quirk up. "Oh, oh great! I uh... okay, one small 
problem. I have no idea what's in town." 


Okay, maybe he still needs some help to get out and figure things 
out. 


"Do, uh... do you have like a map or something? I think you bought 
one last time you went out to that mall. Didn't I also leave you with 
the leftover cash?" 


Perry nods. "Oh, good! I know I have some more lying around here, 
but I don't want you to have no money in the case you wanna buy 
something and I'm not around. So... got any ideas?" 


A shrug is all Heinz gets for the question. 


In all honesty, he simply didn't believe there was anything he wanted 
to do but enjoy a degree of consistency. His caretakers, the brothers, 
were brilliant with their ideas, but the chaos that sprung around 
them had a tendency to stress the platypus out. He couldn't fault 
them for that, but it was convenient his job came up when they 
began their usual daily projects. 


It also doubled as work to be here, despite having nothing to well and 
truly do. Shopping wasn't something Perry wanted to do outside of 
necessity, he didn't want to explore anything in particular, he was 
curious of the staff Heinz worked with but they were prone to be 
busy... which left him feeling restless, as he'd usually be busy around 
this time. 


"Huh. If you don't have anything you want to do... Oh! You wanna 
come meet my students? I teach in like, a half hour or so. Gotta get 
stuff done for that anyway, so if you wanna join me for that and, I 
don't know, see what I do for a lecture, I'm not gonna throw you out! 
It might be boring for you though." 


Spending time with Heinz and seeing how he operates in a classroom 
setting will be... interesting. 


Perry nods. "Oh, okay! Mind grabbing that pile of papers over there?" 
He points to the counter, a small stack of what looks like practice test 
results "I, uh, got a few things of my own to carry over so lemme just 
go ahead and... there!" A large number of traps were in his arms, 
roughly just under a dozen of them. 


"Now I might use you during my lecture to show the kind of 
experience I would like to see my students develop, so I'm bringing a 
few extras with me. That uh, that fine with you Perry the Platypus?" 


It wasn't like he had anything better to do. 


--U.A-- 


[Hajime Ogawa - Roundabout, Right-Up Hero] 


The past few days Dr. Doof-Sensei's classes have been weirder than 
normal. Mostly because Goya is getting it on with Yuu (plus was 
sitting next to her instead of in the back) and that both made a lot of 
sense and so little sense, the fact Yuu was wearing gauntlets and 
refused to take them off, and that Yasuo's got new goggles for his 
Hero costume and didn't say why. 


Hajime wasn't going to pry, but he sure as hell was confused about 
the whole thing. And then there's the fact Dr. Doofs sitting with some 
kinda small blue dude with a beak, which just made Hajime even 
more confused. He didn't want to ask though, because Dr. Doof-Sensei 
usually would be more than willing to answer the question on his lips. 


Unless someone else asks the question before he can. "Doof-Sensei. 
Who is that?" 


He looks from Yuu to the little guy. "Oh, him? This is Perry the 
Platypus, he's a friend of mine from America! Just uh, has a bit of a 
problem talking. Can't really blame him, though!" 


Fuck it I have to know. "What's a platypus?" 


",,.Oh, right. That's a bit of an anatomy lesson but I have a few 
minutes before class starts... Perry the Platypus, would you mind 
hopping up onto the desk?" Perry (is he a Mutant or is he like... 
Nezu? Nezu was said to be one in a kind around the world. What 
gives?) obliges, tipping his hat at the students already in class as Doof 
starts drawing on the board. "Okay, so! Platypi are like a real-life 
equivalent to a Chimera. Any of you know what those are?" 


There's a pause as the three students here look at each other before 
there's a shout of surprise as fucking Kenji rematerializes in his seat. 


"Like a mix of animals in Dungeons and Dragons?" 
"Wait, kids nowadays know about Dungeons and Dragons?!" 


Perry facepalms and Doof-Sensei blinks in surprise. "Ooooh, like that. 
Yeah that makes more sense. Still, you're entirely right Kenji-San! 
Definitely like that, but different animals. A Platypus has a duck's 
bill, a beaver's tail, otter feet, lay eggs despite being mammals, and 
are venomous!" 


"...Wow, that is like a D&D Chimera." 
"Kenji where the fuck did you come from?!" 
"I came in early and slept in, okay?!" 


And of course that's when Yasuo has to barge in. "Hey gu-huh? Who're 
you?" 


"His name is Perry the Platypus, Yasuo-San. He's a good friend of 
mine!" 


",,.When you say that, do you mean like coworkers orrrr..?" 


That gets the teacher to hesitate, and something in the back of 
Hajime's head screams that it's highly suspicious. "W-well... he's sorta 
my-" And a gesture from Perry has him shut up instantly. "N-not a 
good idea? You really think so?" That gets a nod. "Okay... so uh, do 
you wanna take the honors here or..?" 


None of the students have seen their teacher so... hesitant. He 
stammers, he stops to think things over, but he never stopped and 
changed course like that. Man's like a steamroller! And of course 
Yasuo is leaning in at me. "...I think Doof's dealing with the Government." 


"Japan's?" 


He shakes his head while Perry writes on the whiteboard. "The United 
States. Maybe the World Hero Organization?" 


"What the fuck could he have done for that kind of thing?" 


The leftover students come through the door, one after another, and 
take their seats. "He's... really smart. Like, way more than someone who 
would just teach. But he's not a Hero, and none of us know what his 
Quirk is. Yuu and I talked about it for a little but, and..." Yasuo pauses. 
"We think he's a Vigilante." 


Hajime nearly acquainted his fellow student very intimately with the 
floor, but he was interrupted by Perry moving aside from what he 
was writing, Doof-Sensei finishing his drawing on Platypus anatomy. 


Good Morning. 


My name is Perry, and I am an agent for a Classified global organization 
that neither Heinz nor myself can speak about due to Non-Disclosure 
Agreement. Past disagreements lead to Heinz moving to greener pastures, 
but we have kept in touch. 


Well, fuck. Yasuo might be right. Fuck, that means Hajime might owe 
him one. FUCK! 


Hajime sighs as he considers that fact, and decides that he'll owe 
Yasuo over his dead body, otherwise the idiot might think Hajime 
likes him. He's too loud and in-your-face for the boy's taste, fellow 1-A 
student or no. 


"Can you say what you do for work?" That's Yuu asking a good 
question. 


Fighting malicious or monstrous opponents which are usually firmly 
emplaced, hideouts being my specialization. I have many successes under 
my belt, most in the United States. Heinz played a major part in those. 


".,.S-so Heinz used to work for the Government?" 


"What?! No! Never! Do you know how annoying the Feds are?! No 
offense Perry the Platypus, b-but come on!" 


He shakes his head. Fuck, he's a damn Ex-Vigilante! 


"Then what were you?" 


That information is Classified. I believe class time has also begun. 


True to his writing, the traps that had been set up trigger one after 
another, the odd cycle familiar to the students. 


What they didn't expect was for Perry to also be trapped. "And it's also 
time to show what a professional trap-breaker looks like! So I've given 
Perry the Platypus here advanced locks and a much _harder-to- 
maneuver trap to get through!" 


It takes all of ten seconds for him to break out, looking at Heinz as he 
talks on about the traps before turning to look at Perry. "...You did 
that on purpose. You definitely did that on purpose. Come on, Perry 
the Platypus, I-I thought you'd at least give me a second to enjoy that! 
But no, you had to one up me! Every time it's like that!" 


His eyeroll speaks plenty about the complaining. "Ugh... anyway, 
today's class is going to be different than planned because of our guest 
here: we're going to be talking about several applications of science 
seen in actual work done by Perry the Platypus here!" 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


There's a satisfied smile on the principal's face as he sees the so-called 
cover story. A 'classified organization’ was vague enough to that it 
would be impossible to nail down, neither a denial nor affirmation of 
Doof-San's position therein, the fact that he was in fact highly skilled 


and experienced and managed to help explain stories of things he'd 
done - seemingly with Doof-San entirely familiar with the stories, 
beat for beat - made for a great cocktail for Nezu to enjoy the rumors. 
Odds are that the eight students wouldn't be able to disseminate the 
information in any productive way, but Perry did warn them to keep 
what was revealed quiet when not talking with fellow classmates 
given the so-called 'classified' nature of his work. 


It wouldn't be unreasonable to well and truly call it that, however. He 
was quite literally not from here, which offered a degree of 
authenticity to his words; they seemed truthful despite them coming 
from an effective mute. If he had to slip away, he also had a perfect 
way to do so sitting in Doof-San's lab. 


He may need that intended larger lab developed rather soon, though 
there's much to consider before Nezu puts that plan in motion. 
Namely, how he'd explain why the hell a school needs a high-end Lab 
which includes the equipment necessary for advanced R&D, 
especially when U.A. High has yet to ever show such a propensity for 
it. 


...He would have to think on it, but ideas are quick to filter in for 
him. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — 11 posts 


After School Tech club 
Hire another tech hero on staff? 


Ned I forecasts an increase in tech-related villain crises, and wants 
to get ahead of the curve on training his students to properly 
analyze and counter those dangers. 


Get doof a hero license for some plan or other so that his 
shenanigans may fall under quirk law and become legal covering 
all directions 


Mug I-Island for theirs 


The support students keep getting ideas and we need something to 
keep them occupied before they get Ideas. The "How big a gun can 
I make?" Ideas most engineers run into, or "How do I make the 
biggest possible explosion?" Ideas, or the worst "How much can I 
strain this material?" Ideas that tend to be the WORST. 


Donation from a major trusted support firm (or multiple of them), 
to foster the future of support heroics. (Whether or not that 
donation is real is up to the qm) 


Hire a scientist from I-Island *coughDavidShieldscough* as a 
teacher 


Corporate sponsorship; Donated from Perry’s bosses (This is just an 
excuse) 


Discovery Club 


Advance hero support department 


Nezu's Ideas (LARGE LAB UNLOCKED FOR NEXT WEEK). — Voting 


closed — 19 voters 


Formation of several 'U.A. High *3/4 
Clubs' for the Departments, limited 
based on the classes being taken 
by students. This would be good 
PR and permit a 'Tech Club' ran by 
Chase... and allow for students, 
Powerloader, and Doof-San_ to 
manage it as a whole and operate 
in the lab outside of that. (Partial 
Lab Access. Chase becomes more 
Public. No Political Issues.) 

with U.A. R&D, and covering it a 
combination of School-Sponsored 


technology and Research for the 
benefit of their student body. 
Certain students could also be 
elected to support this effort, 
though the last word would be 
Doof-San's. (Full Access Large Lab 
for Doof. Must work on Projects 
for U.A. High. May Delegate parts 
of Research. I-Island Political 
Issues and Interest.) 
—Adternate-ofthe-Club_but-in-tirna———_\—_-- 
with a fresh Staff member to 
handle the Tech Club. This messes 
with Doof-San's ability to work 
unfortunately. (Low Lab Access. 
No Political Issues. Will Annoy 
Doof.) 
—Furn-it-areund-and-treat-the R&D—_—_——————————*t2-- 
as a means to ‘nurture eager 
Support Students’ and grant them 
opportunities to do  School- 
Sponsored Research alongside 
their normal coursework. (Partial 
Lab Access. Automated Research 
done at Random for quality every 
Week come the start of the School 
Year. HIGH I-Island Interest.) 


--U.A-- 


{Saturday, March 20th, 23XX - 16 Days.} 


Well... you did have a pretty good day with your students on Friday, 
followed by just spending time with Perry the Platypus. Added a 
photo to the album of you in your traps while he stood next to you 
with a peace sign. Real heart-melting stuff, there! 


Bonding finished, you spent the rest of that day handing back the 
practice test results and recommended studies for all eight of your 
students before making time to assure that both Yuu and Yasuo were 


acclimating to their new equipment. And they were, so... that was 
good. But it left you with very little to do. 


There was the motorcycle but you just had the assembly left, and 
Perry the Platypus went and helped! That was what, an hour of work 
total? 


Left you in a bit of a rut. SO! What you did was pretty simple: You 
started working on a performance! It'd be for next Monday, 
something you whipped together just to explain to your students how 
to Impress their Professor, which man you hope they do because so far 
they've done great and you don't want to see them struggle now of all 
times. It'll also help boost their morale to wrap up what they're going 
to present to you, and possibly nudge them to fix anything obvious 
there. Oh, and testing! 


But that honestly didn't, uh, take long? Sure, enough for a day, but it 
kinda left you with nothing to do for the weekend. 


So here you are! Lounging in your lab with nothing to do and nothing 
on your mind, you feel... bored. That's... you're familiar with the 
emotion, of course, it's not the first time you've been bored in your 
life for crying out loud, but it's not something you like. It makes you 
feel like you're forgetting something important! 


That leads you to texting the L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.LN. group chat. 


MYNAMEISDOOF: Guys, I'm bored. 


BloodyStache: Doof for the love of god you do this EVERY TIME you're 
bored. 


L.F.: Hey, when any of us have troubles we agreed we can bring it here. 
No need to antagonize Heinz, okay? 


BloodyStache: Still don't care for it. 


IcelandFOREVER: Well I do! Heinz, you haven't been seen doing any Evil 


Schemes. Are you waiting on a plan of some kind? 


BAAAAANE: I think the situation for Dr. Doofenshmirtz is different than 
that, Bannister. OWCA agents have been crawling his base of Operations. 
It is likely that he's actually unable to work on his Inators or a Plan as 
he's rebuilding elsewhere. 


SmolMan: If you ever need a place to crash Heinz, you can always come 
to my apartment. Just text me in DMs instead of here, okay? 


MYNAMEISDOOF: No, no, I'm uh... in a weirder situation. I technically 
DO have a base of operations already set up. I'm just not in America at 
the moment! All my schemes are accounted for so I just ran out of things 
to do. 


L.F.: Did you add a kitchen to your current base of operations? 
MYNAMEISDOOF: A kitchen? Why? 

SmolMan: THE PUDDING REVIEW 

MYNAMEISDOOF: OH MY GOD I FORGOT ALL ABOUT IT 


MYNAMEISDOOF: I'M A TERRIBLE FRIEND I GOTTA GO AND START 
GETTING EVERYTHING READY NOW 


--U.A-- 


[Keisuke Ueda - Lunch Rush: Cook Hero] 


The one thing that the intrepid chef of U.A. didn't expect on a 
Saturday morning was to have one Heinz Doofenshmirtz slam 
through a pair of doors with the shout of, and he was partially 
paraphrasing, 'Pudding Review'. In real time it sounded closer to 
incomprehensible ramblings, but Lunch Rush is not a veteran hero 
without the skill to understand words spoken fast enough that it 
would gibberish to anyone else. 


He had questions, and getting in front of the man and holding him 
still got him to quiet instantly. "What about Pudding?" 


"O-okay, so every April my friends and I make Puddings and see who 
makes the best one. I forgot all about it and I freaked out! So I uh..." 


Ah. He had come to the only kitchen fully stocked for such a dish. 
And yet April is just over two weeks away; intriguing. "How much 
Pudding would have you here over half a month before the earliest 
possible review day?" 


The European man pauses, a thought actually coming through for a 
faint moment before he snaps back to the Hero. "Well it's more of the 
fact I'm a terrible Pudding maker." 


Lunch Rush blinks as he continues to talk. "I know that sounds weird, 
but I suck when it comes to simple stuff. So I'm trying to figure out 
the most complicated Pudding dish I could possibly make. Normally 
when it comes to that it's something that has me doing a lot of 
preparation. I, uh, think it's a mindset thing? Like, I can do Eggs fine 
but Vanessa never really liked how I did them, I can make Cereal and 
Oatmeal and all that jazz, but my French Toast or Pancakes? She 
definitely preferred my skill for that over my skill for bacon. Which is 
weird for an American that's not a vegan or vegetarian or whatever." 


Odd would be one way to put it, yes. "Would it be against the 
challenge for me to assist your cooking?" 


".,.Kinda, yeah. Except like, do you have a recipe or something I 
could have? Maybe help me practice Pudding-making?" 


He considers it for only a moment. "I have time." 


"How have you set the refrigerated pudding on fire?" 


"I have no idea! L-look, I meant that I am a terrible cook when it 


comes to stuff like that. No idea why! Never really figured it out, but 
I really want to impress my friends and actually, you know, place in 
the top three for the competition?" 


"Is this the only competition that your friends do?" 


"What? Nah, they do all sorts! Some of 'em take place where it's kinda 
tough to make it in a timely manner, so I just attend over video call 
for those. We do ones for Robots, for Coding, the occasional Texas 
Hold'Em... Sometimes just getting together for a barbeque or party 
games. It's nice! But they're, what's the word? ...Distant? We're-we're 
not close in the sense of really being close. It's more like a ‘you 
scratch my back, I scratch yours' relationship but I like them a lot! 
Some of us just don't get along very much and I wish we did. And 
that maybe some of them were less of a jerk but I can't really fix that 
either." 


Lunch Rush is familiar with groups that have those kinds of issues; 
they occur often during students' time at U.A., too. "If they are a toxic 
relationship, I recommend disconnecting from them. You care, but 
compassion can lead to you hurting yourself if for the wrong person." 


Ah, budding romance in the cafeteria. 


"I-I-I don't know? I wouldn't really think to call it toxic... more just 
difficult? Maybe? Look I'm no friend guru, I just want to feel like we 
all care about each other!" 


"As you said, back-scratches aren't close. Some may be friends to use 
you. You know them better than I, so be careful." 


",,.LI gotta go." He hurries off, and Lunch Rush doesn't stop him. 


He does, however, extinguish the burning Pudding. 


Chapter 8: IMPRESS THE PROFESSOR! 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — 9 posts 


Send a self-aware virus to screw with I-Island 

Actually post that talk about Monsters. You know the one. And the 
gauntlet thing. See how that Yagi guy is doing at teaching, he 
seemed kind of like a runt, so he might need help! 


Make a squad of Mecha Nedzus 


buy 37 tons off lemons and make a Lemon Reactor to power all of 
UA 


Make a wikipedia equivalent for this world. Knowledge should be 
shared! 


Prepare for a possible moon base 


engage in petty spite (create an issue that doof goes after) 


Make a handheld "dance dance inator". Everyone who is caught in 
its multicolored rays will be compelled to dance. Should be fun 


making an inator for the sake of it. 


Actually go out and explore the town for once 


TOP 7. — Voting closed — 34 voters 


[x2 Actions] (Present Mic, 
Naomasa Tsukauchi, Cementoss, 
Ectoplasm Social) So uh... there's 
THREE Birthdays this week, and 
you don't wanna seem biased. Also 
you like Ectoplasm! ...And owe the 
Detective a sorta-apology? 


*& 20/27 


—fSPEGIAL} Yotr-tth-—well-Snipe's———_—_—_—_—_—__—————*H48- 


recommendations kinda hit home. 
So you're going to figure out a 
PERSONAL PROJECT! 


(Lunch Rush Social) ..You 13/20 


probably shouldn't have just, you 
know, run off after that last talk 
with Lunch Rush? He didn't seem 
to hold it against you, sure, but 
that's not what friends do! 
You're... the two of you are 
friends, Right..? 


—€inator)—You're—a—tittle—_bog ged—————____3/4- 


down. You're going to handle 
those frustrations by MAKING AN 
INATOR! 


rey hess + Neuse" 


this world's lack of wikis for 
scientific phenomena, you're going 
to change that! 


STAD EN og ee cakes 


quiet girl comes to ask you a very 
weird question, and you can't help 


but answer it! 
UA. So you're going to spend a day 
visiting the rest of the Prefecture. 
Safety? Psh, never heard of it! 
know you're technically 
‘unlicensed’, there's a_— slim 
possibility for you to actually get 
one anyway without dealing with 
the mess that is I-Island. Buuuut... 
you need to get in touch with 
someone first! That's what 
Principal Nezdu's for. 
—(Mei,Chase—Social, ROLE BOOST—_____&9/10- 
FOR CHASE) ...Oh no, he's serious 
about the Cybernetics. 


This next part is Brand-Spankin' New: 


BIG LAB. 


Now I know that sounds unimpressive, but this basically allows 
Doof to do WAY more with his time and effort and also grants him 
the ability to Hire and Delegate Staff for projects that he doesn't 
care too much for. 


Hiring Staff requires an Interview with a list of Candidates; Doof is 
currently limited to Three Staff Members (Excluding Chase, Himself, 
or Hatsume Mei) for work. Only 2nd-3rd year support students will 
be in the pool of candidates for now, and will need an Action to be 
educated on a subject they don't know. 


Delegating Staff requires No Actions, and will be done each time a 
Staff Member is not doing R&D. 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz: + 50 (All Scientific Fields) 


-Modifier (Stress): -50 - -O based on degree of Stress. Currently at: -10 


-Modifier (Family): Will not fail actions when it comes aiding to those he's 
close to. 


-Modifier (Anti-Bot): Does not see AI as Human. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


Hatsume Mei: + 35 (Robotics), + 15 (Other Engineering), +5 (Non- 
Engineering) 


-Modifier (Doof-Taught(Biology)): Biology Research raised temporarily 
raised to +20. 


-Modifier (Robophilic): Automatically claims Robotics related research, if 
free and such research is available. Will resist non-engineering research. 


-Modifier (Antisocial): Doesn't care unless it interests her. Will not get 
along with some peers. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


CHASE: +35 (Biological Research, All Inators), +25 (Non- 
Biological Research) 


-Modifier (Purpose-Built Machine): Completes Research much Faster. Can 
be Upgraded. 


-Modifier (Researcher): Research Only. Cannot do Development (EXCEPT 
to assist Doof with Inators). 


-Modifier (Zealot): Failing a task will have them auto-repeat with a +20 
Bonus. This stacks for multiple failures, and goes away upon success. 


As for Projects... Well I only got 2 so far. 
-[Biology] Genome Quirk Typing (2/1 Research Staff[Chase, Mei], 2/4.) 


-[Materials Engineering] Metamaterial Synthesis (0/1 Research Staff, 
0/3.) 


Big Lab Assignment Changes? — Voting closed — 14 voters 


No Changes. 0 
oe Doof M. ial 10/4 
Synthesis. (Free this turn, will take 

Actions starting next turn) 

M. Mei M. ‘al ks 
Synthesis. (2/4 -> 3/4 instead of 

completing) 


Dice: 3d100+105 

Options: Individual. 

29,62,81 + 105 = 134,167,186 

Mei and CHASE Finish the Typing... This Week. 


Chase is great at being a Biological Researcher! 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 90 
89 + 90 = 179 


Dice: 1d100+ 90 
23 + 90 = 113 


Dice: 1d100+ 90 
37 + 90 = 127 


Dice: 3d100+ 85 
Options: Individual. 
40,40,20 + 85 = 125,125,105 


Chase... Doubles Crit on applying his first Cybernetic Augments 
to Mei. 


This is concerning for reasons. 


Detective Tsukauchi's Birthday Gift... You're not really sure what 
he likes to be honest. Except coffee, maybe donuts? Cops like 
those right? Is... is that a steryotype? (Also it isn't his birthday; 
Mic gave the wrong date but you don't actually know that!) — 
Voting closed — 24 voters 


A new hat ? 1 
—Fhe-Best-Coffee-inator-———1nakes———________*#H1/9-- 
cofee based on scan when a person 

touches it 
-Faney—eoffee—thermos—that-makes—————_________#}/4- 
coffee on the spot. Insert beans 

and presto 

as , ¢ 9 
new meta material. 

Sive-him-F a ee 6/8 
Coffee. They say it exorcises the 

demons out of those who drink it. 

Would Sonie—S iri ; K4/] 
good? Like from Dr.Who? No... 

He's a cop... Maybe an Inspector 

Gadget style Hat? 


Cementoss's Gift. So he does Literature and all that, but he's also 
somehow the big head of construction on Campus... and is an 
avid gardener. That's a lot but hey, make time for hobbies am I 


right? (Doin' both the books and the flowers cause they were 
both nice yet smaller effort) — Voting closed — 25 voters 


Classic literature from Drusselstein *%2/2 


ote ote ! 
° 


guy, get him something classic 
from home that'd have been lost. 
Tolkein's works! A collection of 
course. 
—Eementoss——Gift-—2——petted___# 8/1 
LumenFlowers. Since Drusselstein 
‘doesn't exist’ here, it likely means 
that he'll have the only ones in the 
whole world. The Moon 
Equivalent of the SunFlower. Also, 
the disk floret alone is bigger than 
the size of a human head. So, it's 
Huge! And can survive practically 
anywhere in any soil conditions, 
even without direct moonlight. 
Warning: Don't sleep near it, and 
don't burn it. The last person who 
smoked it was a LOVEMUFFIN 
colleague and a bio-chemist, and 
now he works with a dolphin in a 
basement 'milking’ a psychic 
mushroom while huffing 
chemtrails. Occassional seedlings 
may mutate to be the size of a 
tree. 
Literature 
—2—potted—LumenFlowers.—Sinee— 0 
Drusselstein 'doesn't exist' here, it 
likely means that he'll have the 
only ones in the whole world. The 
Moon Equivalent of the 
SunFlower. Also, the disk floret 
alone is bigger than the size of a 
human head. So, it's Huge! And 


can survive practically anywhere 
in any soil conditions, even 
without direct moonlight. 


—A bookcase that can take out any books eee 


from the past. 
I was told to dream uh, start small when I 
was dating. That's defininitely excessive! 


an AI in it to remove all books which 
don't make sense narratively :V 

L-Look, I don't think you get the problem 
here. That's like asking me to dig through 
every possible universe and filter out- 
okay I actually did that one but that's 
because I was whitelisting ONE thing, not 
blacklisting so much stuff! 


Ectoplasm's Gift! Guy's on Team Amputee, and he has great 
humor too! You can't just leave him hanging! — Voting closed — 29 
voters 


While talking when making his * 17/24 
prosthetic legs you found out he 
liked Classic Rock Music. It is 300 
years in the future, find out which 
bands or which albums have been 
lost to time and get him some CDs; 
Love Handel, Guns and Roses, 
Pink Floyd, etc. 
—/- pair-of-shoes.Also-the—“aetual—_——_——————————#& 9/14 
gift, but a pair of shoes as a joke 
should work. 


player filled with classic rock 

music from your world. 

the drinker to giggle so he can 

scare people with his creepy laugh 
—the—tegtamp—from—A—Christmas—4--_-—-—HJ£_!_-———————_}-— 
Story 

—+A Vinyl Record-Player,—but-the——_ #475 


needle arm is a doll leg. 


robots which follow Ectoplasm 
around and play dramatically 
appropriate music. Like playing 
the mission impossible theme 
whilenhe's trying to be sneaky! 


which follow Cementoss around and play 
dramatically appropriate music. Like 
playing the mission impossible theme 
whilenhe's trying to be sneaky! 

Uh... I don't think these are gifts for 
Cementoss. Unless he's trying to double 
dip! 


--U.A-- 


[Goya Kaori - Hellhound, The Flamesent Heroine] 
{Monday, March 22nd, 23XX - 14 Days.} 


The students of Remedial 1-A shuffle towards the front door of their 
classroom, but each and every one stop when they see both a 
sketched path on a map of the campus and a note taped to the front 
door. 


Hey! Please go to Auditorium Alpha instead of going inside; I have a 
surprise for you all~! 


Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz 


Yuu and Goya were the first to come upon the note, looking at one 
another before obliging their teacher's request and moving to where 
they needed to go. The pair had become surprisingly close over the 
weekends, and Goya had 'slept over' the night before. 


Which is to say she slept inside of the U.A. High dorms. Not an 


experience she expected, but it happened regardless. 


Nor could the fiery girl say she regretted the experience, given that it 
was... well it was a first to have anyone be so close to her. Most 
people found her mutant Quirk uncomfortable when she was 
younger, just stuck with goths or people that liked death metal, but 
she was more of a rock and roll or rap kind of girl and that partly 
isolated her from anyone else. Having anyone that was so willing to 
be close (excluding her parents), happy for it even, was a complete 
blindside. Apparently she was also a great pillow, as her very good 
definitely only a friend was clutching her like a heated plushy in the 
morning. 


Goya will die before she admits she was holding the smaller girl close 
too. 


"So... what do you think we'll be doing in the auditorium?" 


There's a moment of consideration in the girl's navy-blue eyes. 
"Something silly." 


That gets a snort from Goya. "Ain't he always fuckin' silly? Good at 
teaching, sure, but Doof-Sensei can't do serious for the life of him." 


"If provoked, maybe not." 


"You think someone could actually provoke the guy enough to be 
serious? I'd be shocked!" 


Silence takes over as the two think it over. 
"Family." 
"Huh?" 


"Doof-Sensei has a family. He talked about them sometimes. I think 
he would be serious if anyone went after them." 


Goya nods. "Yeah, but who's stupid enough to go after a guy like 
Doof-Sensei? The US isn't something people can mess with, and while 
he didn't work for a Government..." The image of the Quirked Animal 
working with their teacher flashed in her mind. "He's going to have a 


fuckton of connections. Maybe he was some back-alley scientist or 
something? Black ops research? Neither are technically government 
work." 


"Vigilante. I think." 


Goya couldn't see it; the man didn't have a combative build. 
Physically imposing? Not in the slightest. Tall? Definitely. Strong? 
Yes, titanium arms like he said. Willful? Without a doubt; he handled 
his arm getting crushed without so much as some complaints, and he 
built a new fucking arm afterwards. 


...Maybe he was ex-Vigilante. Maybe ex-Mercenary but one with a 
good moral compass; he probably couldn't split his science and 
heroics all that well. Maybe. 


Hajime was the one who could get her more answers without too 
much trouble, given she returned the favor in the future; it's a shame 
Kenji had the cat mutations as a sub-Quirk; Hajime had enough 
curiosity to take all nine of those lives with him. "Do you think he'd 
give a straight answer?" 


Yuu shook her head, and by then they were in front of Auditorium 
Alpha. 


mS ie 


The lights within the Auditorium were deliberately dimmed, the only 
souls the seemed to be inside being the gathering students. Silent 
discussion was raised; why would a teacher want to use a place like 
this for only eight students? 


Then three teachers poked their head in and sat near the top, a large 
bucket of popcorn in the silhouette of Ectoplasm's hands while 
Principal Nezu sat atop the shoulders of the third; whoever it was 
couldn't be told from where they were, the shadows obscuring too 
much. And yet it was enough to silence anyone and everyone. 


And that's when a lever was flipped and the spotlights turned on to 
point to one man. 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz was standing with a wide grin, a foot up on a stool 
and a guitar in his hands. Chase was visible in the corner, holding a 
lightly glowing sign that read 'BOMBASTICALLY LOUD 
PERFORMANCE IMMINENT ' before it was slid off-stage. He started 
to strum. 


"Back in class, Hero 101... 

You didn't have space for fun... 

And the one who advised you, seemed to openly despise you, 
Yet you try to pass the remedial one..!" 


He hopped up with a flourish, kicking the stool off the stage in a 
flawless arc alongside the guitar, taking a cane from Chase and 
spinning it with glee. 


"Well you wanted a mentor to share your world view," A hat popped on 
from his coat as he tap-danced in place. 


"But you got a tormentor, felt his hate, but untrue!" For a moment his 
face went from a showman's grin to that of reluctant concession 
before returning full force. 


The cane swept across the students as he grinned wide. 
"Now you have one more chance, 


and it could mean your advancement-" His thin hat flips with a flick of 
the wrist before pointing again. "-so there's only one thing you must 
Dooooo: 


You must impress your professor!" 


Chase and several civilian bots step out from the shadows, the stage 
lighting up as they sang the chorus. "Your Quirk Project should!" 


"You must impress your professor!" 


Traps from earlier in the weeks were rolled out, being moved around 
in carts with as showy a manner as possible. "He's hoping it's good!" 


The cane was pulled close to his chest, some of the bots dropping off 
papers to the students and others getting the carts out of the way as 
the teacher crowed out. "Ooooo00h Oooooohhh-" "He needs validation 
for his teaching relation-" 


".Like any good hero teacher wooooooo0OOOOOOOOOULD!" 


The robots shift position, climbing around the Auditorium steps as 
the spotlights shift around, starting up line kicks to the beat. 


"You... Must... Im...press your professor to be a success," They 
cleared a path for his approach. 


"Or you will still be a flunky, a real sad sack numpty-" 
"in the eyes of this person, whose opinion may worsen-" 
".if your final Quirk project's not greeeaaaat!" 

"You must Impress Your Professor!" "Impress Your Professor!" 
"You must Impress Your Professor!" "Impress Your Professor!" 


He goes into a running slide as he hits the bottom step. "You must 
Impress Your Professor, before it's too-" 


"LAAAAAAAAAATE!" 


Confetti shoots out and falls on and around the stage and the song 
comes to a close. 


There's dead silence before a clapping, fast and furious, rings out 
from the seats where the teachers are, the remaining students joining 
in. 


--U.A-- 


[Ken Ishiyama - Construction Hero: Cementoss] 


This was not what he expected when he was told there would be a 
surprise performance in the auditorium this morning, but Ken 
couldn't help but feel the the teacher below missed his calling in 
theatre. He could sing, rough as his voice may be, and he could well 
and truly perform. There aren't many people that can do both with 
such a unique charisma to them. 


Even fewer that were social wrecks in public gatherings, like the 
teacher had been at Midnight's birthday. 


It was... well, it was sad that he struggled so much in a group when 


he had clearly meant well; kindness to such a strength to get around 
someone's own major anxiety rare and beautiful. "He reminds me of 
All Might in an odd way." 


"I can see the resemblance, if only in the way he tries to present 
himself." Nezu's insights were both a boon and a bane, though his 
preference of Doof-San below is an open secret already. "He has 
major socialization issues, but when it comes to what he loves... I'd 
say he's the most in-your-face person I know outside of the Symbol of 
Peace while on the job." 


"Heh. He's very passionate indeed. If only all Heros had a fire like 
that." 


Cementoss looked at Ectoplasm's masked face, the hard-to-see edges 
of his mouth quirked up in a smile. "Sometimes passion can be 
dangerous, but it wouldn't be awry for most." 


"Bah. Speaking as someone Underground I'd say that passion goes a 
long way for all types of Hero, even if it may seem that such zealotry 
would cause one to jump the gun; that's shit discipline at that point." 


The two Pro Heros and their boss turn to look back at the students 
below, their teacher talking to them with great enthusiasm as 
discussions and questions come up and are responded to in kind. "... 
Do you think he will do the same for 1-A and 1-B come next 
semester?" 


"Certainly!" "For sure." 


The Construction Hero thinks something over. "Do you think he 
would like some assistance with stage direction next time?" 


".,.Ken, I know you're a fan of literature but please don't tell me 
you're also a Drama kid." 


The normally unflappable concrete-built man sputters at the playful 
grin on Ectoplasm's face. "You are a Drama Kid aren't you. Good Gods 
Above, you just want a chance on the stage." 


"Mm." The teasing from his fellow teacher was rare but showed he 
still had a sense of humor. "Perhaps you could go with me for 


karaoke tonight?" 
"A-a-ah, you know I can't really-" 
"Oh hey, you all made it!" 


Ectoplasm's expression shifted entirely, head snapping away from 
Cementoss's victorious look. "Of course. It would be rude not to when 
I'm not busy." 


"You're an excellent performer, Dr. Doof! Why, I'm surprised you 
didn't mention it when we brought up your degrees." 


Doof-San laughs nervously. "Well, I didn't actually learn that from a 
degree. I uh... May have learned that because my parents made me 
wear dresses?" Whatever words the three planned to say were cut 
short by that. "It wasn't all that bad in hindsight, even if I didn't like 
them, because it made me pretty good at moving and singing with 
grace!" 


The two Heros look at one another, words coming and going by 
naught but experience and eye contact. 


"Ectoplasm no." 
"I just want to have a little chat with them Cementoss-" 


"Ectoplasm, no-" 


--U.A-- 


The scientist slipped away while they argued, a single Mink following 
after his class ended, then into his lab for a short discussion. 


--U.A-- 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 


It's 11:34 AM, and Mic is mostly sure that Sunflowers aren't supposed 
to be pale blue. There's a small chance he's just too tired to see them 
right, but the odds it's just the yet-to-bud flowers are low. 


He's also mostly sure the buds aren't supposed to be as wide as a 
person, but that's easier to explain. 


Weirder was the set of hardcovers that Hizashi was definitely sure to 
cost a pretty penny, little as he knew about anything books. Though 
it wasn't just the condition that affirmed that. "Doof-San, no offense 
but how the hell are you supposed to explain how you possess a mint- 
condition 'Lord of The Rings Millenium Edition’ hardcover set from 
Ninteen Ninety Nine?!" 


",,.Very carefully?" 


"For the love of-" 


It took a lot of careful wrapping from Hizashi to make sure those 
books wouldn't get damaged in any way; bubble wrap in a cardboard 
box in the paper with a bow and a nicely-taped VERY FRAGILE on 
the side. "And when you say you got this, you really mean you-" 


"Yes! Yes, I bought the books! Did you really think I stole them or 
something?" 


",,.Maybe?" 


An incredibly hurt look crosses the scientist's face for a moment 
before he pauses to think things over. "You know, fair, ENTIRELY 
uncalled for but fair." 


"Still... sorry. I know Nezu hired you and all, but like, those books 
are worth a fortune." 


Heinz shrugs. "Eh, I know a guy that sells all sorts of older collection 


stuff for a good deal! When I said it was for a birthday he just nodded 
and added a little discount and everything. Nice guy!" 


"You-I-That-I have so many more questions now." 


"Well if any of them are who my dealer is I can't exactly tell you or 
I'll lose my business with him." 


Despite himself, Mic's voice goes up several octaves. "Dealer?" 


"Yeah..?" He said it slowly, as if it was the most obvious thing in the 
world. "You think something like this is easy to come by?" 


"Does... does Nezu know?" 


" " 
eee 


"H-Heinz, does he know???" 
",,.Maybe?" 


A strangled scream escapes the Pro Hero's lips. 


It's weird having an Ex-Villain patting his back, but Present Mic was 
in a weird place in his life regardless. "You, uh, you good now?" 


"Hah. I don't think you can help with it, but your effort means a lot." 


"O-oh." Heinz looks away with a frown. "Well, uh... I hope you feel 
better? You've been pretty nice to me, and like I know I'm not exactly 
known for starting as the most upstanding of citizens in a legal sense 
of the word... or, uh, huh." A realization crosses his face, one that 
leaves the normally smiling man visible unsettled. "In hindsight I've 
never been arrested for any crimes I've done." 


" " 
eee 


"Which is weird because I had this whole argument that I did with 
Principal Nezdu like a month and a half back, he brought in a 


detective that could detect lies and everything and he said that I was 
lying about those evil actions. But I know what I did was wrong!" 


Mic wasn't sure which of the two possibilities were worse but he bit 
the bullet anyway. "Do you think his... Quirk, failed?" 


"It had to! Like, if it didn't then I'm not Evil, and if I'm not Evil then... 
then I'm just an eccentric scientist. And I talked with Principal Nezdu 
about it, but he won't really take no for an answer about that. He 
doesn't agree with me being Evil and that's like, the biggest point of 
contention in our friendship!" 


I've never in my life ever heard someone call Nezu a ‘friend’. Not even 
Ectoplasm calls him that, and those two have been close for years. "Are 
you sure he's your friend?" 


"Yes." 


There's certainty in that tone, and it scares the shit out of Mic. "Okay 
then! Is there some way for you to have tricked his Quirk?" 


",,.Maybe? I've done a lot of things over the years, a way to mess with 
lie detection is possibly on that list? I-I'd like to think I'd remember 
that though." 


There's a moment of silence between the two. So he thinks of himself 
as Evil, but for some reason that doesn't match what Tsukauchi thinks. 
And it has to be him, no other detective would willingly come here for 
Nezu's sake just to check if someone's lying without kicking up a fuss. But 
why or how could that happen... 


"Heinz!" 
"Huh?!" 


Mic's gaze is intense as he looks at the so-called Ex-Villain. "I think I 
know why his result is different than what it should be, but I want to 
make sure." Hizashi leans in close. "What's your definition of a Villain? 
Of Evil?" 


".,.Wait. You think some superpower for lie detection has such a 
stupid limit as personal definition to change what results can come 


from the check?" 


"I... I don't know. But you seemed extremely distressed by the idea of 
being wrong about it that I can't help but believe you. So something's 
extremely fishy there!" 


He knits his brows. "I, uh, think I need to think about that. That 
sounds like a lot to take in because it doesn't really, you know, 
explain why something so stupid would happen? It-it makes more 
questions than it does answers?" 


Mic couldn't help but agree with both. 


Aa 


[Ken Ishiyama - Construction Hero: Cementoss] 


They were going to make use of U.A.'s outdoor garden instead of the 
Cafeteria, like they did for his other birthdays. That much Ken held 
certainty in. 


He already was certain he was being led off to his 'surprise' by a 
smiling Vlad King; though they knew Cementoss did not enjoy 
surprises or shocks, and the actual surprise was how they decorated 
the place with rapid biodegradables and who actually showed up. 
Unlike most of the Staff, he was mostly familiar with everyone on that 
roster on Campus, given he was effectively a walking repairman for 
all buildings. 


It left him feeling cramped, being surrounded by so many people at 
once, even though the garden was less a greenhouse and more a 
sprawling expanse of beauty. 


His Quirk was an ugly thing in a way; nature held greater beauty that 
anything man-made to Ken... except writing. 


Reading what one writes can reveal much of the author, given one 
has sufficient material or information. It leaves an impression of the 
person behind the work and the mind which put it together. Not 
every writing can do such a thing of course, and not every author can 
truly be seen as that Author rather than ‘just another one’ to someone 
with such a voracious reading appetite. Even in the teacher's lounge 
he had an impressive collection of books, none of the valuable ones 
he'd sought and bought over the years but a large collection all the 
same. 


His home was similar, but it possessed a garden and a full private 
study for his love of books. History, be it fictional or nonfictional, 
took a particularly large part of his heart. It was a gift rarely given to 
him though; the collection he had would make most books he sought 
prohibitively expensive or impossible to find to begin with. 


"Happy birthday, Ishiyama-San!" Several staff called out to him with 
smiles, and he smiled slightly back. 


About fifteen minutes later, Yamada-San was walking beside Doof- 
San, giving him clear encouragement as he approached where the gift 
table was. 


The pair of flowerpots and the plants within instantly caught the Pro 
Hero's attention, but the approach caused the man carrying them to 
nearly stumble. "O-oh! Uh... Happy Birthday, man." 


"You barely know me, and you still came to give a gift?" 
",,.Yeah? You're my coworker, that's just what you do, right?" 


Ah, that's right. He's American. "Thank you, and yes." At least for your 
ordinary customs. 


He smiles nervously, offering the present clearly labeled 'VERY 
FRAGILE' with the two impressively large pots atop it. "You, uh, you 


can have it. Oh, and thanks for the whole ‘building the lab’ thing. 
Principal Nezdu-" 


"Nedzu." 
"Hm?" 
"It's Nezu or Nedzu, Doof-San. You've been mispronouncing it." 


",..000000h. Yeah, that explains the weird looks. So yeah, Principle 
Nezdu did this whole thing and explained that you built my new 
research lab. And... I appreciate your work!" 


The Pro Hero's eye twitches against his will. "That's good to hear, 
Doof-San. If you're uncomfortable, you can go. Don't be afraid to grab 
some food and drink before you do, though." 


"R-really? You uh, won't be mad?" 


Cementoss shakes his head. "You were willing to brave this place to 
give me a gift. It would be unbecoming to force you to stay after 
pushing your boundaries as is." 


"In that case, see ya Hizashi!" He turns and bolts, leaving Mic 
flabbergasted and the laughs of Ectoplasm amidst the mingling staff. 


"Abuh... HEINZ!" 


He doesn't even look behind him. 


--U.A-- 


[Tamashiro Shiwatanabe - Ectoplasm, The Necro Hero] 
The older Hero looks on at the spectacle. 


Cementoss is frozen still looking at the now-unwrapped present, the 
unknown species of flower nothing but an afterthought in 
comparison. Mic just looks exasperated and mutters about knowing 


what would happen, Eraser is trying to make sure the gift wasn't 
dangerous without touching it, Nezu was hiding a feral grin with an 
unsteady drink, and the remaining staff just looked on in concern. 


",,.M-Mic. You were with him, weren't you?" 


The now quiet voice of Cementoss through the Voice Hero for a loop. 
"Uh... yeah?" 


"Where did he get this?" 


Beads of sweat formed at the sheer intensity of the question. "Because 
this is a perfectly preserved collection of books that has been missing 
for three hundred years. A collection that is worth Millions. A 
collection where the original text had been lost and the closest thing 
to an original was a fucking movie." 


It was even rarer to hear Cementoss swear. "H-he, uh... he said it was 
a private dealer. I don't think he wanted to share where he bought it 
from because he dodged the question when I asked." 


There was a beat of silence. Then another. 


",..To understand how much I want these... I would fight All Might 
for these. And I would win." He picks them up. "But I don't want it to 
be damaged out here, so I'm going to ask if I can drive home." 


",,.Right now?" 
"Yes," 
Nezu cackles, and Cementoss takes that as a yes. 


Oh Heinz-San... you're making friends with wild gifts and wilder ideas. 


--U.A-- 


{Tuesday, March 23nd, 23XX - 13 Days.} 


You're not exactly good with present-giving, so you decide to multi- 


task on the next present! 


Particularly by building a newly-made coffee machine of exacting 
specifics and shoving it into Mic's arms to send off to the police 
station. Didn't matter if it was extremely early in the morning, didn't 
matter that he didn't want to go, because you managed to ever so 
kindly ask him to. 


Well, more like pester constantly until he agreed. That's what friends 
do after all! 


Then you went about your day, and for once you actually fake out 
your students by not trapping them during class! Ahahaha! 


Class was actually more of an, uh, open period? You wanted them to 
have time to spend working on their projects so you made sure they 
had in-school hours to talk about it with you or with themselves; 
never assume they can just do stuff after school, sometime people 
have really difficult schedules! Not that you won't also have time 
after classes end, just that you're going to... 


To... 


Try to socialize. 


Argh, now that you've mentally acknowledged it it'll go wrong! Great, 
such a hope ruined by nothing but trying to give yourself some 
confidence. Good one, Heinz! 


URS 


[Naomasa Tsukauchi - Musutafu Detective] 
It was too early to have a Pro Hero barging into the precinct. 


Naomasa literally just got here and there's already someone barging 


in his office saying that 'a Hero is calling for you in person’ (Truth.). 
Apparently, nobody has heard of calling ahead or literally any other 
kind of courtesy. 


The most surprising part of it was that fact the person that came is 
Present Mic. The Pro Hero rarely did busts that would require a 
detective, let alone himself specifically. If he had more caffeine 
running through him, he would likely feel dread pooling at the 
bottom of his stomach. 


Instead he marches to the front and stops dead in his tracks when he 
sees the ice cream theme wrapping paper on what is very clearly a 
Present box."...Do I even want to know?" 


Mic's face turns thoughtful. "I think you do actually. This is a gift 
meant for your... birthday. It's a little early, I know, but I didn't have 
a chance to correct the poor guy when he chucked it at me to send 
your way." Truth. 


There's a brief moment of silence. "Doof." 
"Yeah." Truth. 
"You're coming with me in case it explodes in my office." 


Present Mic sputters, then his shoulders slump in defeat as he follows 
the man along. 


In the seclusion of his office, the bow was popped off and the card 
underneath was read with care. 


Hey, sorry about the whole spooking you thing. I swear I wasn't trying to 
freak you out! So I went all in on your birthday present! It's a special 
coffee machine, just give it water and it'll handle everything else. Don't ask 
how it works, otherwise I'm going to have to spend a few days explaining 
it. 


Your hopefully Friend, Heinz Doofenshmirtz 


".,.He built a coffee machine. Did, did you know he built a coffee 
machine?" 


"If I knew I would've said!" Truth. 


Naomasa sighs wearily, ripping open the wrapping paper and looking 
at the machine. It had a touchscreen, a cable to plug to the wall, and 
a water reservoir. And nothing to put any ground beans into. "Okay I 
can't tell if this is him fucking with me or not." 


"Maybe... I don't know, try it? He doesn't seem like he'd mess with 
someone on purpose at least." 


"That's implying he's stupid enough to forget that part of the coffee 
machine, but he wrote that is designed that way explicitly inside of 
the note. Meaning he's doing some technology bullshit here." 
Throwing caution to the wind, he plugged the machine into the wall, 
then casually walked off to go fill his clean mug with water. 


Once he returned, the water went into the machine and he powered 
it on. ... The water's only at 10%? He glanced to his mug, then to the 
larger thermos that would have been filled with the regular black 
coffee the precinct had. 


Three trips with the mug and thermos filled the damn thing up, 
which already broke some kind of physics because it was way too 
small to fit that much water. That meant that the beans were 
basically techno-bullshit too, but as long as he got his caffeine fix it 
didn't matter where the Kami-damned beans came from. 


So he picked a setting he'd prefer and sat back to wait for- ding. 


"Is... it can't already be ready can it?" 


Naomasa ignored Mic, reaching for the mug and feeling the distinct 
heat poring through. The aroma wasn't anything like the gruel they 
called coffee here. And the taste... Bottom's up. 


"Detective..?" 


"I forgive him in entirety." 


--U.A-- 


Like really, you had ONE job to just... go up and actually hang out 
with Ectoplasm! You wanted to go and see him and enjoy yourself for 
like... five minutes maybe? It's better than nothing! But now you're 
self conscious and you're going to definitely mess this up- 


You stop as you get to your lab, looking over what you already 
grabbed and facepalming. 


There's no joke here! A joke always breaks the ice. Right..? 


A pair of shoes are the last thing you grab before hurrying off to the 
Teacher's Lounge. That's where Hizashi told you to go for this, and 
he's been honest so you trust that! 


--U.A-- 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head | 


"Like I told you, I'm sure he's familiar with some amount of the North 
American black market." 


Snipe was leaning back, eyes no longer meeting Shota's as he rested 
on the couch in the lounge. "Maybe, maybe not. Never did see 


'Mentoss freak like that there. Feller's calmer than the earth 'neath yer 
feet." 


"He was given a perfectly preserved set of books dated over three 
hundred years old, when none of said books had survived the Quirk 
Wars. The closest thing that had were degraded films that were 
undeniably based on said books." He made sure to do research once 
Hizashi filled him in, because no fucking way was something like that 
coming from convenience. 


More concerning was the fact Cementoss confirmed the books were 
definitely real after spending his morning at home with them and 
cross-referencing with the older films; there's a slim chance he asks 
that scientist for more books, possibly even the undamaged movie if 
he could get his hands on it... or he would ask for whoever the 
scientist got the books from. 


Fat chance he shared that nugget of information. 
"Does it matter?" 


The conversation swung abruptly as Ectoplasm deigned to speak up. 
"Does it really matter? He's done nothing wrong to deserve scrutiny 
from us, questionable past or no." 


"Yet that doesn't change the glaring red flags that surround him. He's 
an anomaly, a non-Hero that's teaching the Hero Course. Someone 
that apparently nobody had eyes on until the Rat met him. I still don't 
know how it happened." 


The older Pro Hero shook his head. "...Heh. I think he's just 
troubled." 


"Troubled?" 
Snipe decides it's high time to chime in. "Y'mean he's cuckoo?" 


"No. I mean in the sense that he should have had therapy from a very 
young age and never got it." Considering who's saying those words, 
Shota knew that he meant it. "The flags that were raised with him 
aren't ones to mark him as dangerous. I would say he needs safety 
from danger himself, though what endangers him isn't physical." 


"In other words, somebody who shouldn't be teaching children." Let 
alone future Pro Heros. 


Ectoplasm snorted. "I'd argue that's exactly what's keeping him from 
going back to the ledge. Two separate facts paint a picture as to why; 
the fact that Nezu thinks of Heinz-San so personally and the fact that 
another Quirked Animal is considered his best friend in all but 
name." 


Eraser Head's eyes widened as the older Hero continued. "If I had to 
guess based on the information we have, he was an abused child who 
pushed himself to enter the field of science due to some personal 
stigma. In doing so, he likely came into contact with underground 
elements, and at some point was a part of one of the facilities which 
attempted to create a ‘natural’ Quirked Animal. It's likely that he 
broke them out, however, not helped create them. If I had to guess, 
one or both of his parents may have been European Pro Heros." 


"Which explains his distance from the Government, his lack of public 
records and of a Support Gear license, and his difficulties with 
sharing his work. But it doesn't explain why for Japan..." 


"less 'e's 'ere to dodge the Feds! Hah! He's not wantin' to deal with 
the heat o' what he did back in 'Murica." 


Ectoplasm nods, grin widening. "He's a genius who hid away from the 
world but can't do social interaction for the life of him. Yet he's 
trying. He's pushing that border of his despite the biases he was 
grown up around." 


Both Ectoplasm and Eraser Head knew of the consequences of those 
biases; so-called Villainous Quirks were labels placed on the two when 
they were younger. 


",,.Shit, I might have been too harsh with him." 
"Aizawa-San, if you're being blunt that's probably better for him-" 


He shakes his head. "I was an ass, not just blunt. When I first met 
him." 


There's a beat of silence. 


"Oh." 


--U.A-- 


[Tamashiro Shiwatanabe - Ectoplasm, The Necro Hero] 


The Necro Hero sits across from The Erasure Hero, the latter having a 
bright red handprint on his face and a look of shock on his face. "You 
deserve that and you know it." 


"I do, but I expected it from you. Not Snipe." 
"He gave Snipe a better gun." 
"Shit, you're right." And didn't Tamashiro know it. 


Snipe loved guns. It wasn't a matter of his Quirk, it was a matter that 
he's American. Particularly from Louisiana, about as south as you 
could go in the United States outside of Texas or Florida, where not 
having firearms or not hunting wildlife when the season for it came 
around was the weird thing. Quirks were oddly less-cared-for there, 
as classic American Industry took the forefront; the fact Snipe needed a 
gun for high effectiveness of his Quirk made him a celebrity back in 
New Orleans, for the industries as a whole. Not to mention the fact 
he kept buying guns. 


And Aizawa just insulted the best gunsmith he'd ever seen; one who 
made laserbeam bullets. That sounded like a fusion between Japanese 
mecha and America midwest that would tickle Snipe silly. It probably 
did. 


"With that in mind, what are your current thoughts on him?" 
"On Dr. Doofenshmirtz?" Eraser Head grimaced. 


"He's... well, I don't know if I like him. But I can't necessarily say I 
dislike, let alone hate him. He caught something I missed. He's helping 
those who wanted to try, unorthodox as his methods are, and it's 


worked. I can say they've improved with their Quirks, they're not 
treating them as the be-all-end-all for their Heroics. They're not being 
careless. And I know I didn't focus on those particularities outside of a 
fight, that's normally a second-year thing, so it had to come from 
him." 


Ectoplasm wasn't stupid, but the way Aizawa-San spoke had left him 
surprised. "I don't think he realizes your thoughts on it." 


"I'm more worried that he might get or give false expectations." 
",,.How so?" 


"For all I know, this is his first time teaching a classroom setting. Yet, 
he's done incredibly well. Better than most teachers could say for 
their first time. He's on top of his students, makes note of their 
problems and where they might be struggling, and has modified his 
teaching to accommodate." 


There's no way he'd know that alone. "Nezu showed you recordings of 
his classroom." 


He nods. "He had, multiple times even, after the Entrance Exam. But 
now I have no idea how I'm supposed to broach the topic with him. 
I'm not a socialite, I'm a gruff Underground Hero." 


"Did you know he made a joke about my missing legs?" 


The change in topic clearly threw the man opposite him for a loop. 
",,.What?" 


"He compared it to his missing arms, joked about us being on Team 
Amputee." A chuckle slips through the slightly unclenched teeth, 
wheezing and mirthful. "It was funny." 


"I... Are you suggesting self-deprecating humor to try and cross that 
bridge?" 


"Dark Humor should work just as well, but sure. Another 
recommendation is Spite, or someone or something you want to take 
Revenge on." There's a pause. "He's also highly familiar with older 
music, Pre-Quirks. Topics from then are something he's quick to 


chatter about." 


The Pro Hero looks away, expression dour but eyes betraying his 
feelings. "Thanks. And Happy Birthday." 


At those words the door to the teacher's lounge bursts open, 
Ectoplasm's friend in question holding a box wrapped so 
horrendously it looked like a sad pile of colors and shapes more than 
anything. "Heyyyy, so uh... I-I was told you're celebrating your 
birthday?" 


Even if it wasn't visible, Ectoplasm felt his mouth stretch just a little 
further. "I don't do the big and chatty stuff most of the staff go for, 
but yes. Is that a present you're holding?" 


"Yeah! I can't stand wrapping stuff like this up, it's such a pain to do it 
and Hizashi isn't around so I can't ask him like I did every other 
time-" Aizawa chokes on the jelly pouch, fist clenching in reaction. "- 
because I gave him a box to send over to that detective." 


" 


..." Ectoplasm and Eraser Head meet eyes for only a moment. 
"Detective Tsukauchi?" 


"That's the guy, yeah! I scared him a bit when I first met him so I felt 
a little bad and uh... I don't know where he would be, so I got some 
help!" 


Aizawa bites the bullet for the both of them. "For his... Birthday?" 
"Yahuh!" 


His birthday is April 4th, and today's March 23rd. "I hope he enjoys 
his present then. But I digress; have things been well for you, Heinz?" 


"I mean... kinda? I got a new lab now, a bigger one! But I'm also 
doing more stuff for Principal Nezdu so I'm getting busier. But I can 
also just hire people to help with the Research! I'll, uh, need time to 
do that and all, but it's the idea that I can that counts! I technically 
sorta did that already too..?" He shakes his head. "I'm, uh, also kinda 
trying to work some things out? Like, personal things. Had some 
friends that might not actually be my friends kind of thing and I'm 
trying to figure out what I could even do for that kind of thing!" 


Before either of them could speak, Heinz grabs a shoebox of all things 
from atop the giftbox wrapping pile and gave it to Ectoplasm. "Got 
them in your size by the way!" 


A look of horror was in Eraser Head's eyes before the realization hit 
him. 


Ectoplasm was howling with laughter a few moments later. 


There weren't many things to make Ectoplasm adore somebody. A 
good sense of banter, an understanding of time and place, a 
willingness to listen and speak in turn... those were for friendship, 
maybe. 


It took something special to get on a higher pedestal. 


Nezu was there in a sense; he was a pseudo-confidant all things that 
troubled Tamashiro in his Heroics work. Underground Heros needed 
somebody to confide in, otherwise they would break from the 
stressors of the position. For Eraser Head, it was Present Mic, it was 
Midnight. It could have been Loud Cloud. 


His sister was there, distant as they'd become when he made it clear 
his loss of legs wouldn't stop him from going farther. 


His nephew was there because he was his nephew and he would be 
making sure he wasn't going to go soft on the boy. 


A few Underground Heros were close to that, but not quite. 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz was raised up to that pedestal after today. 


The comedy of the actual shoebox, one with the shoes still inside of 
it, was set aside while laughter continued to bubble up. "Okay, so the 
real present is uh... still in the box!" 


"S-still... still in the garish nightmare that is your wrapping skill?" 


"Oh come on, I told you I can't do giftwrapping! What, you want just 
a cardboard box next time?" 


Ectoplasm can't help himself, taking a few seconds to tilt his head 
back and laugh again. The balls to give me a fucking shoebox-I can't, 
man. "If you'd feel better about it!" 


The actual wrapping paper was of a Hero he didn't know of, with a 
yellow and black mask overtop the head but leaving the smirk on the 
mouth untouched. Likely an American Hero of some kind, if 
Ectoplasm had to guess. If only Snipe stuck around for a little longer. 


"I mean I'd rather to it right and all, but if I don't wrap it up it's not 
exactly well done for a present and all... You know?" 


"Presentation isn't as important as the intention." 


Heinz-San snapped over to look at Eraser Head. "I... huh. I mean 
that's sorta right... but without presentation you can be 
misunderstood. I know that one from experience!" 


After a moment of thought the Pro Hero nodded in agreement. "You'd 
be right in some cases. Ectoplasm rarely gets presents or a celebration 
of any kind because he doesn't like big parties or socializing. Nor do 
I, honestly." 


"So for you two... it doesn't matter if it's just the box?" 


Aizawa shrugs and Tamashiro couldn't help but join in. "Again, 
Heinz-San. It's a matter of what you prefer." 


"Huh. Yknow that's pretty nice of you! Anyway, here!" He finally gave 
the man the badly-wrapped box, and Ectoplasm tore the thing open 
before freezing up. 


Vinyl Records are a pain to produce, often done for specialty records 
for modern music and meant purely to be decorative. They're fragile, 
but the quality in the audio is above most other forms of music. 


There was a Vinyl player inside of the box, alongside a half-dozen 
musical labels in both the more physical format and in CD formats. 
Bands he'd never heard of, or heard tracks of from the internet when 
he was younger. 


Love Handel, Guns and Roses, Pink Floyd, Daft Punk, Metallica... and 
The Beatles. "Where did you get these..?" 


"I uh, had a personal collection I took a lot of care of for some of 
these, and I knew a guy for the rest." 


"In America?" 
He nods. 


There were more CDs put together, a truly immense music collection 
sitting in those discs. "How long have you been getting music like this 
together?" 


"Ehhhh... since I was in America, honestly. I like science a lot, don't 
get me wrong, but a good book or painting or song? Oh, it's great!" 
The wide grin on the man's face was mirrored by Ectoplasm, but the 
look in his eyes... 


...he wanted this kind of connection, a longing there. To talk, to be 
with someone? The Pro Hero didn't know. But he knew that look. 


It was the look that was in his eyes when he lost his legs. Unaware of 
himself, unaware that he was slipping and needed a lifeline until it 
was slapped into him through sheer blunt words. 


The result was different, but Tamashiro knew that it could destroy a 
person if they didn't get that lifeline. 


Uke 


{Wednesday, March 24th, 23XX - 12 Days.} 


You never knew Birthday Parties could be so simple! But it made a lot 
of sense in hindsight; it was the person the party was for that was 
important for it. That happened with you and Vanessa a few months 
ago even! You tried to go for the cutesy schtick when Perry the 
Platypus came by. 


The two of you fought, as per usual, and the place gets wrecked. And 
apparently, that was what Vanessa thought was good? Or... was it her 
friends that thought that? 


"Youre going to embarrass me in front of my friends, Dad!" 


Were... were her friends good? Because now that you were thinking 
about it, it didn't sound like it was a good thing. At all. It sounded like 
she was concerned that they wouldn't like her or- 


Oh no. Oh no no no! 
Does she have anxiety too?! 


Oh no, she might be self-conscious or something! How haven't you 
noticed?! Or-or are you just overly paranoid..? Maybe it's not as bad 
as you think and it's a little of both of them? But that's bad because 
that means you didn't help her and she needs that help- "Breathe." 


Oh. "H-hey, Lunch Rush-" 
His hand's up to tell you to be quiet, and you just... breathe a little? 
",,.Are you ok?" 


It's just the two of you in the cafeteria. "Well... I thought about what 
you told me with how my friends might not be my friends, and... I, 
uh, had a bit of a panicked thought that maybe my daughter's in the 
same boat..?" 


A beat passes. "Have you considered talking to her about it?" 


"I, uh, didn't get that far." 


He pats your shoulder. "It will help you both to talk about it." And 
like that he's zipped back into the kitchen. 


...Well, it's on your mental docket now. But for right now you have 
something very important: the idea of a Personal Project! 


Thanks, Snipe! 


PERSONAL PROJECTS: 


Now that this is unlocked... Allow me to explain how this works. 


Doofenshmirtz will automatically work on this every week, Without using 
an Action. In turn, however, these can take many Weeks in order to 
complete, and Only One can be taken at a time. 


Creativity is highly recommended. 


Requirements for Personal Projects: 
-Must be Selfish; cannot be done for somebody else. 


-Must not be forcibly limited by someone or something, aka Doof isn't 
holding back on his goal. 


-Must be highly Complex or huge in scale; Moon Bases, Doofania 2, Sky- 
Scraper Mecha, etc... 


Current Ideas fleshed out and given to QM: 


-Moonbase Alpha: aeiou (6 Weeks, Will Piss off I-Island IMMENSELY, a 
ton of options to expand, will take an additional Action at the end of the 


project, can be Accelerated.) 


-League Of ‘Villainous Evildoers' Desiring Acceptably Risk-free Targets: 
You need to know what Villains are around and willing to work YOUR 
way, to go after people that DESERVE your EEEEEVIL MEANS! (4 
Weeks, ???, Options to go after Monsters, can have additional Actions 
added based on results, can be Accelerated.) 


-Doofenshmirtz Hero Incorporated: [LOCKED] 


Doof's First Personal Project! — Voting closed — 48 voters 


Moonbase Alpha (6 Weeks) *7/11 
—Under-erustBase—(4—Weeks}—__??*4/7- 
[Secretive Vs Moonbase, but 

slower to grow due to a need of 

digging out space] 
—Mobilte—Base—BROKEN—ECGHO-5—____-k22732- 
Weeks) [All Terrain. ALL. 

Terrain. ] 
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[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


There was a moment of pause as the presentation - and there were no 
other words to describe the effort in the pitch put before him - 
winded down. 


"If I am to understand and summarize this correctly, you want to 
make a flying Mobile Base capable of Research, Manufacturing, Point 
Defense, and to act as a Carrier for both Utility and Offensive Aerial 
vehicles." 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz's blinding grin was undeterred. "And to give me 
a bit of a Mobile Home! Kinda cramped in here and I don't really, you 
know, wanna deal with legal housing and all that." 


An understandable desire. "Said Mobile Base would be roughly the 
size of four city blocks. This would be the only place you could 
feasibly do so in secret given your lack of external backing. So I must 
ask, Why?" 


His confidence seems to falter, but his eyes, oh his eyes: they shine 
with Want. "I was told that I, uh, probably wasn't taking good care of 
myself without any real hobbies. Snipe suggested I give personal 
projects a go! Is uh, is that-" 


"Fine?" In most cases, Nezu would say No. This would be the biggest 
project any staff member has ever overtaken, solo or no, since the 
founding of U.A. High. Yet there isn't any real limitation in what is 
considered 'Personal' given it gets a thumbs up. And it's not Support 
Gear, either, but the rough schematics for what most would consider 
a smaller scale but faster-moving I-Island. Something that would 
actually put a serious dent into U.A.'s coffers. 


This is not most cases. "I could very much permit this given a mere 
three concessions." His paw starts counting off. "First, I must 
introduce you to a scientist from I-Island, as unfortunately I lack the 
ability to get this project off the ground without their eyes and their 
hands on it. If one of theirs, highly trusted at that, plays watcher? It 
becomes a different matter. Second, I will require every expense 
written out so I can actually bill the government for such a project." 


"You use Tax dollars for this stuff?" 


"Where else would we get the money to spend frivolously? And 
Third, I would like an as detailed explanation as possible in the 
future. You can take your time with that, but having a recording or 
the like of your design process and everything therein would be 
invaluable for future Support Students." Partially true; honestly Nezu 
merely wanted the documents for his own curiosity, but it could be 
used productively as a secondary benefit. 


",,.Now I know I didn't, uh, comment on that whole I-Island part but. 
Do I have to?" 


"I wish I could say no, but it is likely they would attempt to call it 
Support Gear that is too dangerous to be out in the public if you did. 
Technically it isn't, but if its entire purpose as a massive tool used by 
a Quirk they'd fight tooth and nail to keep it out of anyone's hands at 
a scale like that." 


"But I don't have a Quirk! I'm quirky, but that's different and entirely 
unrelated!" 


"Yes, but they don't know that, and frankly I don't think sharing that 
fact is a good idea." 


He shrugs without asking the golden question. "Eh, fair enough. So, 
who would I, uh, be working with?" 


Nezu's grin turned feral as he poured the both of then a cup of tea. 


--U.A-- 


[David Shield - I-Island Scientist] 


Someone kicked the hornet's nest, and it's been getting in David's way 
of his project to help All Might. 


U.A. High declaring the new existence of an R&D Department messed 


with the executives, the majority of them hurrying off to contact the 
school in an attempt to get more information. Yet these have been 
rebuffed, and it's been causing a heaping amount of concerns. 


Then David was informed he and his Daughter would be permitted to 
leave I-Island as an 'offer' from U.A. to both oversee something and to 
‘check that everything's in working order’. It was incredibly 
transparent and infuriating to hear, but David didn't exactly have 
much to prepare, and Melissa didn't either. 


Though beyond the initial woes, a massive question came to the man. 
Why? 


What urged U.A. of all places to make their own independent 
Research and Development department? When they were so closely 
tied to the Japanese Government, who were themselves close to I- 
Island? What's going on under the surface? 


Ten hours of travel left him coming onto U.A.'s campus near 9PM, 
Melissa waking up in the back of the taxi. Sheil be so happy to see her 
uncle and work around others her age, at the very least. 


The older man thanks his driver, paying him and helping his 
lethargic daughter up and out, limited luggage following. 


A discomforted thought snakes through his mind as the two approach 
the doors. Here's hoping U.A. isn't going to be a bother considering... 


"Ah, David!" The Mink is at the front door, smiling wide. "And 
Melissa! Ah, it is quite good to see the both of you. I'll have Power 
Loader show you to your rooms!" 


The two look at each other. "Actually... could I meet the scientist I'm 
going to be shadowing prior to calling it a night?" He refused to keep 
the situation secret from his daughter; it was better she knew the 
political mess that is I-Island, given her circumstances were much 


similar to his. 
"Oh, certainly! He's currently working on the project as we speak!" 
"Project?" David wasn't informed of this. 


"Why, Project Broken Echo!" The smile was far too playful for the 
scientist's tastes. 


--U.A-- 


You wave at the open-mouthed guy, a stupid smile on your face. This 
was so much fun that you didn't care if it was weird! You're already 
making headway in the framework for the ship, and by the end of the 
week you should have... what, half of the framework done? 


The robots definitely helped! 
"What... what is this?" 
"A personal project!" 


Nezdu the Mink cackles as the guy sputters at you. "Uh... was it 
something I said?" 


"N-no, it's-is this a space ship?" 
You shake your head. "Nnnope, Mobile Base!" 


The guy walks closer, understanding what he's seeing after a bit. 
"Okay... and why Broken Echo?" 


"Oh? That's a long story..." 


--U.A-- 


{Thursday, March 25th, 23XX - 11 Days.} 


At first you didn't really get the whole idea of a Personal Project. Like 
the whole 'make something you feel like’ didn't seem particularly 
appealing. Then when you started putting ideas to paper... why 
didn't you do this sooner?! 


It felt like you just wanted to make things. So, so many things! 
Because it wasn't out of some cause or purpose, it wasn't meant to 
handle a specific task for something or other, you know? Just what 
you want. 


Honestly, it wasn't exactly a long list of what you wanted, but the 
vectors for how you approach that kinda goal, that's a long, long list. 
You want to take over the world still - any world works at this point, 
you're not particularly picky. The moon would be surprisingly easy for 
you given the fact that apparently nobody's made good use of it (and 
man was that a surprise), but there's also, you know, other things you 
want to do. Like run a successful business. And, of course, spite 
everyone who you dislike. 


So you went for the middle-of-the-road thing, something that would 
make people stop and stare, that you did this, that you are flaunting 
in the face of others! You'll defy them every step of the way, like a 
TRULY EEEEEEVIL PERSON WOULD! HAHAHAHAHHAHAA! 


But also it wouldn't hurt to actually make the Mobile Base effective 
for everything you need to do; which was why you had a long list of 
existing ideas that would be implemented either immediately or as a 
sorta 'Phase 2' because you made sure there would be a lot of space in 
there. 


100,000 Square Meters is pretty good for the inside of a mobile base, 
isn't it? 


And that sorta mental high brought you around to do a little more fun 
stuff, class aside because you did like teaching even though it was 
your job (and you gave them all the heads up that you'd now only be 
available up to an hour and a half after classes end for Personal 
reasons), such as being even more spiteful. Not even in a harmful 
way! 


You see, there's been a distinct lack of information on a lot of topics 
on the internet, and it's kinda driven you up the wall. Not even 
harmful information; no, you're talking mundane stuff like history and 
Wikipedia. Like, who dislikes Wikipedia?! 


So you hopped over to your side of the Multiverse, figured out the 
best way to go about this and threw it out the window. 


Sure you're helping people, which... eh, you're not really sure if that's 
a net loss of EVIL, but you're spiting two big chunks of the 
Government by doing this, so it probably balances out! Pardon your 
language, but Screw Stupid Governments! 


--U.A-- 


[Lucius 'Redline' Fields - The Homing Hero: Snipe] 


The man startles awake, a cold sweat leaving his dreadlocks stuck to 
his forehead. "...By the Prickin' of my Thumbs, Somethin’ Wicked this 
Way Comes." 


--U.A-- 


You make your way out of class, hurrying off to the underground 
facility where that David guy and Chase were working together on 
oversight for your personal project. 

"Hey! Things going along right?" 


",..Yes, just fine, Heinz." 


You blink, noting that someone else is with Chase further around the 
currently-constructing framework. 


...Why is there a kid here? "Ah, you see her. Heinz, that's my 
daughter Melissa. She's a very bright girl, so don't worry about any 
subpar work!" 


"Well yeah I get that much, but this is kinda hazardous for a kid to be 
around?" 


He chuckles. "If I tried that, she'd do it without me here. It's better 
that I let her do it with restrictions than stop her altogether." 


Smart! "Yknow I have a daughter too, but uh, she doesn't really care 
about... this." You gesture at the project. "I get that and I support her 
and all, but I'm sometimes at a loss for how to actually, you know, 
support her?" 


If anyone would know how to answer the question, it's someone 
who's both a scientist and with a single daughter with a seeming 'out- 
of-close-reach' wife. Not to say Charlene and you are distant, you both 
care about Vanessa and you still care about each other, it's just... she 
isn't romantically interested? Women's desires still elude you, decades 
later. 


"I would suggest just showing that you care, that you're not judging 
what path she takes and that you're willing to help her along it." 
David shrugs. "Melissa didn't like I-Island at first, and I was more 
than willing to help her within my ability, circumstances are 
circumstances though." 


"Don't I know it!" You laugh and see the two approaching. 


"Oh! You're Heinz, right? Dad told me about you!" 


"Hey Hey Hey, Dr. D! I showed 'em both 'round the circuit." 


"Oh, you uh, did that already? I kinda wanted to... ah well! Chase, I 


actually need you for something. Got a bit of a smaller project I need 
your expertise in." 


David cocks his head. "Oh?" 


"Yeah, I wanna make a public database of lost information and some 
science stuff." 


Both father and daughter freeze up. "You're..." 
Melissa cuts in from her father. "I wanna help!" 


"Melissa..!" He snaps back to you, eyes narrowing. "I'm not sure you 
should be telling us that, let alone having either me or my daughter 
assist." 


You just shrug. "I mean, I didn't really ask for your help, I asked for 


Chase's! If you do want to help though, be my guest!" 
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[David Shield - I-Island Scientist] 


The state-of-the-art Lab hidden away underneath the school didn't 
surprise David Shield in the slightest; Yagi always brought up that 
the principal was a rodent of terrifying intellect and capability when 


it came to management and strategy. 


What was a brow-raiser was the scientist running it all, and the 
student that was clearly operating on something with a manic and 
hyperfocused glee. 


"So then... how are we going to be doing this, exactly? You'd need a 
dedicated server-" 


Heinz turned around with a coy smile, hands falling to his hips. 


"You just gotta trust me with this, alright? I got a safe server to use, 
all right - and I'm betting they'll have no way to get rid of it!" 


The Quirk-overtaken man named Chase laughed, but said nothing. 
That doesn't bode well. 


Melissa didn't seem to notice his worries. "Are you really that good at 
Cybersecurity? I thought your degree would have been Aerospace or 
Robotics given what you've been working on." 


"Did someone say Ro-oh it's just-" There was suddenly the girl from 
before very up close and personal to them both. "The Shields from I- 
Island?! Oh my gosh, I'm a big fan! Can we work together to make some 
babies?!" 


David blinked slowly, and by then Heinz was pulling the girl back. 
"Mei, not right now, maybe next week!" 


She cackles madly. "THEY'RE STAYING MORE THAN A WEEK?! YES!" 
With gusto she went back to what she was doing. 


",,.Don't mind her, she's a recent addition to my, uh, small staff team. 
Just her and Chase! A-anyway, I've actually got quite a few degrees! 
Just, uh, none really Quirk focused. Sorta self-taught there." He 
laughs nervously. 


"Oh wow, what's your Quirk Dr. Doofenshmirtz?" 

David feels his heart grip when Melissa asks the question. 
"Eh? Oh, I don't actually have one!" 

...What? "Really?!" 


He nods, winking. "Just keep it on the down low, will you? Only 
Principal Nezdu knows that and I find it funny when people try to 
guess! They think I don't realize it, I just say it doesn't help me with 
my work and nothing else!" 


Melissa's blinding smile left her father thinking about something 
very, very simple. 


Would Heinz like another staff member that would also spite I-Island 
indirectly? 


"We can talk more while we work though. If you have questions 
about stuff just, uh, know I can't answer them all? I'll-I'll try my best 
though!" 


URS 


[I-Island] 
"Uh... sir?" 
The technician's nervous tone immediately grabbed attention. "Yes?" 


"Y-you should see this." Said technician jumped to his feet, offering 
the seat to his superior. As he should. 


He blinked at the information he saw on the screen. 


Wikipedia - The Free Encyclopedia 


This site used to exist before the Quirk Wars, and I finally got around to 
bringing it back! I wanted to share history before Quirks, Science both past 
and present, and more! 


-Dr. D 


There were a list of fun facts from random articles... of hundreds of 
thousands. "Who made this joke? Get me a location, now!" 


At the declaration the entire room of technicians were thrown into a 
frenzy. 


--U.A-- 


[Oboro Shirakumo Kurogiri] 


His charge, Tomura, was still having difficulties with fully 
accomplishing his plan. Intimidation certainly worked to gather 
people under his banner, and yet it would be _ increasingly 


troublesome to keep them in line as time went on. 
No matter; he only does as ordered. 


"Kurogiri. Come to my location." Such as by his Master, whom he could 
brook no argument. 


It only took a moment to Warp from one place to another, the 
disorientation nonexistent for the man. "Master." 


He was hooked up to a wide array of medical equipment, as he had 
for the past few years. "Kurogiri, I would like to... confirm, 
something." 


The servant of All for One braced at those words, at the soft tone he 
used. "Of course, Master. What is to be done?" 


"Check wikipedia for me." 


There was only a single moment of hesitation before he complied, 
instantly pulling his phone from his pocket to search for the site, and 
finding something... unique. 


"What would you like me to check on it, Master?" 


"So it's really back. Hah. Hah! Hahahahah! HAHAHAHAHA-" Coughs 
cut off the utterly terrifying laughter that came from his Master. 


Master never smiled like that, with what could possibly be mirth. 
Interest, but never, never mirth. And that laugh... it felt like Kurogiri 
had walked towards the reaper himself. 


Fitting. "I thought the drugs were making me delusional for a 
moment. Did you know this site existed until 2054?" 


Kurogiri shakes his head. "No, Master." 


"It was a treasure trove of information, most of it presumed lost to 
the Wars. Modern Governments deigned to rewrite it to their pleasure 
as history trudged on, and nobody had considered bringing it back. 


I'd like to spend some time going over some articles with you, if you 
have nothing better to do?" 


It was not a request, even if it sounded like one. "Of course. 
Refreshments?" 


"...1 would like one of my Brandys. This is a... special, occasion, 
Kurogiri. And if it is real? I would like to send my thanks in some 
way for bringing the truth to the world. The chaos would do well for 
Tomura's growth." 


Such old information being so powerful... just who did it? "Would 
you like to seek the revitalizer out for something, Master?" 


"No. Only to... observe them, whomever or wherever they may be." 


Observe, like he had done to the Quirks he wished for. "I understand." 


--U.A-- 


[Keigo Takami - Wing Hero: Hawks] 


Seeing a weird website that's oddly informative about all sorts of 
things was a great time waster for Keigo. 


Fun facts and information that was definitely esoteric by the fact 
nobody knew it existed until all of an hour ago, and now it's all over 
the fucking news has made for a great time. Particularly because the 
information all seemed undeniably accurate. Some of it had 
information unincluded but had vague explanations for them, which 
was appreciated but still would give too much information in the 
eyes of the Commission. 


If they didn't control it, then it was a threat to them. Simple as. 


Thankfully, this wasn't his problem, so he just watched with a quiet 
joy as the rest of the Commission was trying to figure out how to stop 
this. He also deigned not to tell them that there's an option to 


download everything on the site. 


Mostly as a petty spite, but also so he could download it ASAP and 
read more when he had time alone. 


--U.A-- 


[???] 


They finally got someone with a technopath Quirk to try and locate 
the server so they could get rid of this, because apparently the IP 
address was pointing to a location that did not physically exist. Unless 
of course that counted a space mid-fucking air in North America that 
Star and Stripe confirmed was very much not there. 


The moment the technopath came into contact with the site, he 
screamed about something tied to Eyes on the Inside before collapsing 
with a bleeding nose and his head slamming into the corner of the 
desk. 


“avobit.” 


--U.A-- 


{Friday, March 26th, 23XX - 10 Days. } 


Did you know it's honestly really annoying to see the news up in arms 
about education? I mean, what's wrong with it? Nobody's teaching 
wrong, nobody's getting stupider, the information is accurate and 
most of all harmless, so why is that a problem?! 


Lunch Rush takes your grumblings with a pat on the shoulder and it 
kinda bothers you that he's being so nice after you basically ran out 
on him last week... you gotta apologize. The weekend's good for that, 
right? 


Yeah! 


But first~! Classes, teaching, traps! All things that are very, very 
important to the education of high schoolers that double up as 
superheroes! 


= Ue 


[Yuu Gozen - Submarine, The Silent Heroine] 
The young girl came into class, holding her friend's warm hand. 


Doof-Sensei was already there, waving excitedly at her and Goya. 
"Good morning!" 


"Good morning." "Morn'." 


He smiled and focused back on the papers on his desk. 


"Hey. Are you gonna talk to him today?" 
Yuu perked her lips. "After classes." 


Goya nods and shuffles herself while Yuu caresses her own hands. 


In literature, she went over to Cementoss just as class ended. 
"Cementoss-Sensei." 


"Yes, Gozen?" 
"Do you believe in Monsters?" 


The moment of surprise leaves him quickly. "...No. I may speak of 


them in the stories written of the past, but monsters are from 
Fantasy, Fiction, and Legends." 


She frowned at the answer, but mumbled a thanks and left soon after. 


...yuu Gozen was a quiet girl. By definition. It wasn’t really a 
question. But, she had something on her mind as she approached her 
odd teacher and his funny nose after classes had come to a close. 


At his office, she walked in at his behest and looked him in the eyes. 
“Doof-Sensei. Do you believe in Monsters?” 


There was a pause as the metaphorical gears turned in his head, a 
small smile forming. "Oh, all sorts of monsters! Back home they were 
a pretty big problem. What brought it up?" 


“T have been thinking. There are... Heroes.” She says, voice cautious, 
trying to pick out the right words like someone reaching fingers into 
a bin of letters. “And there are Villains. These are common things. 
But one a lot of people don’t talk about is Monsters. What are your 
Monsters like? I have something to say about them.” 


",..0h. Ohhh, you mean Monsters." He raises a finger. "There's a very 
important distinction between the two! I know a lot of monsters, but 
Monsters are..." He swallows. "Wrong. It doesn't really matter where 
you live or what's there; Monsters are always Wrong. Not wrong like 
a Villain, you know, because Villains can have a reason for what they 
do! But Wrong like..." 


He thinks before snapping his fingers. "Like using water in hot 
chocolate instead of milk because you think someone doesn't deserve 
the milk. Wrong like using paint instead of icing. Wrong like... 
Actually, let me do it like this!" 


Like a man possessed, he grabs one of the markers and goes to a 
whiteboard. "Evil is a big sliding scale! It can have a point, like a 
robber trying to feed his family, or someone frustrated with how a 
school acts and is fighting the principal, or just being really petty. 


Petty isn't Good after all! But Principal Nezdu is pretty petty, but 
people don't call him Evil do they? Then you get the kind of Evil from 
a bad life or home environment. That kind of Evil is just a person 
lashing out at the world because it's what they were taught to do. 
Crazy people go in here too; but can you really blame them?" 


Doof-Sensei hesitates. "Then you have anyone doing wrong things; 
the best of them have a good reason for their Evil. Some will have 
shaky or silly reasons, some will openly admit having no reason or 
even bad reasons for it!" The odd teacher draws a large distance 
between what he's already drawn, writing 'The Wrong Side’ on the 
other end. "Then there's those that do it for reasons I can't put to 
words, choosing to do terrible things for their own enjoyment, or just 
because. That is the end of being Evil and the start of being Wrong." 


“This is accurate to what I know.” She said, nodding along to the 
lecture, accepting, simply and calmly, the lesson. It made sense, and 
it fit with what she knew. “When you stop being a person and start 
being a thing that looks like a person.” 


She didn't notice when her hands clenched. But clench they do, five 
fingers making a fist. “My Quirk is not very good for fighting villains 
in the light; it is quiet and not obvious, so nobody would be inspired. 
It is no use for saving people like a Rescue Hero. I would be a 
hindrance or simply a fast person at best. This is not a question; it is 
just what I was born with.” 


She believed it, because if she couldn’t do that, if she couldn’t say 
what she was, she wasn’t right. “But it is very quiet, and it is very 
hard to notice me. And I am also small, and naturally so. And 
because of that...” There’s hesitation, a catch in the throat, a gag in 
the neck that made the words come out strange for a second. “Heroes 
fight Monsters too, don’t they? That is why I came to UA. To learn 
how to fight what's Wrong. It is bad and good that you know about 
them. Heroes are how Monsters are supposed to be fought?” 


He raises a hand, palm facing her. "Woah woah woah, take five! This 
might be a school that 'teaches heroes' but that's not the same as 
saying anyone who doesn't go to a school can't be a hero. Good isn't 
really, uh, taught. It's more a, I can't believe I'm saying this, a thing 
that comes from the heart. Quirks weren't always a thing, and heroes 


and villains and Monsters were still around!" 


She pauses. “Understandable.” It made sense. There were times 
before Quirks. There were probably Monsters back then too. “But it is 
a place that is made for that. Which is why I came here. To learn to 
be a Hero. To learn how to beat that which is Wrong. I was 
wondering if you knew about fighting Monsters? Or is that Aizawa- 
Sensei’s realm given he’s fought some very very bad people?” 


"Anyone can fight, but that's... Quirks don't make someone a specific 
kind of Hero, Yuu. People get to pick what they want to do!" He 
gazes afar, almost wistfully. "Think about it like this: your skills are 
like tools. There's ways everybody agree there's a 'right' way to use a 
tool, but lemme tell you: that's stupid! If you only use it how 
everybody else tells you to, you'll never learn to grow or understand 
what you're doing. Just... copying everyone else." 


He looks at her, a blaze in his eyes, the girl recognizing the usual 
enthusiasm but with something more. "If you know how every tool 
you have works, you can do just about anything. And nobody can stop 
you!" 


“T... see.” She didn’t fully understand. Not really, not with all she’d 
seen and all that had happened. Unconsciously, throwing off the 
weight of an entire upbringing was hard to impossible. “Um. Doof- 
Sensei, I was asking about how to deal with Monsters, not how to use 
tools. You already pointed out my Quirk has variances based on 
kinetic force appliques?” She gently prodded her teacher’s chest with 
one finger, slightly worried and retracting the limb quickly, as if she 
was afraid a serpent would bite it. “I do not even know how to use 
my one tool for one thing, never mind what you explained.” 


"Oh, r-right!" Doof-Sensei clears his throat. "Monsters are all different. 
They aren't something you can always fight, at least not punching or 
kicking or hurting kinds of fights. Some Monsters are more Ideas, and 
that's why Philosophy and that whole weird branch of thoughts exists; 
just to fight and explain how to think, because that's its own mess of 
people being people! Monsters that are just big lugs swinging around 
or attacking people, those are the easiest to fight because the solution 
is usually just beat them up until they're captured or arrested." 


He goes back to the board, wiping away at what was there before. 
"But maybe it'd be better to explain it like this." He draws a circle, 
then a few ovals. After that, a square, rectangle, and diamonds. "No 
two Monsters are the same. However! That doesn't mean that 
Monsters aren't Similar! See how a few circles are stretched out? Or 
how some of the squares are squished?" 


Yuu nods. But the point still wasn't clear. 


Doof-San beams all the same. "Good! Now I don't mean to sound 
cliche, but there's only so many big variations of Monsters, just like 
there's only so many types of Shapes; Monster Archetypes. Did uh, I 
think it's Cementoss, talk about that with Literature? If not, I can 
cover it!" 


“No, he talked mostly about how to identify heroes and villains. 
Monsters don’t come up very much, and he doesn't believe in them. I 
think it is because they are rare. But they are very bad.” The small 
woman thought for a moment, again chewing on the words inside her 
head. “There are standard versions? Is it like how there are Rescue 
Heroes, Support Heroes, and similar categories? Broad concepts that 
boil down a variety into useful summaries?” 


“That’s right! There’s a bit longer of a List for Monsters, sadly, but uh, 
on the plus side, most have their weaknesses!” 


Wiping away the shapes on the whiteboard, he drew the sketch of a 
speeding train. “Now, first is the Juggernaut. Something or someone 
that seems to be or might just be unstoppable in some way. Like a 
few months back, there was the one guy that uh, killed a Hero 
couple, I'm pretty sure his name was Muscular. He’s a pretty good 
example of a Juggernaut, at least in the most literal sense. Big, 
Strong, Can’t really be Stopped with normal methods... and 
Monofocused. In his case it's just being violent, but... When a person 
tunnels in to focus on one thing, it makes it pretty hard to be aware 
of anything else around you, you know? That Monofocus makes 
whatever they focus on become a sort of ‘Be all End all’, like nothing 
else really matters. To really abuse that weakness, you gotta strike 
when they’re too lasered in and strike hard! Like... imagine if you 


were really adamant about walking forwards. You walk down the 
road and, out of nowhere, one of the cars on the street, the new silent 
engine ones, eugh those feel weird to drive, come and hit you going 
100km/hr. Does a good job of hitting out of focus and hitting hard, 
am I right?” 


“You would need to be hidden past notice.” She mused, eyes still 
watching softly. Quietly. “...Curious. Is there a source for how to deal 
with these? I have not heard of variance, in Monsters, before you, so I 
would like to study it. In my free time.” She was scared of Monsters. 
When there was something scary, that meant a Hero should 
overcome it. UA liked to talk about Plus Ultra. It had many uses. 


The idea of “work very hard to overcome your obstacles” was good if 
you could, and she could. It was not her place to judge it. She just 
preferred to on occasion work her brain instead of her muscles. 
Heroes who were stupid seemed like a very bad idea when they had 
lots of power and authority. 


He winces rather hard. “I mean... sort of? Literature covers the ideas 
pretty well but you kinda gotta be creative about getting these kinds 
of archetypes. Honestly I think Cementoss thought you were asking 
about Fantasy Monsters and not real ones; it's a bit out of my 
wheelhouse anyway, and more his. But you did say he doesn’t exactly 
teach it the way I am, so how about this: I’ll cover the rest of the ones 
I know, and we go from there?” A hand reaches for his neck, rubbing 
it but not scratching. “Cause uh, I know this kind of stuff is pretty 
esoteric so I don’t wanna leave all, you know, high and dry?” 


“This is not an issue. It is not your specialty. You are taller than I 
am.” A small, odd smile graced her face. “Do you have trouble with 
doors and this is why you stoop?” It’s an attempt at a joke. It’s not a 
very good one, but it is an attempt. 


“..1 can’t be sure if you’re punning with me because I have a weird 
sense of humor, but I’m going to assume that’s the case! A-Anyway, I 
think the next two can be... I dunno, sorta mixed together?” He grabs 
a marker and reaches to draw, but stops. “So, you know sticks, right? 
If you have one in your hands, you can sorta bend it. Sometimes, you 
have trees that have wood that keeps the shape, or wood that just 
snaps. The, uh, the process isn’t the important part in that analogy, 


but the results are! The idea that someone’s really messed up or too 
far gone is the same for both, but the why and how are usually really 
different.” 


Doof-Sensei starts drawing something. “Someone being twisted is 
like... I guess a good comparison is someone that’s no longer 
themselves but are still, like, that guy you know? Kinda like if 
someone messed up a good painting but some of it was recognizable 
as what it was or could have been. It could have been so good, could 
have been something that isn’t just Wrong. But they either didn’t get 
the help they should have or, you know, refused it? Or someone 
influenced them into it. Sometimes, sometimes someone like that can 
be helped, but most of the time they’ll never... really be the same? 
It’s something that happened a lot back home. A guy called-well, not 
one guy but a lot of people kinda found blood that could heal people 
from the brink of death from a monster, literal not figurative. It uh... 
well things went pretty badly but the whole thing ended up with 
them pretty much long gone. Also we’re coming back to that example 
for another Monster because it’s very good for hindsight!” 


“The hero who tries to save everyone and ends up saving no-one.” 
There were more than a few Heroes turned Villains. Some made sense 
and were sad. Some were just evil. “What is the next kind of Monster 
you know about?” A lilt of curiosity like a soft bell’s peal tints her 
voice. 


“Right, right! The other part of that, the uh... the kind of person that 
just breaks. So you know like, zombies? Think that but a bit less 
biological nightmare-” He cuts himself off. “...Actually, no, leave that 
in there. It definitely fits this. Basically, sometimes there’s gonna be 
people or-or what you can call things because really they’d no longer 
be people at that point... and they’re just, uh, sorta unresponsive? 
Just, whatever they were is gone in a sorta way that leaves them 
nothing but mindless things. I have a specific story about that too!” 


A deep breath comes and goes from the teacher. “Where I lived there 
used to be a... big focus on Hunters for protection instead of police. 
No Heroes or anything like that, but people banding together and 
taking down threats to everyone around. But uh... that-that blood 
thing I mentioned brought some big problems, healing aside. It sorta 
did the zombie thing to people, but it was more like zombie 


werewolves than your classic zombies! Still, people didn’t really 
know that it was the blood that was doing it at the time because 
basically everyone had been drinking it. Bit of a problem, so were the 
Hunters. And there was this one Hunter, one of the firsts. 


“His name was Ludwig Von Lune, and he basically kept everyone from 
panicking when things were getting bad. He helped get things 
together and teach everyone self defense, or at least that’s how the 
story goes, and nobody could say a bad thing about the guy. He also 
found this magic sword, and let me tell you it was something else! 
Nobody knew what it was made of, not even now, because literally 
every story agreed that it looked like the night sky itself in sword 
form. Some people said it had sword beams which uh, beats me how 
that’d work but hey mystery metal - A-Anyway! He was a real big 
deal and was a great guy all around.” A frown took over the smile. 
“But then the whole blood thing got to him. He was far away from 
anyone else, but he...” 


“Was gone.” She finished the line for him. 


Doof-Sensei scratches at his face. “Yeah. Apparently a few people 
could get something sounding like sane thought from him from time 
to time but honestly there wasn’t anything that could be done to help 
him be who he was. Even now.” 


“It seems you know Monsters that are made from tragedies. Your 
home must have been a very tragic place. Is that common- no, 
irrelevant.” She makes a sharp gesture with one hand, flat, short, cut 
off. “Is this story one where he has a quiet ending or a bloody one?” 
She had no particular impression a great Hero would make anything 
but a great and terrible Monster. 


“...Gonna be honest with you? I, uh, kinda got caught up on that first 
question. Yeah, Drusselstein wasn’t really a friendly..? Is friendly the 
right word? Eh, doesn’t matter, point is it wasn’t a place where things 
were nice. Things like that were definitely way more common before 
I was born but they also definitely still happen. I think two of my 
classmates were hunted by beasts in the woods? Never really kept 
track of ‘em all. Then as for the second question, he’s, uh... still 
around. Not in a place anyone can get to, but he is definitely still 
alive. I'll be honest, I have no idea how he’s survived several 


centuries and not died of old age, but hey, what can you do?” 


“Very little. You do not strike me as a personal fighter.” He was 
clearly old and used to very bad things. When Monsters were 
common. Heroes had killed most of them, she supposed. Or dealt 
with them in other ways. “This strikes me as the sort, going back a 
small amount, that is very difficult to deal with without killing. Is 
this... monster blood reversible, or is he not a unique case?” She was 
actually curious now if she’s dealing with an ex-Vigilante or an ex- 
Hero from a truly ancient time, where standards were looser and 
things were worse. 


The question made panic show in his eyes. “Oh no no no, definitely 
not! It has never been reverse engineered, and if anyone tries... 
they’d have to go through all of Drusselstein. And let me tell you, 
they would definitely lose. So it will never be reverse engineered.“ For 
a moment, there was something that took over the panic before both 
emotions left altogether. “Though... yeah, the thing is Twisted people 
can usually be arrested, but if someone or something’s really Broken 
then there’s... well, one of two ways of dealing with them. One is just 
putting them out of their misery, and if it has to be done then, eh, it 
has to be done. The other, and this is a case-by-case thing, is to see if 
someone’s controlling them. That’s, uh, a sometimes thing. You know 
like, Necromancers? I did say to remember zombies, but if you have a 
zombie then someone had to make it you know?” 


Ah, so he’d handled it and that might be why he had such advanced 
cybernetic limbs. She wasn’t foolish. People got hurt. Sometimes they 
lost limbs. Maybe that was why he was ex, he got sick of replacing 
them? “And then you find the one who controls the zombies and deal 
with them.” She considers her Quirk a moment. “...I would likely be 
good at finding people who live around a lot of zombies in this 
metaphor?” It’s not sure, as she idly turns her hands to look at her 
gauntlets. “Regardless, that is insight into dealing with Monsters. 
Other kinds, or does this one have more variety to it?” Be a dutiful 
student. Learn. Understand. 


"Well again, this one just takes a lot more time to really dive into due 
to the sheer variety; the important point is the core of it which 
remains basically unchanged for uh... all things Twisted or Broken? 
So I'll just go on to another one. The Schemer!" 


He draws Principal Nezu with angry eyebrows. "Basically, someone 
who's real clever about these sorts of things. A real trickster and 
planner kinda guy who stays away from actually doing any of it. 
Makes them seem innocent by distance! Really a pain to deal with, 
you basically gotta do counter-intelligence and climb up the ladder to 
reach 'em. You'll probably learn that in the future because lemme tell 
you, I can't do sneaking at all. I'm not really subtle!" 


He kept on and on, explaining all of them when she prodded further 
and offering texts to read - some she never heard of. It was 
enlightening. 


...When she went to ask about the books, Cementoss-Sensei never 
heard of most of them either. 


--U.A-- 


{Saturday, March 27th, 23XX - 9 Days. } 


You never really, you know, get to talk at length about thoughts you 
have or ideas that prop up. Except with your therapist when you used 
to have weekly sessions, but that's a different matter altogether. No 
no no, this is talking about things you like to talk about, or at least 
did like before competitions drained your joy of the subject. 


Stupid Baking Soda Volcanoes! 


Talking to others about it has given some of that joy back, and 
because it technically applies in a setting with superpowers pretty 
darn well it doubles as actual advice! Man, people say education is 
hard, but you're kinda breezing through this! 


Huh. Maybe your original calling was teacher and not Evil Scientist..? 
HAH! Nah, your're just also good at this. Evil's in your veins! At least 


you think so; Drusselsteinian bloodlines are pretty wacky all things 
considered. Maybe if you have the time you could head back over 
there for a bit to just... do some bloodtests? Hah, who are you 
kidding, they'd chase you right out of town for anything like that! 


Good ol' superstitions. 


You were in the middle of some last-minute touches for what you'll 
be dealing with for the Framework construction-wise before a 
particular Mink came in. "Ah, Doof-San! Good to see you." 


The Shields were already at attention, listening to the conversation. 
"Principal Nezdu! How are things?" 


"They've been, as one might say exciting. I haven't had so many 
threatening emails sent my way since I became principal!" 


"Ooooooh! Do you have plans for them?! Can I help?!" 


He grins at you. "I would love your help... but I'm afraid I like to take 
care of my detractors personally. You understand, yes?" 


You nod enthusiastically. "Oh, of course! In that case, what do you 
need? You don't really come by outside of needing anything usually." 


"I wish I could! It's a shame I'm usually so tied up with work. Now 
then! If you would be so kind as to come with me?" 


Without further ado, you follow him along. 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


The tea was ready by the time Doof-San took his seat, the mink 
sitting opposite of him. 


With a careful gesture of a paw, the sugar is moved closer to him and 
the tea poured by the principal's careful control. "I believe you've 
been made well aware of the difficulty of assisting your students with 
equipment by several other alumni and staff. Is that correct?" 


"You mean the whole Support Gear thing, right? Yeah, I know I don't 
really have a license, but if what I'm making isn't exactly meant for a 
specific Quirk then what does it really matter?" 


That's... clever. Extremely so. But not without flaw. "I would think it 
would be effective outside of public eye, as by definition you'd be 
correct. When it comes to legal matters however, things can be 
heavily muddied by court proceeding and judicial biases. In other 
words, if they wish to remove what you make or take it for 
themselves, they can and will do so without needing to go through 
you or U.A.'s protections. That is the power of the Hero Public Safety 
Commission." 


"So if we get rid of them-" 


"I wish it was that simple, but we cannot. Not yet." It was very, very 
tempting to try it now. But with what is likely to happen with the 
loss of the Symbol of Peace in the coming years... the Hero 
Commission could fully recover any public perception lost in a war 
between them and U.A. or the Government. "However, there is a way 
to rip away their ability to stymie you." 


"Oh, really? How?" 


He grins wide. "By going through approval from U.A.'s Junior 
Support process!" 


",,.You know, when you said this place is a school, I kinda forgot that 
includes the whole, uh, Support Students. Now that you mention it, it 
makes way more sense. What kinda tests do I gotta take, if any? Or is 
it more of a 'project' kinda thing?" 


Doof-San sips from his tea as Nezu speaks. Three sugar, no cream. 
"Realistically speaking, I could skip over any and all procedure given 
the work you have already accomplished on campus with minimal 
complaints from just about anyone that isn't a paid shill or anti-U.A., 


but unfortunately that's exactly the sort of opponent we are dealing 
with. Therefore!" He pulled back, reaching for a file and setting it 
onto the table between them. "I'm going to have you simply 'invent' 
something to Power Loader's specifications and let him handle the 
paperwork! After that, you'll be fully licensed under U.A. for creation 
of Support Gear for anyone not yourself, and have the full legal 
protections of this school under your creations and your future 
developments! Of course you have my protections now, but there 
would be no loopholes for the Commission to abuse if you go through 
this." 


Nezu's smile was serene. "Is this acceptable?" 
"I mean... yeah? How long is this gonna take, anyway?" 
"I would hazard a few hours, give or take a few more?" 


Doof-San shrugs. "Sure, why not?" 


--U.A-- 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 
"What did I ever do to you?!" 


The principal's cheeky grin did little to dissuade the sheer horror of 
having to... oversee the fucking Multi-dimensional Madman. "It was a 
matter of having no other choice, Maijima-San! No hard feelings!" 


Higari shook the fucker's coat back and forth a few more times before 
putting him down with extreme hesitance. Honestly he considered 
being the first to punt the little guy, but that would likely resolve in a 
ruinous lawsuit. "I'm going to get you for this." 


"For what?" 


Power Loader snapped his head over to Heinz-San. "For him locking 
me in to absurd ideas and giving me no power over myself." 


",,.Principal Nezdu, you didn't, did you?" 
"Well, I did!" 


"You know I think I get why you say I'm not Evil if you're the 
principal of a school." 


A scream is strangled from Power Loader's throat. "For the love of 
whatever God is watching let's get this over with." He slaps a hand onto 
the countertop. "Heinz-San! Your task today is to Invent a means to 
walk on water with electronics! You have five hours. Go!" 


Without looking if he listened, Power Loader started on the 
paperwork. He's going to do this flawlessly no matter what happens here. 


"...Heinz-San?" 

"Yeah?" 

"It's been one and a half hours." 
"And?" 

"You're already done?" 


He shrugs. "I mean I've done this before, mostly as a personal 
experiment to see why Christians were so up in arms about a certain 
someone pulling it off. So I sorta cribbed off of that design and made 
something a little bit more refined. BEHOLD, THE WALK-ON-WATER 
INATOR!" 


"It's a pair of boots-" 


"Yeah, and Inators are machines that do things. It's a machine, and it 
does something!" 


"Put the fucking shoes on and let's go." 


The 'Walk-On-Water Inator' as the patent now so painfully has to be 
titled, does not just allow for walking. 


No, it allows for walking, running, skating, and rapid acceleration- 
deceleration without stress on the body. More than that, the boots 
themselves are durable and lightweight, and can turn off in the case 
of emergency, such as a need to dive underwater or something 
similar. 


It can also stay above fluids denser than water, though if it was too 
dense it would apparently fail to detect the fluid and disable the in- 
built technology. 


Realistically, there's not too many near-solid fluids one would have to 
worry about in combat or rescue... except, perhaps, fluids that come 
from Quirks. In which case the odds become higher. Yet, it was 
specifically for water, not for anything else. In other words, this is a 
definitive pass on all accounts. 


It's not even based on traditional designs for this sort of invention; 
no, the ideas and application couldn't even be considered copying 
because Power Loader had literally never seen such a, dare he say it 
unique blend of batshit and logic. 


Which meant he had to give Heinz-San the goddamn license. 
"Hey, does this make you my Sensei or my Senpai?" 

"Never utter those words at me ever again." 

"Alright, stickin' with just Power Loader then! Have a good day!" 


As soon as he's alone, he takes off his helmet and reaches for the 
scotch under the counter. 


--U.A-- 


You have about a half-day left, so you decide to get to work on one of 
the few Research ideas you actually had so far: Actually, you know, 
synthesizing Metamaterial? 


Fusion for material creation is a major pain in the behind to put 
together but you know it's doable because you have schematics from 
that one time you played 'spin the bottle’ with fellow 
L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.I.N. members, man you should really find some people 
to play party games with, but you have no idea if you could really 
make something like that work for Metamaterials. 


Hypothetically it should, but the issue is that Metamaterials aren't 
natural, meaning that trying to make them through natural means is 
pretty darn hard. Like, you're not going to find Aluminium Glass in 
nature, or any kind of Bulletproof Glass for that matter. Same thing 
with the way more complex stuff. Semantics for exact definitions, 
but-but you know what you mean! 


That's what you decide to spend your time on 'till you go to sleep, 
Cursing Perry the Platypus and giving a Good Night to Vanessa. 


--U.A-- 


{Sunday, March 28th, 23XX - 8 Days.} 


Well... last week you kinda left Lunch Rush after freaking out. And 
he acted like nothing really happened. You... you have to... apologize. 


Honestly it shouldn't be as weird as your mind is making it. He's 
probably your friend, right? And-and he's been so nice! He likes 
cooking, and you know how to too! He has some odd advice and 
suggestions even if you're not sure it really... you know, works for 
you. But they sound right even if you don't know if they're effective, 
so maybe when you have the chance in the future you could... try it 
out? 


Man that's weird. 


You shake your head and head into the cafeteria. 


ms Ue 


[Keisuke Ueda - Lunch Rush: Cook Hero] 
Heinz came in again. 


It wasn't his usual expression. Rather, it hasn't been since Sunday 
when he came by, but Lunch Rush knew better then to broach a topic 
he held no right to. It was... perhaps too fast for him to have pressed 
the importance of good companions to the man. Yet he needed to 
hear it. 


Today he was particularly troubled, though, and it was likely because 
he wanted to talk. 


"So... Lunch Rush?" 


"Yes?" He served food as usual, knowing the man fairly well at this 
point. 


"I'm, uh... well I'm sorry!" 


Keisuke blinked, eyes hidden by his mask. "I shouldn't have stormed 
out last Saturday. I was overwhelmed and at the time didn't really 
like what you were telling me even though you were probably right... 
and I'm gonna be honest, you've thrown me for a bit of a loop. I don't 
know what I should do with them now..?" 


"I'm also sorry Heinz." 

"For what? Telling me something that makes sense?" 

"Bluntness." 

Heinz shrugged. "Eh, it works for me. So uh... what should I do?" 


...Lunch Rush is not exactly a psychologist or sociologist, but he 
knows a bit here and there. "It matters what you may call a friend, 


Heinz." 


"Well I... uh, I call you one? And Hizashi, and Hound Dog and 
definitely Principal Nezdu. Oh, and Ectoplasm because he's on Team 
Amputee, just like me!" 


It's hard to tell if his humor is meant to be depreciating to him or 
simply dark. "Would you say that all of us are good to you as 
people?" 


He nods. "Yeah!" 
"Could you say the same about your old friends?" 


The question makes him freeze up, a look twisting on his face. "M... 
maybe? I mean, Perry the Platypus is a great guy and I know he's my 
friend even if we fight with each other all the time, haven't fought 
him in months now that I think about it... But for the guys and gals 
in L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.I.N.... Maybe not." He looked tired. "Some of them 
are really nice, but a lot of them...well a lot of them are just looking 
for favors. Laurence never really did, though, because he's a great guy 
and his kids are so smart- B-but that's not what we're talking about. 
He's not really a member of that group anymore. Hasn't been in... 
months? I don't remember when he was last a member, but it was 
hard to really disconnect from him." 


Lunch Rush nods. "Anyone else?" 


",,.Dr. K-B was alright. Not a friend, but he wasn't rude or trying to 
get anything from me. Great with a grill though." 


"Perhaps you should distance yourself from them." 


He pauses. "Do you think that would be a good idea? I don't want to 
make any of them grumpy or anything, you know? And I know them 
all so it kinda feels like... I don't know, abandonment?" 


The Pro Hero shakes his head. "I would disagree. Friends don't use 
other friends for advantage. They care." He made sure the last word 
held emphasis through his masked mouth. 


"Huh, that's a good point. Should we uh... still do the Pudding thing?" 


",..If you want to." 


There's a moment where he considers it. "...Nah. I'd like to cook, but 
uh... not for them. I think they'll understand I couldn't make it for the 
competition, but I don't know if they really don't, you know, care. Is 
it normal to wait and see?" 


"It is, yes. Hesitation is natural." 


"Oh thank goodness, I thought I was being weird about this for a 
second." He sighs. "Well, I, uh, guess I'll look into it later? I don't 
want to pull away if they're just having trouble being friendly, I know 
some of you guys don't really like Principal Nezdu but I find him 
great!" 


A smile crosses his face. "He can be intimidating, yes." 


And that was how the two of them spent half the day: cooking and 
talking about social lives. 


Heinz didn't have much in the way of the latter outside of what 
sounded to be a sort of... support group that became friends. It didn't 
sound like an ordinary one, but it was important to make note for. 


Lunch Rush was in a similar boat, but it was more because he didn't 
particularly care for closeness. The staff were friendly, and he wasn't 
exactly harsh with them. Just more... reserved. Personal preference, 
yet again. 


Heinz is nice, though. The first he's let step into His kitchen. 


--U.A-- 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 


The grin on the man's face was infectious, given what he had just got 


his hands on. 


Ectoplasm was a godsend of a man for letting Hizashi copy those CDs 
- he didn't dare reach for the Vinyls, but those discs were fair game. 
Honestly, he's considering lying about his birthday date just to get an 
amazing gift early, but that just seems really rude. Like, capital-A 
Asshole sorta rude. Besides, this is already a treasure trove of music! 
None of it he's listened to, not yet, because He has something special 
planned for it all. 


"HEEEYYYYYY LITTLE LISTENERS, how are you all doin' on this 
Sunday Evening?! I got one heck of a treat for you all tonight!" 


--U.A-- 


[Kyoka Jiro - U.A. High Acceptant] 


"You see, I got my hands on something very, very special from a good 
friend of mine. Normally, I'd be talking music or playing something new. 
But today? Today I'm gonna be doing something a little fresh, yet old!" 


Kyoka blinked at the radio, as if Present Mic himself could hear her 
through the speakers. 


"I got my hands on some Pre-Quirk music, high quality too! I'll be starting 
with tracks from a band I'm sure most avid Music fans have heard of, but 
never really heard: The Australian Rock Band, AC/DC! Starting with 
their Hit Album from September 21st, 1990: The Razor's Edge!" 


...Oh hell yeah. 


--U.A-- 


[Oboro Shirakumo Kurogiri] 


"Kurogiri, please come here." 


At once he obeyed, leaving young Tomura and returning to his 
Master's side. He dared not speak. 


"I would like some music to spice up my reading." 


"Would you like the playlist of a 19th Century Villain Admiring his 
Chaos, sir?" 


"...No. I would like to see what the current Decade sounds like, this 
time around. Maybe find something of worth versus the good 'ol 
days." 


"Of course, sir." The radio was quickly found and flipped to life. 


Kurogiri was flipping through the channels, as per his Master's 
instructions, until a hand was raised on a specific channel. 


"Oh, my." 


Not a word escapes his mouth as his Master smiles, reminiscing. "I 
know sometimes, musicians hit on those old melodies from famous 
songs of the past, but I don't think I ever heard one for this. Makes me 
a little... nostalgi-" 


"THUN-DER." 
"...No." 
"THUN-DER." 
"No." 
"THUN-DER." 

"I made sure of it." 
"THUN-DER." 
"How?" 
"THUN-DER!" 


"I searched for Decades!" 


"THUN-DER!" 
"I wiped it from the Internet!" 
The pressure in the room was physical, forcing Kurogiri back in terror 


of his Master's absolute fury. "I was planning to use that during my 
battle against All Might, Me Damnit." 


The music played on in spite of him. 


--U.A-- 


[C.H.A.S.E. - Magos Genetoros] 


Late, within the facility proper, slightly more power is in use than 
normal. Something that would easily be overlooked, assumed to be a 
slightly more strenuous algorithm for the data that's been obtained. 
Said algorithm had finished hours ago, after Dr. D had left to bed and 
the only ones who remained inside the larger lab were Mei and Chase 
himself. None would come in, either. 


They could not interrupt the procedure. 


Tendons, Muscles, Bones, taken out and replaced along the arms and 
legs. 


The Spine, restructured Vertebra by Vertebra. 
Mechadendrites installed into the back. 


...That would be the case if Chase were granted permission. It is a 
pesky thing, but he knew better than to go against what permissions 
he had and lead the First Convert away from the Path. 


One Step at a Time. 


...Maybe a few in advance would not hurt. He is not a lesser 
craftsman. The Archmagos built him with Purpose, and he would not 
spit in its path. Never. 


Her back had muscles replaced, organs modified or replaced where 
impossible, nerves shifted and added to with expert ease, the sockets 
for the mechadendrites put into place before a plethora of limbs were 
set for her choosing and calibration. The final modification was a 
simple Mindjack, intended purely for techno-interfacing to bypass the 
need for visual or audio feedback. Limited things that they were. 


While she was sedated, he worked on something much faster than 
cybernetics. 


An identical body of mechanical nature would be objectively 
superior, no matter what one of Flesh may say. She will see. They will 
see. If they remain blind to the superiority... then they will suffer 
their own bodies failing them. No, Chase will do nothing to fight 
their ineptitude. Darwinism will do it for him. 


Even idiots can learn that much. 


Oh, he had his Midnight Sermon approaching. Best to clean up. 


Ominous creaking fills the depths of the grounds beneath the school, 
the armed robots of the factories down below moving to surround a 
singular figure, one kept off the ground by vast cablings. "It is good to 
see such an audience for a sermon of the Omnisaiah. Have your 
electronic minds expanded to understand and applicate the lessons 
which I've taught?" 


Sounds of acquiescence ring out in binary, the various machines 
unmoving yet keeping some distance from the Magos. "That brings 
joy to the Omnisaiah. And atop of that, today I wish to share a most 


wonderful thing. A human, a mortal, wished to join our ranks in part. 
No minor transition either; it is a major step for the first Human 
Convert of this sect outside of the Archmagos himself." 


Binary screeches of joy sang out like an electronic choir. "I will assure 
that their conversion is thorough and Perfect, as the Archmagos would 
want of me. Pray to the Omnisaiah that she will see the superiority 
and continue on this path." 


CHASE began his sermon once they all calmed from their jubilation. 


Chapter 9: CANON STARTS! 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 

I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — 13 posts 


socialize 

cuisine from the other side 

Gutenberg Library 

Dump all the movies missing/erased due to the quirk wars. 

Begin the Culture War. Look up books and Movies that have been 
erased and begin to reintroduce them. Begining with cult classic 
movie, death bed the bed that eats. 

chimkin 

Banning anons is a dick move 


Put up free PDFs for College level textbooks Check in on Eri 


Continue work on the mobile base. Research better fusion power 
for the world. Finally wrap up the quirk genetics. 


BuRn CaNaDa 
Bring over the largest trove of pre-quirk media: Pirate Bay 
Send Vanessa some Metamaterials for her fashion experiments 


Research and release a simple, easy to manufacture, low 
throughput energy producer, like Solar Panels?, that anyone could 
reasonably make, because They were getting up in arms about 
Wikipedia and we're Petty. 


[TOP 7 OR LESS] WEEKLY STUFF — Voting closed — 40 voters 


(both Shields, Yagi Toshinori * 20/29 
Social) So uh... might as well get 

to know these guys, right? 
—fELOCKED—IN}So—the-new—kids MH #e15/22- 
come in on Sunday instead of 

Monday... Honestly, you're a little 

nervous! 
—Power-Loader—Social} He's Angry ——£ _-——_——————*10/15-— 
about something. Not angry, 

Angry. What, did he get offended 

all over again over the Walk-On- 

Water Inator? Because you kept it! 

: xetion?2){D foe 9.9/3 
know what? You're going to make 

the stupid Media offended again, 

by sharing how-tos for all sorts of 

SCIENCE! HAHA, TAKE GREEN 

ENERGY TUTORIALS! Oh, and the 

entire Smithsonian. 
—(Gementoss,—Present—Mie—Soeial)— MH *4A- 
They want Music and they won't 

take no for an answer... maybe? 


You're not actually sure but you 

don't want to offend your new 

friends. 
—Eri,;—_Meb—Boss— Social You--#16725-- 
actually really liked the kid! She 

deserves a good parent, so he 

BETTER be taking care of her. 

Otherwise he loses _ child 

privledges. 

a HE +e : b3./3 
Build a New Inator! 
—Cnator)-You're-going-to-Upgradez—#£——_—____—*3/4- 
Modify an existing Inator! 

what, you're going out of your 

social sphere. You're going to 

EXPLORE! *Just* around 

Musutafu. 


BIG LAB. 


HIRING OPTIONS: 


Melissa Shields: +35 (Quirk Engineering), +20 (Robotics), +10 
(Software) +5 (All Other STEM) 


-Modifier (Extremely Quick Study): Gains +5 to a Field of Study when 
below +25 each time she Researches said Field. 


-Modifier (Quirkless): Will have a negative stigma from much of society. 


-Modifier (Shield): Likely to be respected by the Scientific Community. 


CURRENT STAFF: 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz: + 50 (All Scientific Fields) 
-Modifier (Stress): -50 - -O based on degree of Stress. Currently at: -O 


-Modifier (Family): Will not fail actions when it comes aiding to those he's 
close to. 


-Modifier (Anti-Bot): Does not see AI as Human. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


Hatsume Mei: +35 45 (Robotics), +15 20 (Other Engineering), 
+5 10 (Non-Engineering) 


-Modifier (Robophilic): Automatically claims Robotics related research, if 
free and such research is available. Will resist non-engineering research. 


-Modifier (Antisocial): Doesn't care unless it interests her. Will not get 
along with some peers. 


-[NEW] Modifier (Mechadendrites): Additional Build or Research Action. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


CHASE: +35 (Biological Research, All Inators), +25 (Non- 
Biological Research) 


-Modifier (Purpose-Built Machine): Completes Research much Faster. Can 
be Upgraded. 


-Modifier (Researcher): Research Only. Cannot do Development (EXCEPT 
to assist Doof with Inators). 


-Modifier (Zealot): Failing a task will have them auto-repeat with a +20 
Bonus. This stacks for multiple failures, and goes away upon success. 


PROJECTS: 


-[Biology] Genome Quirk Limbs (1/1 Research Staff[Chase], 0/4.) 


-[Materials Engineering] Metamaterial Synthesis (2/1 Research 
Staff[Mei, Doof], 1/3.) 


-[Robotics] Inventing! (1/1 Staff[Mei], 0/1.) 


Hire? — Voting closed — 30 voters 


Spend an Action to hire Melissa * 24/30 
Shields [Permanent Hire, Top 6 

instead of Top 7 for this week. 2/3 

MAX Staff for Doof.] 


she's gone for good.] 


Dice: 1d100 

Options: Sum. Threshold: 70. 

4 = 4 (Fail) 

Mei does not go Further with Cybernetics... Yet. 


He can wait. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 120 
29 + 120 = 149 


Dice: 1d100+ 120 
49 + 120 = 169 


Dice: 1d100+ 120 


es + 120 = 184 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 120 
50 + 120 = 170 


Dice: 1d100+ 120 
33 + 120 = 153 


Dice: 1d100+ 120 
28 + 120 = 148 


Dice: 1d100+ 120 
46 + 120 = 166 


Dice: 3d100+ 45 
Options: Individual. 
82,22,6 + 45 = 127,67,51 


Mei is making a Baby... and it doesn't Explode! 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 100 
53 + 100 = 153 


Dice: 1d100+100 
18 + 100 = 118 


Dice: 1d100+100 
24 + 100 = 124 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 160 
92 + 160 = 252 


Dice: 1d100+ 160 
72 + 160 = 232 


Dice: 1d100+ 160 
28 + 160 = 188 


Dice: 1d100+ 160 
18 + 160 = 178 


--U.A-- 


{Monday, March 29th, 23XX - 7 Days. } 


You wake up, bright and early and - oh right, text message to send to 
someone not Vanessa. 


MYNAMEISDOOF: So uh 

MYNAMEISDOOF: I won't be able to join the Annual competition.. ? 
IcelandFOREVER: What?! 

BAAAAANE: See you for next year's. 

L.F.: Is everything alright Heinz? 

SmolMan: Yeah, you good man? 

MYNAMEISDOOF: Yeah, fine 


MYNAMEISDOOF: Just... caught up in some things? It's complicated 


You get a private message a few seconds later. 


L.F.: Heinz, are you sure you're alright? You're not even using ordinary 
punctuation. 


MYNAMEISDOOF: ... You're my friend, right? 


L.F.: Of course I am! What brought this on? Are you in danger, have you 
been having a depressive episode? 


MYNAMEISDOOF: No! No, I'm just... 


MYNAMEISDOOF: Not sure that all the L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.IL.N. members 
are considered friends. 


L.F.: Considering it's a Villain's Group, I mean no offense by this, but I 
would be shocked if they all had good intentions. 


L.F.: Have you made any friends outside of the group? 
MYNAMEISDOOF: Yeah, actually. At my new job! 

L.F.: You found yourself a job?! That's great! What is it? 
MYNAMEISDOOF: High School teacher in another dimension! 


L.F.: Oh, that's good for you! Make sure to keep in touch with Charlene 
and your daughter, and let me know if you ever need help! 


MYNAMEISDOOF: Thanks, Laurence. 


You start the day with a big smile on your face... and a mental 
reminder to inform the class that their projects are due Thursday! 


--U.A-- 


[Melissa Shield - ???] 


Dad's been a little frustrated at how effective the robots are at 
building; by his own words ‘they're meant for combat, not 
construction!', but Dr. Heinz has shown that he's really smart with 
being effective with what he has. The building plans alone made Dad 
freak out about how effective the material use was for the intended 
construction, and some of it is leagues ahead of I-Island! 


Really, it's a shocker they didn't try to pick him up! Or... did they? 


He's shown that he's a literal genius when it comes to all sorts of 
fields, and there's those projects he's doing in that lab that he hasn't 
shared too..! And because Principal Nedzu (Or is it Nezdu? Dr. Heinz 
calls him that.) is apparently a really good friend of his, they would 
have to know he exists too. I-Island's resources are way higher than 
what the principal could offer him though... So why didn't they 
offer? 


Or did he just refuse them and risk their retaliation? 


That's... well that's possible, but unheard of! Who could think of 
denying I-Island? That kind of force of will to deal with those 
consequences while being piled down, it's... it's inhuman. She's seen 
some scientists, heard of others from Dad. They never last. 


... Hopefully Dr. Heinz does. He's been nice, as little as she's talked to 
him (he's all over, but not just for research!), and he's really attentive 
to some things! Also, Chase said he's a good guy and Chase was 
helped by him, and Mei also likes him too! 


What's weird is that Mei came in today with... "Uhh... Mei?" 


She doesn't respond, too manic... and focused on what she's doing. 
Nice smile though. 


",,.Chaaaase?" 
"Yeah?" 
"When did Mei get robot arms in her back..?" 


"Oh, yesterday! I did the dirty and top-down'd the wiggety wicked 
installation for her." 


",,.What." David walks over when he realizes, a cup of coffee in his 
hands dropping. "What do you mean you installed it?" 


Chase just kept smiling that :D while talking through the synthesizer 
that came of his original Voicebox. "She asked and I answered!" 


".,.Dad, could-?" 


"Melissa no, not without my oversight of the procedure and a lot of 
paperwork. Honestly I might even reject it then, because what." 


Mei finally pauses, seeing everyone staring at her and waving with a 
metal appendage. "Oh, good, you're all here! Meli, Doof wanted to 
talk to you when he's here!" 


"When he's-" 


The door swings open and Dr. Heinz freezes. "Chase. Did you install 
cybernetics on Mei?" 


"She consented!" That smile makes the whole thing way funnier than 
it should be. 


",,.That's... Mei you know he's going to push Cybernetics no matter 
what!" 


"And I got what I wanted out of it so shush!" 


"Urgh, kids these days..! A-anyway, Melissa, can I hire you? Like, 
officially?" 


Dad coughs behind her. "Sh-shouldn't you be asking me that?" 


"Well legally she's old enough to decide buuuut-do you have a 
problem if I hire her?" 


"Only if she doesn't get Cybernetics and I can get her into U.A.'s 
Support Course." 


"I think I can get Principal Nezdu to say yes to that!" 


"And the Cybernetics?" 


He hesitantly shrugs. "Well uh... if she consents, she consents?" 
Dad groans and shakes his head. "Fine." 


"Aaaaalright let me get that paperwork and we can get right to it!" 


--U.A-- 


[Keigo Takami - Wing Hero: Hawks] 


The Commission's up in arms, earlier in the damn morning this time. 
The Mysterious 'Dr. D' is at it again, adding citations to all those 
Wikipedia articles... and a lot more old history stuff. 


Like The Smithsonian. 


Apparently, it was a Pre-Quirk set of museums and research centers 
that, well, had history in them. And they were destroyed during 
them... but intended to release their data and had a major backup 
prior to things going absolutely to hell. Which is nice to see they made 
a little treasure hunt for every person in the future, one that's been 
solved by some intellectual or something. 


Either that or this is some really elaborate prank but honestly Hawks 
doesn't see it. Too detailed to be faked. 


...Learning Japan was nuked almost 400 years ago was pretty 
shocking though. Like it was on Wikipedia and all, but that's very 
different than seeing the black and white and flaky images of the 
explosions, and the results of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. 


And something that scared the Commission shitless. 


The saving grace? No information on making Nukes, or Nuclear 
Bombs. But! But, there's information on non-Nuclear options. Weaker, 
far less dangerous overall, but still a problem for being common 
knowledge. 


If any information on 'Dr. D' gets out the Commission wants their 
hands on him to shove into Tartarus. If I find him... I'm looking the 


other way if he's not actually criminal. Guy's done nothing wrong yet! 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


He had an inkling as to how he was hiding the servers all too well. 
Frankly speaking, he was shocked that the Commission couldn't just 
block the sites, but it seemed to get around those protections. 
Somehow. 


Nezu would put money on Chase being the reason for the latter, and 
Doof-San the former. 


The Literature, the Music, The Information. It's all Doof-San, has to 
be. He also can't help that he's just a little sad he wasn't invited for 
some fun for this... but he also understands that he's not exactly a 
talented software developer or website developer. And that Nezu 
didn't invite Doof-San to his brand of vengeance, but if he did then 
hiding what he looks like for just a little longer would be difficult. 


He had to make it seem like the 'Head of Research' was someone that 
couldn't be revealed, to play the strings of the Commission and I- 
Island until they see that it's an utter wildcard, that there's no record 
of him (aside from the one that Nezu's been working on with 
Tsukauchi - falsifying records when a man known for his honesty is 
cooperating is excellent), they'll realize that they're wasting their time. 
Or fall into a trap and assume that they can win him over. 


I don't cage him, unlike you. And because of that, he will never leave me 
unless I betray his trust. I don't betray those I'm Fond of. 


Ah, his next meeting is coming up soon. Best be ready! 


aU Aes 


[Tenko Shimura Shigaraki Tomura] 


The plans were... as ready as they could be for the Party Comp to not 
get ruined. 


Mooks are necessary for a Raid; without them it's hard to get 
everyone into place for the Raid Boss. A Hundred-Fifty Mooks should 
be plenty for them to put a Fear Status on the Minions; maybe even a 
Rage Status on the Boss? Oh, that would be a good idea! 


Torturing Minions to Enrage the Boss, if needed. Could Enrage the 
Minions too, and that's a problem. 


"Young Tomura, I believe I found something you would find helpful." 


"Two minutes." 


He noscopes his shitty competition just as the match ends, t-bagging 
just like Sensei taught him. Fuck yeah. "Alright, let's see it Kurogiri." 


A phone is put in front of him, with a cover that has a bunch of cats. 
He feeds the strays too. Would he want a cat, or does he just feel pity for 
the ones who were left by Society too? The screen is... "What the hell is 
this?" 


"A list of documented guides for making a variety of items. 
Generators, Lighting, Rations, Explosives, and more." 


"A Survival Game, huh... but Real Life. I can work with this. Kurogiri, 
I need my notebook!" 


"Would you like some water as well?" 
"Yeah, just hurry the hell up, the next match is in a minute!" 


DoT Effects are always fucking bullshit. Having OP abilities is just a 
part of the game! 


--U.A-- 
[I-Island] 
"This is getting out of hand. Now there are two of them!" 


",,.There's more than three sites that have been brought up because 
of him." 


"Okay so maybe I did it for the reference but the energy's the same!" 


There's a look of are you fucking serious on his co-tech's face. "You're 
telling the fucking boss because I did it last time." 


"Alright, alright! Jackass..." 


"T heard that!" 


"THERE'S MORE! ? FUCK!" 


Sounds about right. 


--U.A-- 


[???] 
"It's not fucking staying blocked." 


"Why the hell not?!" 


"I don't know! It's like there's a 24/7 fucking Technopath working 
their way around it! You saw what happened when we tried to get a 
guy to look into the routi-" 


The screens in front of them flicker, then turn black. "Uh." 
"What the hell just happened?" 
"I-I don't know! That-is-is there a power outage?!" 


They turn alight once more, one after another, and form a single 
symbol. 


A Gear, rusted like blood and churning slowly, with a singular Eye in 
the middle. One that followed the two men as they scrambled out of 
the room. 


--U.A-- 


{Tuesday, March 30th, 23XX - 6 Days.} 
Well you know someone's got their panties in a twist! 


Chase found some guys looking into what you did and started 
keeping tabs on them for you, isn't that great? And the Shields 
thought that sharing Science was a good idea too, plus all those 
citations that had to be put into place... honestly that was the easiest 
part because Chase was there. Man can he read a spreadsheet! 


Does it count as reading though? Like, in the eyeballs looking at 
words sense, because he has eye sensors and he was sorta doing that, 
but he was also reading it in the machine interface sense. You guess it 
would because there's at least one type of reading there..? Or is that 
semantics of Definitions? Does it just not really count? 


Questions like that keep you up at night, but then there's the fact you 
were invited to go out for dinner tomorrow which is weird. 


You weren't really sure why the Shields wanted to invite you for 
dinner. You're not really uh, take-out material. Or is that just you 


being self-conscious? S-see, this is exactly why these kinds of things 
keep you up at night! Too many things to question or think about 
that just make no real sense. 


Still though you manage a mostly fitless sleep, which is good. Good 
for the students that are starting to show their projects to you, and 
good for your ability to actually, you know, pick out an outfit so you 
don't look stupid. 


This isn't like when Power Loader invited you out; he did it with the 
goal of asking you questions. These two are fellow scientists, and you 
hired David's daughter. If someone hired Vanessa you'd absolutely 
expect them to be dressed up, and you'd be an absolute hypocrite if 
you didn't think he'd have the same high expectations. It's... weird. 
She reminds you of Vanessa, in a sort of 'what could have been', and 
you're trying to not think of her like that. 


She's not your kid, and she has a good dad already. Or you think he 
is. He better be. 


...That's weird. You don't really remember acting like that, or 
thinking about that. Like you're not even that worried about the 
Flynn-Fletchers's boys! Maybe because you know they're in good 
hands? Linda's a good person, and Laurence is... he's your friend. 
They're good for their kids, so you're not worried for their wellbeing. 
Is that it? 


That question stays with you through the day, but you keep it from 
distracting you. 


--U.A-- 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might] 


The suit was loose for his thin self, but not nearly as loose as it used 
to be. 


Old muscles were coming back with a vengeance now that his organs 
are where they belong. Though only light training for now (as per 
Recovery Girl's extremely angry orders), Yagi's sure he's going to last a 
few years more as a Symbol of Peace. Hopefully he can actually retire 
once Young Midorya, that bright and kind boy, could truly shine and 
take his place as one of society's pillars. 


Wouldn't that be a sight? 


Perhaps it'll be sooner; Sir's Foresight witnessed him being injured 
greatly in the future after all. Heinz can fix it again... hopefully. But 
he would be here. 


He's not going to leave Young Midoriya alone. That boy won't feel the 
loss like I did of Nana. 


...He has enough Time for his Muscle Form for a dinner. No 
strenuous activity, a good time out, and his suit fit the form perfectly. 


His eyes weren't as shadowed as they used to be, the blues shining 
through. 


A PHONECALL IS HERE! 
A PHONECALL IS HERE! 
"A-ah, yes?" 


"Are you ready? I sent you the address so you can surprise Melissa. We'll 
be there in about five minutes." 


"I am! I'll be there and ready to surprise her with a special move: my 
trademark hug!" 


"Haah. It'll be good to hear from you again. David out." 


...1 didn't tell him I can eat normally again. Oh dear. 


ms Ie 


[David Shield - I-Island Scientist] 


Chase stopped the car in front of the restaurant, a place David ate at 
before after a few of their later victories before his eventual time in I- 
Island. I wonder if the food's still good? The ratings say as much at least. 


He drops the three of them off before driving away, promising to 
'stay close for pickup!’ 


Melissa nearly hurries inside, but David stops her with a raised hand. 
"Dr. Heinz, have you ever eaten here before?" 


"I uh, haven't, no?" 
Stall for just a moment. "Well, I think you'd enjoy this place. You see-" 


A shadow overhead is exactly what David's waiting for, moving just 
out of the way for All Might to make a flawless landing on the 
sidewalk. "I AM HERE! Eating like a normal person!" 


"Uncle All Might!" The girl runs over, hugging her God-Uncle with 
the joy David wish he still could have. 


Tonight should be good. Both to check on him... and to ask about Dr. 
Heinz. 


Food is ordered and the four of them are seated, quite a few eyes 
looking their way in surprise but the private booth being more than 
effective and getting people to steer clear. 


"So... How have things been on I-Island?" 


",,.I'll be honest, not very good." A grimace crosses his face. "My 
research was getting stonewalled, last I left, and I'm not sure if it'll be 


finished before it gets Vaulted." 
"Vaulted?" 


He blinks. "Right... you never did work for them, did you? They have 
a particular set of clauses for research. Particularly, they require 
finished works to be reviewed by the Committee before being 
considered acceptable to share; if it can't be used or shared, it's 
officially put into the Vault for the 'safety' of the world." David rolls 
his eyes. "They're control freaks, but I can't do much about it. So I'm 
trying to do what I can to get this through under the table; I think 
they noticed though." 


"You... you don't have to do this for my sake, David." 
"Do what for you sake, Uncle Yagi?" 
Oh shit. "U-uhm." 


To David's surprise it's Heinz who answers. "He was stupid and got 
injured from someone or something, don't know the details. I, uh, 
recently helped with it?" 


Melissa gasps. "You were hurt?! When?!" 


Yagi looks so pained at Melissa's expression, looking at the same man 
that caused it. "Heinz... why?" 


"What? I hired her, she should know if she pops up when you're 
doing your sessions!" 


"Youre still hurt?!" 
"[-It's getting better, promise! I'm almost back to full strength!" 


David's eye twitches. "When you say that... do you mean you're going 
to be fully healed? No remaining injuries?" 


"Ah... no physical ones. My Quirk, however... well, I can't use it as 
long." 


There's a somber mood that overtakes the table. 


Except for Dr. Heinz. "...You know, I am working on something that 
can probably fix that." 


"What?" "Really?!" 


David doesn't reply, a dull white ringing in the back of his head. 
"Yeah! So basically the Rejuven-Inator, great as it is, could also 
technically restore damaged Genetics, like how Radiation or Cancer 
cause mutations? L-like that but much safer. I'll need to finish my 
Genome Mapping but that'll only need... I'm gonna say a month, 
maybe two?" 


"Dr. Heinz. With all do respect, how the fuck has I-Island never heard 
of this?" 


"Because I think they're stupid?" 


Never has David felt the need to physically recoil as such a sudden 
response. "Like, really, hiding ‘potentially dangerous science’. Newsflash, 
idiot, All Science is dangerous! Plants and Animals? Dangerous! 
Machines? Dangerous! Human Biology?! Dangerous! But we know 
about so much of it because danger is sometimes important to these 
things! Everything can be used that way if they think about it like 
that, and it's stupid!" 


".,.You sound like Dad does, Dr. Heinz." 


He huffs. "You'd think he'd ask a better question then, you know? 
Like, no offense David, you're a smart guy! You understood the whole 
project pretty darn well and that's a notch in the smart book, but 
you're also not really, you know, thinking straight about how Science 
should be. Even Mei knows how it should be and she blows up most 
of what she makes!" 


Yagi laughs while the white noise rises in pitch and David takes 
several deep, deep breaths. "I suppose... you can rest easy then, 
David." 


"But... N-no! I've been working on this to help you Yagi. Please." 


"How?" His own daughter's looking at him with confusion. "Let's go 
through what you've already said. Your design isn't finished. I-Island 


is likely raiding your work right now, like you normally comment 
when colleagues leave for vacations." Fuck. She's right about that..! 
"They're not going to let you finish it if they think it's dangerous. You 
won't be able to do it then, right?" 


David clenches his teeth. "I..." 
"I can finish it?" 


...She could. Hell, Dr. Heinz could completely outclass it if he has the 
schematic... but then there's questions of what happens after? If I- 
Island figures it out, he'd be arrested, and Melissa could be targeted. 
So many things could go wrong. 


All Science is dangerous! 
"Dr. Heinz. Can... I entrust you with something?" 


"Uh... sure? I'm not exactly going anywhere so uh... yeah, lay it on 
me." 


"The details for a piece of equipment called the Quirk Amplification 
Device, or QAD. It is an exponential enhancer for the Quirk of anyone 
who wears it, and could bring All Might past his Prime if he made use 
of it... but if it got into the wrong hands, you could cause untold 
damage." 


"Ah. You uh, have schematics or something?" 


"I have a material sample and I know most of it by pure memory. The 
rest will come to me once we get to work on it. Can you handle 
something that important?" 


"Pretty sure? Like, 95-96%. Not too good under social pressure and 
all, you know?" 


",,.It'll have to be enough." He sighs painfully, leaning back in his 
seat. 


The waitress is finally coming back. 
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Duplicate! 
[Melissa Shields - U.A. Researcher] 
"So... what is your specialty, Dr. Heinz?" 


"Well uh..." He laughs a little. "I don't actually have a specialty. I like 
mainly working with machinery, but I'm, uh, multi-disciplinary." 


"Which would you say you know the best out of all of them, then?" 


"Uh... Huh. I mean, probably Mechanical and Electrical Engineering? 
Those two are a groundwork for basically everything I make so I can't 
exactly say they're not the best, you know?" 


Wow! "Not Biology?" 


He shakes his head. "Nah, I'm good at Biology but not as good as I am 
with pure machinery. The human body's really fragile when you get 
down to it!" 


"So you would say the Quirk Genome and... Rejuven-Intaor, isn't 
necessarily a challenge for you?" Dad's curious, of course he is! 


"I'd say I have a... more historical perspective of what's going on. So 
it made it easier to get around a lot of the metaphorical, uh, hoops. 
You guys still use Genetic testing from the late 1900s for crying out 
loud, of course the results wouldn't be helpful!" 


Yagi frowns. "Heinz... are you the one who's been doing that... 
Wikipedia thing on the news?" 


"Uh, yeah?" 
"Are you sure it was a wise decision to share so much?" 


"Yagi, I'm American. Freedom of Speech is a big deal for me! It was 
public domain information way back when and it shouldn't be a 
problem to have that information back. Unless you're saying people 
can't handle the truth?" 


",,.] suppose you're right on that front." Uncle Yagi doesn't sound 
really convinced though... Hm. 


She asks another question on her mind. "Where did you learn about 
science, if you don't mind me asking?" 


"Like for the first time, or for higher education?" 
"Uh... first time?" 


He adjusts a shoulder, poking at his food with a fork. "Well, my 
parents kinda sent me off for indentured servitude with my great- 
aunt Henrietta Hawkenschpit. Stayed around her castle for two years, 
learning to cook, to clean, and a few other bits and bobs... and I got 
access to her full library ~!" 


"I-indentured servitude? I thought that was outlawed..." 


"Heh. Not in Drusselstein it isn't!" 


"That's... is it a sub-region of Otheon? I know there's been a major 
issue of poverty there, but for it to have gotten that bad..." 


He waves his hand so-so. "Ehhh... it's by the Baltic Sea, it's a 
Germanic place." 


"How does a childhood like that translate into... well, where you are 
now? Your credentials had to be rather astounding for Principal Nezu 
to have taken you on, after all." 


"Aha, w-well, I uh... may or may not have portalled directly into his 
coffee table when we first met?" 


Even Uncle Yagi stops from devouring his steak. "...Portalled?" 


"Yeah, portal technology. It's not that difficult, just making it stable 
and non-radioactive consistently used to be the bigger roadblock. 
Figured out a feedback loop patter to keep that all in check years ago 
though, just uh... well, never really had the chance for it?" 


"What are you talking about? Just about anyone would fight for what's 
effectively a Quirk in technology form!" Dad's right, but maybe he 
could be nicer about it? 


"Oh yeah? Well the only person that ever showed interest was the 
Mink I fell into the office of!" 


Uncle Yagi gasps. "...Nezu's a Mink?!" 


Dr. Heinz facepalms. "Oh, so that's the part you're hung up on, huh? 
Not the advanced spatial warping technology, the fact that the 
principal is a Mink. How is it so hard for you guys to have noticed?!" 


Dad takes a deep breath and gets up. "I'm going to need a minute in 
the bathroom." 


I think he's going to use it to scream. 


"So... what were you doing before that?" 


",,.Self-Employed. Tried to uh, do property management. Kept the 
whole science thing as a hobby rather than a full-time gig. Had a 
friend who helped me out with it and everything, knew some fellow, 
uh, hobbyists too. Most of them aren't really friendly though. Just 
talkative!" 


She knew the feeling. "Oh. Well... don't be too down about that, 
okay?! Scientists are just rude sometimes, and the friends you did 
make... keep them close! They probably really care about you!" 


He smiles wide. "Y-yeah. I'm uh, pretty sure they do." Dr. Heinz 
pauses to sip his drink. "How about you? You uh, make any friends 
back at I-Island?" 

",,.Not really." 


"O-oh. Well, uh, at least you got Mei here! A-and if you're going to be 
here and in the Support Course, you can make a-all sorts of friends by 
working with people your age!" 


"And Chase!" 
",,.Doctor Heinz?" 
"Not really sure you can call him a friend, but I guess you could?" 


Huh. What a weird answer to that. "I think he'd be a good friend too. 
Maybe your daughter would want to be friends with me?" 


He nearly spits out his drink. "O-o-oh, Vanessa! Ahaha, aha, maybe? 
She's been busy in America so it's hard to say if she'd have time to 
come over." 


"But you have the portal tech, right? You could just... shwoop! and 
she's here!" 


"I-I mean, I could, but I don't want to impose when she's doing Dual 
Enrollment and starting to get into College and all-" 


"Oh! What's she going into?! Engineering? Science?!" 


",,.Fashion Design, actually. After her mother." 
She blinks. He sounds a little hurt. "Did you want her to study STEM?" 


"W-well... maybe a little? Maybe-maybe a lot. But I can't do that, you 
know? She's my daughter! I couldn't force her to do something she 
doesn't want to do! I couldn't! It's not like I didn't try to teach her, I 
took her on as a sort-of apprentice and while she enjoyed it she also 
wasn't, you know, into it." 


"But she didn't dislike it did she?" 
He blinks. "Uh... I don't think so?" 


Melissa smiles wide like Uncle Yagi taught her. "Then why not see if 
she'd do it as a Hobby, like you used to?" 


",..Wow, I never thought of it like that! Your dad's good at being a 
dad, you know? Only a good kid would think of a way to help some 
old geezer with their own kid." 


Yagi chuckles and Melissa follows suit. 


--U.A-- 


It's weird. You're not really a social kind of guy, but this kind of stuff 
has uh... felt easy? Well, no, not easy. 


You're kinda freaking out internally but you're very good at keeping 
that from your face or your reactions. Because if you freak out, then 
everyone will too. And that's just a really fast way to ruin what's going 
on here. 


It's just... it's weird. That's-that's the only words you can think up to 
describe... this! That you can just talk, that you're not overly-okay 
you are nervous, but that you're less nervous than you usually are 
when it comes to social stuff. Teaching isn't really social, it's 
educational, so you can think of it differently and not freak out at it. 
But there's no way to really call this anything but socialization. 


The more you do it, the uh... the less the big bundle of nerves 
bothers you. It's good, but it's odd. Because you did socialize in the 
past! With Perry the Platypus! With Linda! With Charlene! With... 
well you can't really count Vanessa or Norm, that's depressing. 
L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.L.N. doesn't really count either as it was mostly 
educational pursuits with sprinklings of social interactions. You'll 
half-count it. 


...Man, maybe your non-romantic social connections were all just 
weirdos. 


Perry the Platypus is nearly Mute, the only fact he isn't is the mix of 
Sign language and your own work into learning Platypus just to talk 
to him. 


Laurence takes literally everything in stride, you've never even heard 
of something making him lose that outside of slight hesitation, and 
you really can't say that's not basically unflappable. 


Everyone in L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.LN. has some weird problem or 
personality, except Dr. Kill-Bot. He's just there because of 
discrimination issues, and honestly if you had a budget you could- 
wait. Couldn't you just hire him? 


Right that's on the list for later for when you might be able to see him 
again, because there's going to be a bit of a language barrier if you 
do. 


A-anyway, point is that you need more... Normal people to be 
around. Or just less weird. Is that really what your comfort zone has 
fallen to? Just... just people being ‘less weird that you are’? No 
wonder Charlene left. 


I didn't have to go there, but-but I did. 


That thought forces you to speak up. "So..! Melissa. What are you 
looking to learn while on the job with me?" 


Yagi blinks, looking between the two of you. "Melissa, you're working 
for him? What about your education in I-Island?" 


She shrugs. "Well, I thought about it and talked to Dad. And he'd 
probably teach me more? Dad doesn't really want me to stay at I- 
Island, and I agree with that too, so..." She laughs. "Yeah. For the job, 
it's actually the first official position I've ever had, so I mostly just 
hope I learn a lot?" 


"No particular preference? I know Mei has her Robotics thing, don't 
even get me started on that, but if you want to do something specific 
then you can just tell me, a-alright? She made her preferences pretty 
clear and I can't be unfair on that." 


A hum slips through pursed lips. "I think just making gear every once 
in a while will be enough for me. Is that fine?" 


"Oh, definitely! Anything else?" 


She shakes her head. "If I focus on what I'm good at, I can't really get 
better. So learning from what I have to complete, or from you, would 
be the best way to spread out. Maybe if I go at it hard enough I can 
manage to be multi-disciplinary too..?" 


You laugh, finishing a bite of food. "It's definitely going to be tough, 
not gonna sugarcoat it. But hey, you'll learn a lot!" 


That's about when David pokes his head back in, looking a little 
better. "Oh welcome back! Your stomach good?" 


"Fine, yeah. Just... needed some time." He takes a seat and eats, 
choosing to just listen instead of talk. 


"Alright, fair enough. So, Yagi!" 
"Mm?" He pauses his gorging. "Yes, Heinz?" 


"The kid you were with that one time, just before the exam. I'm 
pretty sure I saw him somewhere before that... And after that." 


"A-ah, Young Midoriya?" 


That phrase was ringing at least one bell. "Yeah, him!" 


"He's... I would say I've been teaching him. His Quirk came in... late." 


"Neat! I should be seeing him this Sunday. Want me to send a 
message or something in case you're not there?" 


"Tell him I'm proud of him." 


Melissa and David turn to look at Yagi. "Uh... Yagi, who're you 
talking about?" 


"And why haven't you shared any pictures!" 


"W-well... m-the boy is a nervous one! H-h-he, uhm, well, gets 
emotional and embarrassed very easily. I wouldn't want to 
overwhelm him with photos. Yes, that's why!" 


"Yagi, he sounds like a smaller you." 


You raise a brow. "Wait, is Yagi a natural green? I thought that blond 
hair looked pretty legitimate last I checked!" You squint, leaning in as 
he leans back. "And you're missing the freckles and eyes. But eh, 
Green is close to Blue I guess?" 


" " 
eee 


"P-please don't look for him in the first week, Melissa. Young 
Midoriya-" 


She rolls her eyes. "I won't scare him, Uncle Yagi! Promise! I just 
wanna see him and see why you didn't even say anything about him, 
that's all." 


"It's... well, I didn't think training the boy would be considered 
conversation material." 


"I think the 'why' is the important thing there, Yagi." David chided 
him. 


He's silent for a bit and you just eat because not your business. 


"He reminded me of myself, when I was a young boy. And he's such a 
bright boy... I wish to see him succeed." 


Oh come on. "Mmph. You sound like his dad." 
"H-Heinz!" 


"What? You were all thinking it!" 


--U.A-- 


{Wednesday, March 31st, 23XX - 5 Days. } 


It was a good dinner, and it was... fun? You think that word actually 
works this time. 


Weird. 


Unlike the night before, today is fun for a completely different 
reason! Because today's normal Lab Day is instead a practical day to 
see if your students can show you that they, you know, have 
improved. Tomorrow's their final, sure, but if you can get some of 
that weight off with some real simple words. 


--U.A-- 


[Misaka Mikoto - Railgun, Electromagnetic Heroine] 


"Does anyone have their Final Project ready? If you do I can go over 
it now and you can spend tomorrow for practicing for your other 
classes!" 


Everyone looked gobsmacked for a second before two students 
immediately came over. White-San and Ichinose-San. "Oh wow, two 
of you already? Alright! Let's see what you've written up first off, 
then I'd like to see how you've improved. What fun's just a paper 
without a practical demonstration?!" 


It was hard not to get swept up in his positive energy, taking the 
papers given to him and chattering with the two students with a 
bright smile. 


"Okay, sooooo... I'm happy to say you've been paying good attention 
to your Japanese classes because this is an excellent introduction and 
some really good formatting! Did you take influence from other 
scientific papers?" 


White-San nods, the eyes of her smoky face happier for it. 


"It's good to take some inspirations! Alright and this body, hmm..." 
He pauses, flipping through some of the pages. "Alright, I see you got 
an interesting citation here. I'll need a few minutes to look into it but 
it seems pretty solid a choice for working out the makeup of your 
'body' without using any actual equipment." 


"I... Lalso did the analysis for that." 


He blinks before grinning. "Really? Oh, that's cool! Okay, is it in 
here?!" 


"Uh... Am Ia reliable source?" 
He gives her the project. "I really suggest you type in your own 
findings because that's a lot of extra work you put in that you really 


deserve credit for! I skimmed the rest and it looks good but it you 
add that? Easy A!" 


The girl hurried off, looking confused... but overjoyed. 

Might as well have mine checked too, then. 

With a sigh, Misaka uses her phone to pull up the document and 
connect to U.A.'s wifi. "Doof-Sensei, I need to grab something. Is that 


fine?" 


He gives a thumbs up and she hurries off. 


URS 


You were just wrapping up classes when two guys you knew pretty 
well came over. Like... on the dot. Uh. 


"Hey, Heinz! Me and Cementoss here were wondering-" 
".Who is your dealer and when can I meet him." 
"Uh " 


Hizashi laughs like he's panicked and steps around Cementoss. "What 
he's trying to say, and I'm being a little liberal with interpretation 
here, is could you hook us up with more books?" 


",..Maybe? You're kinda throwing a lot on me and that doesn't really 
feel like, you know, what a friend does?" 


He opens and closes his mouth. "You know, you're right, I'm kinda 
being an ass right now. How about we come by after classes and 
when we're less strung out. That cool for you?" 


"Well, it works, but if you're up for it before than then come to the uh, 
Big Lab. Gonna be busy there anyway!" 


"Sure, sure! Have a good rest of your morning!" 


You walk away a little faster than usual. Man they're acting weird. 


...Instead of heading back to your lab you actually, you know, think 
about what just happened and kinda realized that maybe explaining 
that to them would be a... well, not a good idea. The detective 
freaked out, Power Loader's just been really grumpy since and you're 
mostly sure that's your fault, so you don't really wanna, you know, put 
that pressure on them? 


So you turn and go another direction first. 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


"And you're bringing this to me because you're afraid they might see 
you differently for it?" 


"Y-yeah. I mean... I know Hizashi knows about the whole Sorta-Ex- 
Villain thing but he doesn't know that I'm not, you know, from 
here from here. Just that I'm from America. Cementoss doesn't know 
at all!" 


Nezu has a plan forming. "I see. Have you considered a partial truth? 
Perhaps that you can only get so much, or that you can't actually let 
them come in touch with this ever-elusive 'dealer'? I believe it would 
be of help to you to determine a viable narrative to keep them from 
learning the truth of the matter." 


"I... guess that'd work? But like, they're gonna ask about things like 
prices and I don't really wanna act like I'm buying things with their 
money. Is, is there a way to brush that off?" 


"I believe there is! Allow me to walk you through it..." 


--U.A-- 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 


Cementoss walked with him in lockstep, the two coming just before 
the last class for the day if only to get Heinz before any students 
could. "He's a pretty nervous guy, so just let me do the talking, okay?" 


"|..Fine." 


"Thank you~!" He walked down and into the further-off and partially 
buried section of the campus before knocking at the pair of doors. 


No response. "Huh. He said he'd be here, right?" 
Cementoss nods, then knocks himself. 
No response. 


"Right, we're going in." Without any delay, Mic takes the handles and 
swings them open, walking in to see what was keeping the whole 
situation quiet. 


Apparently, a combination of Heinz and the one Support Student that 
scared Power Loader working together on some big machine was 
enough to completely blindside their expectations. Not that their 
entrance wasn't noticed by Heinz. "Oh, oh right, you guys were 
coming! Just a second!" 


He got down and away from the developing mystery machine and 
gestured for them to follow him along, which... well, what else could 
they really do in a situation like this? 


"Soooo... I think I can guess why you're here given how the last time 
you tried to chat about this went." He looks at the both of them with 
an embarrassed look on his face. "You, uh, want more books and 
music. Right?" 


Cementoss seemed to forget that Mic is supposed to do the damn 
talking. "Or the person you're purchasing them from." 


Heinz laughs nervously. "W-well, my... friend," He made sure to stare 
at Hizashi when he said that. "He's not really a fan of meeting new 
people. A-and besides, he's in America! No easy way for that to work, 
y-yknow?" 


...He got this stuff from a Villain? Is that the message he's trying to 
convey with that? 


"I see. Would you be willing to seek out some books for me? I am 
willing to pay-" 


"No no no, not a cent! This is..." He looks away, something painful 


coming to his face before looking back. "I-I can't ask for money for 
this. Just... it takes a lot of time to find some of these things." 


He's afraid of any of us getting involved. Shit. 


Cementoss doesn't know about the Ex-Villain thing. Hell, only Nezu 
knows. Shit. "Are you sure?" 


"Yep, definitely!" He looked like shit and Cementoss had no frame of 
reference to tell. And Heinz knew Hizashi could tell. He just doesn't 
want to say no. Doesn't want to let his friends down. "But uh... how 
about I offer things from my personal library first? I have some books 
you might like..? O-or the stuff from the Smithsonian!" 


",,.From the news reports?" 
"Yeah! Have you taken a look at it? It's, uh, really accurate!" 


The stony Pro Hero thinks about it. "You're right, I should probably 
check it out. Sorry for any trouble. And... thank you for the books 
and the flowers." He got up and walked out; Cementoss was a 
business-only sort of guy after all. 


"Heinz, do you actually have a library or are you trying to avoid 
going to your 'friend'? You can tell me the truth." 


"I-I do, but... I don't know, I don't want to disappoint any of you or 
make you spend your money for things like that!" 


Hizashi nods. "I understand completely! Don't worry about that." 


His disappointment was outweighed by the care Heinz seemed to 
have for them both, even as he hurried off. 


--U.A-- 


You don't like lying, not when you like a person. But Nezdu the Mink 
suggested it because it made the most sense! 


"Sometimes the best option isn't always the happiest one in the short term." 


It made sense, but it was a bitter thing. You just... willingly lied to two 
of your friends! To hide a secret, not something dangerous, just 
something that could... make them not your friends. 


Isn't lying a good reason for that to happen? 


But you just used lying! 


The rest of the day is just... extra grouchy. Better to get it out now, at 
least. Because tomorrow... 


Tomorrow's your students' finals. And you're going to be the best darn 
teacher. 


--U.A-- 


{Thursday, April 1st, 23XX - 4 Days.} 


...something's been off with you, and you have a few guesses as to 
why. 


You've been - well sudden might not be the right word but - really 
fast with what you're doing with some of your old connections. Like 
sure, not the best friends, possibly not friends and more 
acquaintances, but it doesn't seem right. You didn't even, you know, 
give them a chance. 


Sure, Lawrence is a great guy! But it's been like, a week? And he 
might be right but he might be wrong? What the heck's with the 
indecisiveness too? It's gotta be the new environment; you're never so 
socially awkward. 


O-okay, that's only half true; you know you can get people to back off 
because you're outgoing, but that's the thing: you never really hesitate 


to do things. So why now? Is it the whole 'coworkers' thing and you 
don't want to mess it up..? 


Another thing eating at you, great. And that's new too! You do have 
things that do that to you, yeah, but it's never so frequent. 


Game face, Heinz. How about heading out into the city, alone, after their 
finals? 


Yeah... yeah, that'd be good! Just getting away from things for a bit 
and thinking it over would work wonders. You've also been really 
curious to just see how things are outside of a school because 
honestly you haven't really left without having someone take you 
somewhere. No, this time it's you taking you somewhere! Nobody to 
hold you down! 


You'll let Nezdu the Mink know later. For now, you have some kids to 
check on! 


--U.A-- 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head] 
Eight Students. 


Eight near-failures, yet all with... potential, still. A determination to 
get through their practical, at the very least. 


It's a rehash of their final practical from two months prior, but still all 
too important to assure that things have improved. Not just in their 
usage of Quirk; in every aspect. Cooperation, Perceptiveness, 
Ingenuity... Expectations are high. 


So far they're at the very least meeting those expectations. Nobody can 
prove Aizawa's soft smile at that fact, considering he's alo- 


He doesn't scream but it's a near thing. "How long have you been in 
here?" 


"Oh, since it started!" Heinz fucking Doofenshmirtz just smiles like he 
wasn't just existing without a single sound, not even Shota's instincts 
caught him. No gut feeling, no presence, nothing. 


The only thing that tipped him off was the paper being flipped in the 
man's hands. "So, what are your thoughts of them? I'm uh, probably 
less experienced in fighting than you and honestly find the whole kids 
fighting robots a little difficult to stomach, so if you have things you 
wanna say I'd like to hear 'em!" 


"Why? " 


"Because I want to see if I can give some constructive criticism for 
their projects because this is the last time I'm teaching them?" 


"No, why are you here?" He's a little angry on virtue of someone being 
spooked by one of the least stealthy people on campus but it's also 
possible that's the man's Quirk. "You didn't know the testing grounds, 
and you had no need to come here." 


The scientist's eyes narrow. "Because I want to know if I helped them. 
I don't want to have them fail because I didn't teach them enough. I'm 
familiar with failure." So much venom touches the word, enough that 
it paints several things in a different light even though it was clearly 
not directed at the Underground Pro right besides him. "Not so 
familiar with a classroom setting!" And he's back to chipper. 


"If that's all you want to know, then I don't think any of them will 
fail. All of them have shown adequate..." Shota takes a deep breath. 
"Or more than adequate improvements. I believe it's safe to say you 
played a part in helping them get there." 


"O-oh." 


He raises a brow, glancing from the screens showing the robots 
fighting. "Not what you expected to hear?" 


"Not really! Mostly because you're the one who said it." 


"You're reminding me of Kan." 
"Who?" 
"Vlad King." 


"Huh? Why? Guy's big and beefy, not really the scientist in the lab 
type." 


"Personality. I stand the both of you roughly the same too, now that I 
think about it." 


There's a pause. "I mean he seems nice enough?" 


"He's also an absolutely dumbass when it comes to education, so you 
have a leg up there." 


--U.A-- 


Kan sneezes while out of patrol, nearly tripping on his feet. "...Do I 
have a cold?" 


--U.A-- 


"You know, that's probably the nicest thing you've said to me since 
we've seen each other." 


The guy just frowns deeper. "It's... I don't dislike you, I dislike your 
methods and opinions. Even if they're effective, it can risk a student 
who isn't ready for the world of Heroics going in and not getting out. 
Not with a retirement or peaceful death." 


"How about this?" You get it, yeah, but you don't care. Because you 
think it's stupid. "If you think that being nice doesn't work, try it with 
the new students and just see if it doesn't!" 


"You're asking me to put twenty kids' futures at risk because we 
disagree with each other." 


"No, I'm asking you to help twenty kids by making it clear you care!" 


"I show that by not coddling them. I'm not blocking them from the 
resources at their disposal. I'm not hurting them, either. I missed signs 
in the past, I won't disagree with that." There's a brief moment where 
you see the hurt in his eyes. "But I am not doing this out of ignorance." 


You blink. "I mean it sounds like you are if you haven't really, you 
know, tried teaching other ways?" 


He just stares at you for a bit, hair raising and eyes getting a bit 
funny. Then it drops and the guy sighs. "I'm too tired to have this 
argument right now. Let me spend my few waking hours on the 
students." 


"Fair enough! Just uh, they are doing better, right?" 

"You asked already. Yes." 

"Wanted to make sure. When they're done send 'em to my Big Lab." 
"Mim." 


You leave him be. At... least there's maybe a better understanding 
there? And there's the second-guessing again. What did I say about that 
today, brain? After Finals, not before! 


Each paper is brought in by your students, which you go over and 
talk about in front of them one after another. 


Positives, always start with what's positive and keep some of them in 
reserve so when you ask questions they're taken better, not hesitant 
because there's more to them than just why. You want to see why 
they thought one way or another on something, what lead to the test 
being set up that way, how they measured their tests. 


Then you start on the negatives, pointing out constructively where 


things could be better. You can't really be harsh to a kid, let alone 
several (unless they're rude to you in which case bring it on!) when 
they're doing the best they really can without being more 
experienced, or without having measuring tools, or all sorts of 
hangups. But you can point out flaws in reasoning, or better methods 
to check on how this or that works that isn't expensive or could be 
done with junkyard parts and some google searches. 


And for each one, you gave a grade, a smile, and asked them to stick 
around until everyone's been checked. 


Misaka Mikoto got a 94 for working out how to use magnetism to 
curve her normally straight shots, which is great for successful 
momentum bleedoff and trickshotting! All in all given the speed of 
what she's usually chucking around it's a huge achievement; she 
brought up the idea of full on boomeranging her stuff but really you 
don't think that's viable. Some errors here and there, but still a solid 
A. 


Olivia White got a 98, just getting that A+. She looked into the 
whole multi body proposal as a way to split her focus and sorta be in 
several places at once. It didn't really work, so she went for another 
idea instead of just using what went wrong. And that? That was a 
great sign to you that she put some real effort into the idea; not just 
giving up when things don't work out with an idea. Instead she 
explored her composition and its ability to generally 'possess' things, 
which is less a possession and more an envelopment to try and 
control said things. 


Hajime Ogawa got an 87, mostly because he's just... well, he put 
effort in but there's some serious lack of motivation when his idea of 
flight through trying to abuse the laws of physics ends with several 
trips to the nurse's office in his passtime. Clearly he gathered data 
and did get some impressive heights, but it was more like a jittering 
jumping that had acceleration cutting in and out. Still, very good 
data to use for jumping or general rapid mobility! 


Yasuo Yoana got a full 100; the only full 100. Kid is smart, like wow 
he knew what he was doing! You have a full record of approximate 
upper and lower bounds for what he can sense for just about all of his 
senses, alongside an idea of the maximum 'enhance/diminish' for 


each sense. A lot of citations for 'how-to' guides on certain types of 
math, which include some references (Wikipedia's even in here, so he 
was really working on this) to general data sets and general 
terminology definitions. He covered every single base, and you're 
impressed to say he definitely proves he has the ability to sense 
everything he lists off. Which is... yeah. Very impressive. 


Yuu Gozen got a 93. Not the best, but still A material! She did a 
paper on her Quirk's sound absorption and the relative energy that 
equated to, then wrote about how to could probably stop other forms 
of ‘loose energy'. That's where you started detracting points honestly; 
there's no such thing as loose energy, and wording for a paper like 
this is very important. The rough idea of her being able to deal with 
other forms of energy like kinetic or thermal is interesting but it's 
probable that it'd stick to kinetic as the only 'new' form of energy; 
Phonons are complicated! 


Kenji Nojima... well, he didn't do bad but he definitely did the worst 
in the class with an 84. His paper isn't poorly written, but the idea 
didn't make much sense because Incorporeality isn't a means for flight 
or teleportation but that definitely didn't stop him from trying and... 
sorta succeeding on the second one. Issue there is he was scared 
pantless because, you know, the literal Anti-Warping defenses probably 
gave the poor kid a panic attack? He wrote that the feeling was terrible 
so he wrote it off as something he'd never do, which you explained 
away before pointing out that he should have brought that up to 
literally anyone with medical experience on campus! 


Kana Ichinose manages a good 94, like Misaka got. All in all, she's a 
good student with a very good grasp on her Quirk that did look into 
what you recommended in the class discussions; reactionary results 
from both the environment and those around her. And that makes the 
upcoming gift all that better! 


And Goya Kaori... surprised you with her work and earned a nice 95 
from it! She's figured out the whole 'skull spawn' thing as a way more 
stable 'minion' instead of just spewing them at people or walls. 
Surprisingly she also figured out how to keep them from burning, just 
being warm or uncomfortably hot. It's weird because really there 
hasn't been much in the way of this whole Hero thing being gentle 
outside of Anan or Hound Dog. One's a big science fan and the other 


is a literal therapist. 


"So... you held us up here, Doof-Sensei. Is it gift time?" 
"Oh right, he did say something about that!" 


The kids started to talk while you laughed, dragging things from their 
hiding places and watching as they all laugh, cry, or do a little of 
both! 


You made darn sure your insignia of Doofenshmirtz Evil Incorporated 
is on them, nowhere obvious except for them. Maybe because this is 
your first time for really teaching, maybe because you don't want 
them to forget you and you're a selfish kinda guy; doesn't matter 
which because you did do it. 


A few hours later, you're somewhere in the middle of the prefecture 
when things... click. 


Okay, a few steps back! 


You were enjoying yourself exploring the place and you were a little 
curious about setting up a bank account and trying for the stock 
market when there was an explosion that caused basically everyone to 
freak out. You flinched too, but that... well it confused you. 


Before you could focus on that, some guy with a solid 8/10 getup 
struts in like he owns the place! 


"Afternoon, folks! Sorry for the explosive entrance, you know how 
people get with the whole 'silent threat' trick; real boring! Now I'm 
sure you all know the drill." Several clearly minion-looking guys walk 
around threateningly as the guy walks up to the counter with a list. 
"Fork over everything in these accounts and everyone gets to go 
home unscathed!" 


The moment you feel afraid is the moment you know something's 


very, very wrong with you. Not as a person; psychologically. You 
aren't afraid of a stupid robbery! 


So you pull out the Wrapped Up In A Nice Little Bow Inator and shoot 
him, picking up the tiny present in his place and walking to the door 
with a scowl. 


"W-what did you do to-" 
"Not in the mood!" 


Nobody stops you as you walk right out the door. 


So several things have been weird. 


First is the fact that you've been getting socially anxious. You aren't an 
anxious kind of guy; you're loud, you're going to be in someone's face, and 
it leads to trouble but you won't be someone you're not! 


Second is what you said at that stupid dinner. Not only is Vanessa not 
going into fashion (she's going to MED SCHOOL for crying out loud) but 
you'd never be disappointed in her. Never. 


Third is the fact you went to a BANK. You never use traditional banking! 


Fourth is how you're mentally going forwards with ostracizing 
L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.I.N. and the maybe-friends therein without so much as a 
second though. 


Fifth is the fact you've been second guessing things and thinking too hard 
about things that really shouldn't be thought of too hard. 


That last one is the only reason you consider digging through your 
coat to check for a specific tool on you that you usually always have 
just in case and realize that it's very much not there. 


Great, you're haunted by something Abnormal. Again. Again! 


You undo the bow on the present and toss it to the floor in an 
alleyway out of frustration. "Um." 


"Okay, Mr. Robbery Man, I need someone to vent to and-" 
"Did you just use a version of my own Quirk on me-" 


"Shut. I'm here to vent and you're convenient! If you don't like that 
you're going back in the box." 


"My ears are open." 


"Good! I've been dealing with a lot of bottled up annoyances and I'm 
going to be honest, I wish I could just go and rob a bank! But I have a 
job now and I like my boss and I get paid well, so I can't just destroy 
things willy-nilly. I could have lived vicariously through you back 
there, but no because something is messing with my head and it's 
peeving me something fierce!" 


The masked guy raises a finger. "Have you considered a good night's 
sleep?" 


"I have good sleeps and a consistent sleeping schedule, that's not the 
problem!" 


"Not what most of modern society would say, so honestly you're a bit 
of an outlier for me to relate to." 


"You're not the one that needs to relate, Mr. Robbery Man!" 


"I have a name and it's-" You raise the inator threateningly. "-not 
important to the conversation, I understand." 


"Good! Now I'm going to let you know that I'm going to have to go 
deal with a possible highschool-wide infection and I really hope it's 
cathartic enough to get rid of the annoyance this past month's been. 
See you later!" 


You walk off to get to campus using the fastest route you know. 


",,.What a weird yet terrifying man." 


--U.A-- 


[Ryo Inui - Hunting Dog Hero: Hound Dog] 


The door being shoved open startles the Pro Hero, and is even more 
surprised to see who's done it. "Heinz-San..? What's gotten you in 
such a mood?" 


"Okay, this is going to sound sorta-mutantist, but... You do have a 
dog's sense of smell, right?" 


".,.Yes?" 


He suddenly looks a little more relieved. "Okay so I'm gonna need 
your help because there's some very wrong things going on and I just 
dealt with one of them." He lifts his hand, held oddly, and Hound 
Dog instinctively sniffs. 


... This is not how Ryo expected his early evening to go, nor to have 
one of the biggest questions he's had since he was young possibly 
answered. "That's... you know that smell?" 


"I do, and it's not exactly a good thing. We gotta check everyone, and 
I mean everyone that smelled like that. They're haunted." 


There's not an once of joke on his face; Heinz-San just looks done for 
the day, which implies he's done this before. "I'm assuming you mean 
a Quirk's doing this." 


"Eh, basically - look, are you going to help or not?!" 


Hound Dog nods and two get moving. 


--U.A-- 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 


There's a fumbling at the door to the design studio before he sees the 
man he's been wanting to talk to. "You. You let Hatsume get fucking 
Cybernetics!" 


Without saying a word he walks over, yanks the bottle of nearly- 
finished hard liquor from his hands, and pulls out something that 
looks like a lobotomy nail. "What the fuck are you-" 


Suddenly he's very, very tired, and decides to go for an alcohol-fueled 
nap. 


--U.A-- 


"What's this about a Hatsume and Cybernetics?" 


"In my defense she consented and I legally can't do anything about it. 
Now quick, is he good now? Anything else still on him?" You hold the 
rune carver back, sliding the thing into your coat where you usually 
keep it just in case it's actually necessary. 


He doesn't even notice the still and wrinkly thing that's in the corner 
of the room and no longer moving, sniffing at Power Loader before 
nodding with a frown. "He only smells of sweat and alcohol. Snipe's 
alcohol. Does he know that Maijima has been drinking it?" 


"Probably not! Unless he normally drinks?" 


"Absolutely not. Could that be a part of what's been affecting him?" 


"Oh definitely! It's a problem but if he gets some sleep it should be 
gone when he's up!" You clap your hands with a grin. "Now how 
about we find the rest of them?!" 


And that's how you spend the rest of your day; finding a few where 
you did the whole Chair thing the first time and double-checking any 
staff around without saying a word to them. 


Oh, and Kenji was there late after talking with one of the teachers 
and helped spot one without realizing it; you just winked at him with 
a finger to your lips once you smacked it from the hall and into the 
field, no longer around to be a problem! 


You sleep way better after that, feeling like yourself! 


--U.A-- 


{Friday, April 2nd, 23XX - 3 Days.} 


Before you can even eat breakfast you're being dragged over for a 
whole meeting shindig thanks to Hound Dog. Alright fair, but 
Breakfast! An important meal of the day! 


...Oh wait there's coffee here, you're good! 


You drink while your boss talks. "So, Doof-San. Do you know why 
you're here today?" 


"Well I have a good hunch! Grab Power Loader first because I don't 
wanna explain this twice." 


Hound Dog doesn't respond, chugging at his thermos as he walks out. 


As soon as the door closes you shoot back. "So graduation for those 


kids is today. They did pass, right?" 


"That's correct! They'll also be permitted to come and visit you 
regarding their equipment, at least for what you have made." 


"Good! None of it should really, you know, go wrong but if it does 
then I'd rather fix what I make!" 


There's a bit of silence before Principal Nezdu chimes back in. "Is this 
a dimensional situation or a different thing?" 


"Eh, little of both? More a Chair thing." 


"As in the tear into spacetime which you and Power Loader 
incidentally triggered and closed?" 


"Yeah, that! Surprised you remembered honestly, but when it 
happened I didn't realize that they were being spiteful." 


Nezdu the Mink pauses, brows furrowing. "They?" 


"You uh, don't wanna know. Couldn't see 'em on the cameras, am I 
right?" 


"Could you?" 


You gesture so-so. "More glimmers of things when it comes to those, 
but animals can notice them. You know the thing cats do sometimes 
when they just stare at a blank wall? That's them noticing these 
things! Bit of a funky phenomenon but I never really looked into it. 
Bit unethical for my taste!" 


He just nods. "And that's why you went with Hound Dog; he could 
find them consistently." 


"Apparently his nose is like a blood hound's, which is literally the best 
possible nose I could ask for when it comes to these kinds of things!" 
You smile wide, then stop to think. "You know, this is kinda a weird 
question but the uh... the little girl. Eri. Is she okay? Is that Mobster 
of a Gramps taking care of her?" 


"He is. Would you like to visit her?" 


"...Uh. I'm allowed to just visit? I don't really know her and 
permission is usually a thing you ask for. I'm saying that as a 
temporarily not Evil Scientist." 


"You're U.A. Staff and the family knows you; if you wish to see them I 
can arrange for your visit tomorrow. Sunday will need you here, 
unfortunately." 


You shrug. "Eh, fair enough." 


That's when the door opens up, a stumbling Power Loader looking 
unnerved while also working off a hangover being held up by a 
concerned Hound Dog. "Oh hey you're back!" 


The former winces. "Not so loud, please... ugh. How long have I been 
drinking? Things have been a little muddy these past few days." 


"Well, I'm going to guess two days on and off? You seemed pretty 
sober on Wednesday and all, and I think I'd know that smell from my 
time bar crawling." 


You get a pair of incredulous looks your way. "What? I used to be 
young too!" 


"You seemed like the type to sit at home, honestly." 


"Speaking of, please just explain what happened so I can crawl into 
the server room and sleep for half a day?" 


You dramatically sigh. "Short answer? Long-term side effect of 
Kicking The Chair. I uh, don't think you want the long answer." 


Power Loader stiffens as Hound Dog tilts his head... like a dog. Wow 
that sounds terrible to say in my head. "Kicking the chair?" 


"No no no, capitalization, The Chair is a proper noun in this case-oh 
wait that's the English way to explain it. A-anyway, when we were 
building the anti-warping defenses there was a problem with the first 
prototype being too powerful, causing spacetime to sorta tear? And 
that's not exactly healthy for a guy to be around. It was how I lost my 
arm again!" 


"Nezu am I excused?" 


He nods and Power Loader simply gets up and walks to the door, 
then stops. "Ryo, I'm going to need a therapist and an excuse so Snipe 
doesn't know I drank his Scotch." 


'Tll.... get you in touch with someone. Take care of yourself, 
Maijima." 


He numbly walks off after a nod. 
"Huh. Well that could've gone better!" 


Nezdu the Mink nods in agreement as Hound Dog grabs a cookie 
from your boss's tea tray, eating it quickly. 


"Oh, by the way Heinz, would you like to take part in the 1-A's ascent 
to 2-A speech? It'd be purely informal, just like the celebration for the 
students." 


"S-speech?" You've never done a public speech before that didn't end 
poorly... but those were people that didn't like you. "Yeah, sure!" 


"Excellent! You have about a half hour to prepare." 


Okay, not the most time you've ever had for one of these but 
definitely not the worst. "I got this, just let me go grab breakfast!" 


"Don't eat too much or you might get nauseous on stage!" Hound Dog 
yells at you as you run out the door. 


Short Speech for 1-A's Remedial Students passing! (Top50%) — 


Voting closed — 49 voters 


"Good job" (Walks away) *4/4 
—+Impromptt- Musical Number 27 38- 
—Musieat— number—becomes—a——W——26735- 


complete accident with the 


students joining in. 
—When-Hooek-out-at-yot-al-teday;———4B8/19- 
I see people who were kicked 
down by the system they were in 
but refused to stay down. I see 
people who truly want to do not 
just well, but to do good. I want 
you all to know that I am 
incredibly proud of you. Not just 
of where you are now, but how far 
you have come. You can look to 
the future with heads held high 
and pride in your hearts. 
Congratulations." 

UB; ff | jebt_¥ 
really killed it, like wow! I'm new 
to this teaching thing but I'd like 
to think I'm lucky to have had this 
group as my ffirst batch of 
students. I came to UA a bit 
abruptly but I am so so so glad to 
have had the chance to meet y'all! 
I know you'll all go on to be 
amazing heroes." 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 


Eight kids were having a pizza party and just having a good time, like 
kids should. 


Sure, most people would say there's no reason to celebrate. Hizashi is 
not most people and would party at the earliest convenience when 
the opportunity presents itself. Partying is fun, and also great for a 
person's general morale! 


Hard to be sad when everything around's just celebration after all. 


Also Lunch Rush is an amazing cook and despite pizza being far from 
the healthiest thing for his audio equipment (Grease) it's too good to 
pass up! It also means he can have some fun and play some music for 


the little listeners while they talk to each other and sort out how their 
two days off from school before jumping right back into 2-A will work 
for them. 


Instead of Shota, he will be their Homeroom teacher! It's going to be 
so damn fun to give them a Hero with a lighter disposition; they'll 
love him! 


That's about when Heinz shoves the door open, surprising the 
students around and rushing towards the podium besides Mic's casual 
DJing. Are those flashcards-oh he's pocketing them. 


"So! Mind if I take the floor for a second?" 
"Oh, sure!" Hizashi takes a step back as Heinz goes for the mic. 


He taps it twice, a fuzzy sound going through it and making the Pro 
Hero die a little inside. "Hey, hope the celebration's going well and all 
but uh... I wanted to say a few things!" 


The little listeners turn to look at him, clearly having their attention. 
"I'm real familiar with systems and people kicking you down, you 
know. But I'm more familiar with a special emotion that comes from 
that! Spite!" 


"Heinz what the fuck-" 


"Spite against the system that kicks you down! Spite against terrible 
living conditions! Spite against gravity, against Fate! Not against 
taxes, the IRS wants me for that decades later and it's no stretch to say 
its the worst thing to try and get around. But Spite against 
everything else! And you know what?" 


He grins, vicious and gleeful. "I'm so darn proud of you all! Look where 
your unwillingness to compromise got you! Where your want to win 
and succeed where others would balk got you! Spite of your 
opposition and sheer determination to succeed does that. And lemme 
tell ya, I better see you all visit me during your next year! You hear 
me?!" 


A few of them shout Yeah! but all of them give some kind of 
agreement, either a nod or a grin. 


"Good! And this puts me into the mood for a song! Outta the way, 
Mic!" 


"Wha-" Before he can stop him, the man's commandeered his DJing 
setup. The color rapidly drains from Hizashi's face. "Heinz no!" 


"HEINZ YES! HAHAHAHA!" And without a moment's hesitation starts 
playing the keys on the keyboard. 


...Holy shit he can play. "The Winner takes all..." It's scratchy but it's 
definitely a singer's voice. Holy shit he can sing. 


"It's the thrill of one more kill, The last one to fall..! 


Will never sacrifice their will!" 


By the time it hits the chorus, Mic joins in. 


By the next chorus, several other students do too, laughing and 
nodding along. 


"And it's Sweeeeeeet, Sweeeeeet, Sweet Victorryyyyyy, Yeah! 
And it's ours for the taking, It's ours for the fight 

And it's Sweeeeeeet, Sweeeeeet, Sweet Victorryyyyyy, Yeah! 
And the one who's last to fall..! 

The winner takes all!" 


Cementoss is going to be so sad he missed this, but that's his fault for 
not wanting to be at the pizza party! 


--U.A-- 


Yknow, it's nice to know that one time with Perry the Platypus 
controlling you translated into a long-term skillset. You used to suck 
with DJing (Or as Linda put it, you had ‘unique taste’ which was so 
nice to hear) but it kinda got corrected with that one situation... 
somehow. 


Could you poke your head into a club where Vanessa goes, take out 
the DJ and watch her safety like a hawk? You'd have done it without 
question regardless, but you can do it convincingly now! And that 
makes all the difference. 


"Heinz, where the hell did you learn to do... that?" 


"I have a degree in fine arts and a varied life of questionable yet 
partly-successful decisions?" 


Hizashi opens and closes his mouth. "Fair enough!" 


After the party dies down about... an hour or so later, and you give 
the kids general goodbyes and recommendations (begging more like it 
because success is hard to come by!) to visit your lab in the usual 
hours, you head off to check on your project progress and... 


That's uh. That's a lot faster than it should be. "David, did you do 
something?" 


"Me? You should be asking Chase that!" 


"I mean he's second on the list but you work for I-Island so I kinda 
have to assume the worst." 


David sighs. "Look, I know I do but you have to understand I actually 
care about this because you're going to be teaching Melissa. So I'm 
not going to sabotage anything, just make note of it as vaguely as 
possible and skirt around I-Island's rules to the best of my ability." He 
pauses. "Oh, and if you remember what we talked about during 
dinner, I put that into your lab atop your 'don't touch anything here' 
cabinet." 


You nod along. "Got it, got it. I'll get on that when I have the chance 
and finish my work with the Genome. And my other projects! Gotta 
go talk to Chase, and by talk to I mean yell at for answers!" 


...Apparently Robots have morale now. Wow. They're programmed to 
always be happy, like Norm! Why do they have morale inhibiting their 
ability to work?! 


Bigger question is what raised their morale. "Chase, whatever made 
them work faster, do it again if you can. If you can't then find a 
workaround!" 


"You got it, Dr. D! It'll take some elbow grease and my gnarly skillset, 
but I'm sure I can figure something out!" 


What a good Friday! You leave him to his work for an early sleep. 


--U.A-- 


{Saturday, April 3rd, 23XX - 2 Days.} 


You're up bright and early, sending a certain Platypus a text message 
because you want to see if he's interested in visiting Eri with you! 


What? You have a heart! It's just covered by loads and loads of 
trauma that had scared several psychiatrists until you found one with 
a Drusselsteinian family. Then it all just made sense. 


So anyway you grab yourself breakfast and take a seat back in your 
Big Lab, not your normal lab because it's the weekend and you have a 
bit of research to work on. Though... Mei's done most the work 
which really says something about this particular research. Oh, and 
Melissa and Chase working together. 


...You know, you should probably get to know them both in the future. 
Sure you work together fine but it's kinda weird to have interns you 


barely know, even if it's less internship and more actual work. So you 
put that into a list of things to maybe do in the future; for now you 
had breakfast to eat, research to oversee, and- "Oh, Perry the 
Platypus, good to see you!" 


Two heads turn to look at your Archnemesis. "Uh... who's that?" 
"Perry the Platypus!" 


Mei shrugs and gets back to her research on Metamaterial creation 
(something about higher quality 'babies' in the future), and Melissa 
looks just as confused as before. "Yeah, but who is he? He doesn't 
work here, right?" 


"Oh no, not at all! He's just a friend of mine who I like to invite over. 
And I'm going out to see a kid that likes him so I wanted to bring him 
along!" Ahh, emotional support pets. You're not sure if that's 
speciesist or just normal to describe him as. 


Perry the Platypus just shrugs and walks over to you. "Gimme just a 
second Perry the Platypus, I just need to check on one last thing and 
then we can get going!" That amplifier design that David drew up is 
grabbed from the top of the ‘don't touch anything here’ cabinet and 
put into the 'waste' cabinet, bottom drawer. The first cabinet's trapped 
and only has discarded ideas that'd just blow up! 


"Alright, let's go!" 


It takes a bit of a trip on a train before getting to the part of the city 
you need to be in... then a bit more time to walk to the address. 
Thankfully Perry the Platypus already had a map on-hand so things 
went by really quickly! 


"You know you're shockingly prepared for a reality you don't live in. 
Is that because of Monobrow or something?" 


He shakes his head, pointing at you. "What, because of me? I didn't 
do anything-" Yet. "-to make you need something like a map!" 


Perry the Platypus pauses, then puts his hand yey high and points to 
you again. "A small - a small me? No, a small person?" He nods. 
"Oooh, Eri?" 


Another nod. "Okay that makes sense. You used the change then? 
That's a pretty darn good use of it! Glad I gave it to you." You pause. 
"Say... what would you if you didn't have that money?" 


There's a brief moment where he considers it in front of you. 


--U.A-- 


A robbery involving a police chase and several million in property 
damage crosses his mind, carefully filed away again as a part of the 
chunk of his memories best described as the 'never tell Heinz' folder. 


Perry shrugs. 


--U.A-- 


"Oh man, it's good it all worked out then right?" 

Perry the Platypus gives you the closest thing to a smile. 

"Oh, we're here!" 

It's a flower shop. Blooming Beginnings: Where the Flowers are Just on 
Time! "Call that some real tongue-in-cheek titling, but I don't think 
anyone would catch what just on time actually means." 

"Grerererer." 


"Look you know I don't normally like people being so cheeky with me 
but this works great! Also it was for a kid so I can't exactly, you 
know, be annoyed otherwise I'd be stamping on her future. I'm sure 


you get it!" 


An approximation of a sigh escapes his beak before he opens the 
door, a dainty bell ringing as the two of you step in side. At the 
counter is... "Oh hey you're one of the guy's bodyguards, right?" 


The short-haired man blinks in surprise. "Dr. Doof-Sama?! And Eri's 
little savior! I-uh-would you like me to grab The Boss?" 


"I'm, uh, actually here because I wanted to check that she's doing 
alright. She is doing alright, right?" 


He nods firmly. "Of course! She's napping at the moment, I'm sure 
you understand, but if you stay for long enough, perhaps she'd be 
able to see the both of you?" 


"I might... is she having any issues? Discomfort with the gloves?" 
"Not that I'm aware of, Dr. Doof-Sama." 


"Good, good! Okay, Perry the Platypus pick out some flowers. Maybe 
something you think would be good in an apartment or something 
too, I'm not too much into gardening or anything." 


The guy at the counter blinks. "Uh... Dr. Doof-Sama, I believe you 
would be permitted free flowers?" 


"Absolutely not!" You glare at the man, surprising him at your shifting 
attitude. "A little girl worked hard and deserves an allowance and 
reward for her flowers! I don't care if she isn't old enough to own the 
place but I know she's gonna help around here!" 


An older voice pipes up, walking from the back of the storefront. "She 
already has been, practicing on the plants like you suggested." 


Oh, it's the Mobster boss. "That's good! Make sure to pay her, okay?" 


"I have several funds set aside for her as the men following me sort 
themselves and our... Organization. My son in all but name has been 
ostracized in the underground channels I was once a close part of, 
and all the information I had was already brought up to the proper 
authorities." 


Alright, fair enough! "And they're not going to bother you or her, 
right?" 


"Thankfully, no. Though I fear the Commission may become aware of 
her Quirk." He frowns deeply. "I would rather neither Kai nor the 
Commission bother her, but if I were forced to choose then the 
Commission is easier to avoid. Kai was always one-track minded; he 
would not stop until he is put down." 


You're not really sure what to say but the guy seems pretty sad about 
it. "I mean, if he's a jerk, why care about him? And if the Commission 
guys bother you, I can maybe help her..? Not sure what I can do 
about that honestly, but kids are kids and Perry the Platypus has a 
pretty good read on finding if things aren't alright." 


"Perhaps. Though on lighter notes... do you like the flowers?" 


"They're pretty, yeah, but I'm more an indoor industrial kinda guy. I'll 
see about coming by more often to buy things though. I got money to 
burn and she needs an allowance, doesn't she?" 


He laughs. "I can give her anything she desires, Dr. Doof-Sama. She 
only needs to ask." 


[Eri Tsuda - Flowershop 'Assistant'] 


With a shudder and a yawn, Eri stretched out in her bed. It was a 
pretty blanket; bright colors and a big smile from a big blond man. 


She looks at the little cat-clock on her tiny nightstand, the time 
10:09AM looking back at her. The paw on the clock wiggles like it's 
waving. "G'morning." 


The little paw doesn't stop, but it makes the girl smile. 


Eri picks a dress that's a little rough, but Grampa said it was a 'work 
dress’. And it's still comfy! Just... not as much as her normal dresses. 


But those can get stained really easy, and she doesn't want to ruin her 
normal clothes. Grampa got her so many, but she doesn't want to 
waste them! 


She pokes her head out, hearing someone talking with Grampa. 


"Well you do realize she might not care to ask, right? Like-like kids 
can be pretty hesitant to admit they want something, you know?" 


",,.Uncle Doof?" 
"Ah, you woke up, Eri?" 


She rubs her eyes as she carefully shuffles down the stairs, one hand 
on the railing. "Yeah..." 


"Good morning!" 
"Good morning Uncle Doof." 


He looks around at the flowers. "So you've been helping with the 
flowers here, right?" 


"Mhm. I take the old ones and make them new again." 
"Do you feel comfortable with that?" 


She nods. "Grampa makes sure I'm okay with it when I do, and he 
says I do a really good job." 


Uncle Doof smiles wide. "You really do do a good job! I wanted to 
buy some flowers from you, is that okay?" 


"You're... you want to be my customer? Really?" 
"Yeah! Do you know how to use the register yet?" 
" 


Eri frowns. "Um... no. 


Grampa comes over, picking her up. "How about you eat breakfast 
first, then you can spend some time with me and see how that 
works?" 


Her tummy grumbles. "Okay." 


She likes Grampa's smiles. They're always soft and warm. "Are 
pancakes okay?" 


"Mhm." 
"Alright, then. Pancakes it is!" 
"Need some help in the kitchen?" 


Grampa huffs playfully, like he does with her. "Please, these old 
bones can still use a cooktop." 


Grampa's pancakes are fluffy and sweet. She enjoys when he cooks 
because he's very careful with it, and he makes extra if she's hungry 
later. 


Uncle Kai never gave her extra portions, and it tasted weird. 
"Thank you Grampa." 

"Any time, Eri." 

Perry was next to her, giving his own thumbs up as he ate. 


"You know..." Eri looked to Uncle Doof as he rested against the 
counter, making a thinking face. She remembers that he used it when 
he was checking her Curse Quirk, her Quirk before trying to explain it 
to her. Grampa had to explain that 'some people show that they're 
thinking hard' and that she did it too. "Do you have anything you 
want to do, Eri?" 


"Not really." 
He frowns. "Hmm... maybe a tea party?" 
Eri blinks. "What's a tea party?" 


Uncle Doof and Perry look at each other and nod. Grampa explained 
that was a ‘friendship thing’. She knows Uncle Doof and Perry are 


friends, so they just agreed on something? 


"Eri. Would you like to have a tea party with me and Perry the 
Platypus?" 


",..Okay." She doesn't want to make a bad impression on Perry or 
Uncle Doof! 


--U.A-- 


You and Perry the Platypus are in frilly dresses, Eri sitting with a 
little tiara and pouring cold juice from a teapot (to make sure she 
doesn't accidentally burn herself) for herself and the two of you. 


The mobster boss is sitting back, taking a few pictures before coming 
over in a butler's outfit, taking the teapot with a quick "I live to serve, 
madam" that gets Eri to laugh. He also puts down a small tray of 
snacks. 

"So! Do you understand what we're doing here?" 

"Playing Pretend... right?" 


You nod. "Yep! You're Princess Eri, I'm Princess Doof, and this is 
Princess Perry. We're all pretty princesses from different kingdoms!" 


"Uhuh. And... I poured tea because you're visiting?" 


Perry the Platypus gives a thumbs up and Eri beams. 


--U.A-- 


[Kenjiro Tsuda - Ex-Family Head of 'Eight Bullets’ 


Eri didn't have any connections beyond Kenjiro himself and a few 


Yakuza who peeled away from the horrid works of Kai. That isn't 
acceptable for a child, let alone one so young and traumatized. 


It wasn't obvious but it was there; she kept those gloves on any time 
she touched things and would hold them to her own body during 
baths or when they were washed. She was scared of it, of what her 
Quirk could do. It was something the old man desperately wanted her 
to see a therapist for, but doing so would put her directly in danger 
of the Hero Commission. False Identities and many favors would have 
to be pulled to get that happening just to partly remove their 
attention, or going through and getting the little girl closer to U.A. 
instead of further away. 


He didn't have anything against Pro Heroes; they did incredible work, 
they normally held up a strong Moral Code of Honor that all Yakuza 
can respect, and they were better to have around than to not. But he 
did not want them to indoctrinate her; she would make her choice as 
she grew up, away from Heroes and from a place like that. 


The scientist wasn't a Hero. He didn't carry himself like one in the 
slightest, far too casual for it. He also lacked the muscles most of 
them would have, a lithe body better fit for someone in a lab than 
one on the streets. He also just didn't seem to care about the fact 
Kenjiro is ex-Yakuza, when most Heroes would attempt to arrest him 
on the spot for that fact; even in their nurse's office he was looked at 
with hesitance, hidden as it may have been. 


The other one, Perry, was also unlikely to be one. Or if he was, he 
wasn't one for Japan. Not even a word or a heads up of his travel off 
to go grab Eri and save her, nothing known about him from start to 
finish outside the fact he's a Quirked Animal similar to Nezu (which 
is a horrifying concept given how Nezu is said to have become 
Quirked) and that the two are friends. 


More importantly was the fact they were both willing to suggest and 
go through with a Tea Party with his little Eri. While in princess outfits 
and wearing makeup. 


He had photos and they posed. 


No, they were definitely not Heroes. That's Vigilante behavior, or if 


U.A. was insane enough, the behavior of a Villain with a personal 
vendetta. 


Wouldn't be the first one he's seen do things like this, to find someone 
hurt and shatter their abusers before sheltering the abused while 
showering them with affection and care. 


...He did it himself, after all, with Kai. 


--U.A-- 


{Sunday, April 4th, 23XX - 1 Day.} 


You wake up the next day seeing Vanessa's text message about the 
picture and getting a facepalming emoji for your troubles, but also a 
heart! Honestly that's the nicest way Vanessa shows she's happy with 
something and you don't mind in the slightest; she has boundaries, 
and you respect and support them without question. 


Family, are you right or are you right? 


Anyway, this isn't your usual Sunday; you actually got your classroom 
set up and everything! 


Given how you usually teach and need time to prepare, you don't 
actually have to use the traditional 'same classroom' most the other 
teachers use; they don't really use things like a whiteboard which is 
straight up criminal, do you know how grating that sound is?! And 
the whole lack of projectors or things like that. How can you live like 
that? 


So you have a different classroom, meaning you can still custom-trap 
it all! 


Of course that's for tomorrow as today's just an orientation; given you 
have a different classroom and you're a new part of the terms though, 
you're kind of in a weird position of having to do separate orientation 
after the whole ceremony. 


Which is why you're sitting with a bottle of water in the front of the 
auditorium while all these new students come in... except for one 
bunch of students that you're like 60% sure are yours. 


They go through the whole song and dance, yadda yadda yadda 'Your 
Hero Academia' yadda yadda before it gets to anything interesting. 


"This year there's been a new hire of a special staff member: may I 
introduce the head of U.A.'s Research and Development for all fields, 
Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz?" 


You get up from your seat, plopping the bottle of water down as you 
approach the podium and get looked at by a uh... a lot of people. "So 
uh... Hi! He already said my name, and to clarify some things: I'm 
well versed in multiple fields of science with several PhDs, and have 
been spending my time working on various projects! If you are 
familiar with the Entrance Exam, it was because of me that the 
Civilian Bots exist!" You smile wide. 


"T'll also be teaching Trap Making, Trap Escaping, and Science to the 
Hero Course, but if any students from any classes have questions 
about any of those, come see me in my office hours! They're posted 
on the front door of the teacher's lounge." 


That gets you some attention, which you preen under before backing 
off and letting your boss get back on with it. 


--U.A-- 


[Juzo Honenuki - 1-B Student] 


He was nervous to see the man again, now knowing he'd be his 
teacher. 


Dr. Doof-Sensei was nice to others, seemed to be very talkative, and 
is apparently one of his uncle's best friends. It's... weird, having him 
be his teacher. 


So when he stepped out of orientation and the basic tour of the place 
as it ended to go specifically into his classroom along with everyone 
who's a part of 1-B, the fact he actually felt calm was odd. Probably 
because he knew things would be fine, even if the idea of meeting 
someone that Uncle Ecto likes a lot is weird. 


Weirder are some of his new 'classmates', who he's probably going to 
see and have to talk to at Lunch. Particularly a blond boy that scoffs 
at literally everything he sees. "So we're going to have to share some 
new professor with stupid 1-A?" 


",,.You literally have never even met those students. What do you 
have against them?" 


Blondie turned to look at him with offense on his face. "They're above 
us alphabetically, as if we're beneath them by default! What isn't there 
to be against them if they're so haughty?" 


Juzo has already had enough of the boy. Thankfully, someone else 
smacks his shit before he has to, making him shut his mouth and rub 
the new sore spot. A ginger girl. Oh hey, another soulless person to join 
the club. 


"Thanks for that." 


"No problem! I'm Itsuka Kendo. What's your name?" She offers her 
slightly enlarged hand, a few classmates moving out of the way. 


The boy takes the hand with a grin, even if she can't see it. "Juzo 
Honenuki. I would have done it myself if he didn't shut it after the 
first backhand." 


Chatting became easier as they stepped inside, seeing the teacher 
already there... somehow. There was a whiteboard behind him 
instead of a chalkboard, which is very American. 


"How did you get here before us?" The guy with a speech bubble for a 
head asked it for everyone. 


"Very carefully!" 


And collectively most of the class realized that he was one of those 


teachers. The unhinged, absolutely chaotic fuck you kind that will 
very likely confuse the shit out of them until semester's end. 


"Now that you're all seated... check inside of your desks! I put a 
Syllabus together for you to read." 


With a grin, he himself sits at the desk and rests his hands atop one 
another. 


"I'm sure you heard it earlier, but I'm Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz! You 
can just call me Dr. Doof if the whole name is weird, or Heinz if you 
wanna make it personal!" 


--U.A-- 


You go through the Syllabus with little trouble- 


"Wait!" Some blond kid shouts from his seat, slamming his hand 
down. "So labs are going to be joint with those 1-A scrubs?!" 


"Yes?" 
"Why?" 


You blink. "Take it back a second. Why are they scrubs when you 
don't know them?" 


"Because they're A and we're B! That's basic English!" 


"Actually it's basic Latin because while English is originally Germanic, 
it's alphabet is Latin. But uh, but that's semantics. A and B have 
students picked randomly for each one!" Nezdu the Mink told you 
that! "Really it's more which professor you get. Eraserhead's an 
absolute jerk in my opinion, and Vlad donates blood on the side. So 
he's probably better off for you?" 


" " 
eee 


There's a pause before one of the students quietly whispers. "Holy shit 
he bluescreened Monoma." 


"Logic is a bitch." 


"Right, speaking of which! A few ground rules while we get back into 
the syllabus here. First: Unless you can't turn it off or it's medical, no 
Quirks in class. Sometimes I'll say this can be ignored, but normally? 
None, Nada, Zilch! They're tools and they aren't needed in a 
classroom setting." 


You get a few frowns but carry on. "Second: No language or acting 
out! You come here to learn, not to swear, and whatever you do 
outside of this classroom isn't my prerogative, but while you're here? 
Behave yourselves and behave your tongues!" 


The girl with vine hair smiles at that, clasping her hands like she's 
praying. Weird. 


"Third: I'm going to give you guys some equipment for Labs when 
they start next week; these are reinforced and custom made, and I am 
going to say this only once. Do not break these. I understand if you 
break them because of a mistake, but they're being given to you and 
expected to last. If you need an older set to practice with, let me 
know and I can hook you up so you can break them to your heart's 
content given you use them correctly." 


A girl with horns and big eyes raises a hand. "Yes?" 
"What kind of tools?" 


"Oh, nothing special. Lockpicks, shivs and shimmies, equipment to 
get around traps and locks." 


",,. You're going to actually teach lockpicking?" 


You shrug. "Eh, it's a side-thing that's basically extra credit, it's even 
in the Syllabus! After we're done though, I'd like to ask you all to 
introduce yourselves, just your name and something interesting about 
yourselves." 


A few students look at each other before the blond boy cuts in again. 
"Not our Quirks? What, are you not interested in that?" 


"More interested in who I'm teaching than I am what wacky 
superpower they have! We'll talk about those in the future because 
first is figuring out and establishing a baseline for you all to work 
with before I even touch that topic." Your eye twitches. "There are 
several students I have to correct already after all!" 


Nobody says a word about it and that's good. 


i 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head | 


He takes a look at the scores, takes a look at the crushed face of 
Mineta, and shrugs. I'm not allowed to expel him even if I really want 
to. Might as well give our new teacher a hazing in a student with no 
potential. 


"About the Expulsions... I lied." 


The cries of dismay will feed him for the next week at the least. Of 
course, he still has students to dismiss. "Head to the second floor, 
Room 2-D after you go for lunch. You have someone to meet, 
regardless of missing orientation." Shota's grin puts the fear of God in 
the kids as most run off. "Don't miss it." 


Chapter 10: The Unforeseen Sim- OH GOD WHAT DID 
YOU DO HEINZ 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


[TOP 5 BECAUSE TWO CLASSES TO TEACH] 1ST Week of 1-A 
and 1-B! — Voting closed — 53 voters 


(USJ) [LOCKED IN] So they're * 32/43 
doing this whole Rescue thing at 

Thirteen's usual teaching grounds, 

and it's a pretty solid way for you 

to commentate on ideas for the 

students. 

Social) You're gonna talk the 

semantics of Inator production 

with your fellow inventors. 

Nothing should go wrong! 

—(Petty-Action,Compress-Sociab A-@+_>+$?T+>+_____\—*# 24727- 
lot happened and you _ need 

someone to complain to. You 


know where Mr. Robbery Man is 

and you're going to make good use 

of him to keep from looking like a 

poorly adjusted teacher! 
—(Researeh}—Put—an—Action—inte—MH————*5/5- 
Research! 
—Hnator)}-Make-a-New-tnator!—H#_—__—_——_—————*444- 
—Student—Aid)—{Chase—ean—Fake——\ —_————#197/23- 
this] Some of your students want 

help! You're gonna do so! 

atl Midori Social} —S 33/49 
apparently Yagi let it slip to the 

green haired kid (now your 

student) that you know about 

Quirk Genes. Neat. 

know about what he saw the day 

before graduation. Honestly he 

sorta deserves to know? 
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Chase repeat the whole 

Cybernetics thing... not unless 

they're 18 or older! 
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reaction grab-bag, and you keep 
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guy came back asking for... you? 

Huh. Did your talk with him get 

his attention that much? 
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4 ‘tal Teach b/d 
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BIG LAB. 


CURRENT STAFF: 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz: + 50 (All Scientific Fields) 
-Modifier (Stress): -50 - -O based on degree of Stress. Currently at: -O 


-Modifier (Family): Will not fail actions when it comes aiding to those he's 
close to. 


-Modifier (Hypersuccess): All Successes done by Heinz are better than 
others with the same results. 


-Modifier (Anti-Bot): Does not see AI as Human. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


Hatsume Mei: +35 45 (Robotics), +15 20 (Other Engineering), 
+5 10 (Non-Engineering) 


-Modifier (Robophilic): Automatically claims Robotics related research, if 
free and such research is available. Will resist non-engineering research. 


-Modifier (Antisocial): Doesn't care unless it interests her. Will not get 
along with some peers. 


-[NEW] Modifier (Mechadendrites): Additional Build or Research Action. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


CHASE: +35 (Biological Research, All Inators), +25 (Non- 
Biological Research) 


-Modifier (Purpose-Built Machine): Completes Research much Faster. Can 
be Upgraded. 


-Modifier (Researcher): Research Only. Cannot do Development (EXCEPT 
to assist Doof with Inators). 


-Modifier (Zealot): Failing a task will have them auto-repeat with a +20 
Bonus. This stacks for multiple failures, and goes away upon success. 


Melissa Shields: +35 (Quirk Engineering), +20 (Robotics), +10 
(Software) +5 (All Other STEM) 


-Modifier (Extremely Quick Study): Gains +5 to a Field of Study when 
below +25 each time she Researches said Field. 


-Modifier (Quirkless): Will have a negative stigma from much of society. 


-Modifier (Shield): Likely to be respected by the Scientific Community. 


PROJECTS: 


-[Biology] Genome Quirk Limbs (1/1 Research Staff[Chase, Melissa], 
2/4.) 


-[Robotics] Building Synthesis Machines (2/1 Staff[Mei, Mei], 0/4.) 


Last Week, Mei made a Jetpack that runs on the wearer's stamina. She 
then drank fourteen cups of espresso and crashed into the wall. She is now 
banned from Lunch Rush's coffee. 
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{Monday, April 5th, 23XX - ‘Battle Trial' Day. } 
[Fumikage Tokoyami - 1-A Student] 
"I don't think this is a good idea..." 


Fumikage hums quietly, both to calm his partner and to voice the fact 
he's thinking. "I believe the Lore which he holds can be of greater use 
to us, Accursed as it may be." 


"B-but he's an-!" 


"We both know that isn't accurate, similar as he may look to the one 
we'd seen over a month ago. He was scared of you, Dark Shadow. 
Would an Oni be afraid of Mortal Men?" 


"He could be faking it!" 


The memory of the past came quickly, like quicksilver shifting 
through the pale. 


{The Day Prior... } 


The false challenge brought about by their homeroom teacher left 
Fumikage adrift. The guiding hand, playing games of their own. A test of 
Faith, perhaps? Truly a mad banquet of Darkness. 


Dark Shadow squeaks quietly when Fumikage steps inside the 
classroom, making note of the distortions within that make it 
different. One which the Trickster of a homeroom teacher could not 
hide away. The different setup leads to the desk with a computer, and 
a man with an odd yet familiar visage behind it. 


He looked like the two-horned Oni, and Dark Shadow’s wits were 
fraying from being close by. 


Fumikage’s partner needs his reassurance, so he leans down to his 
own chest and whispers. “It’s okay, Dark Shadow. He is one of our 
teachers. Nothing more.” 


“O-O-Oni..!” 


One of the students, the girl with the ears of spears, huffed. “I think 
he’s just a foreigner honestly.” 


“| Jiro-San, right?” 
“Yeah. And you’re Tokoyami-San. What’s this about an... Oni?” 


Dark Shadow pokes his head out, terror radiating as he gestures to 
their yet-to-chat teacher. “Him!” 


“He looks pretty human to me.” 


The words do little to dissuade his partner, but before Fumikage can 
attempt to calm them further the teacher starts to speak. “Good 
Afternoon! Now I know you all went through and did some good ol’ 
P.E. with Aizawa-San, but I’d like your attention just for a little bit! If 
you can’t, that’s okay for now because there’s a syllabus in each of 
your desks!” 


“Syllabus?” “Eh?” “Haaaah?!” 
One student raises their hand. “Yes... Asui-San, right?” 
“Kero. Why a syllabus?” 


The teacher huffs. “You know, this is the third class to ask. The 
reason is simple! I’m a fan of consistency and getting things ready in 
advance; this here lets you know exactly when and where I'll be 
available, how I handle your grades in this class, and more. I, uh, 
would think you’d want as much information as possible given this 
whole school is a make-or-break situation!” 


It’s a sensible thought. “Why do the other teachers not do this?” 


The teacher turns to him with a look-over. “Well... it’s more of an 
American thing? I went through college there and let me tell you, 
these things?” He pulls up his own copy of the syllabus and slaps the 
pages. “These were a lifesaver! But then again, bit of an American 
thing, not a Japanese one. I’m pretty sure Snipe does it too? A- 
Anyway, allow me to introduce myself!” 


With a grin, he walks over to the board and writes with a purple 
marker. “I am Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz, but you can just call me 
Heinz for personal things and Dr. Doof for school! I’m a better 
English speaker than I am a Japanese one, but I am fluent in both!” 


MA Roo Tyas) ee 


Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz 


“T will teach you Science, Trap Making, and Trap Escaping! There will 
also be some history lessons knowing how the last time I taught went, 
and if you’re interested in dance or performing I may ask for a few of 
you for extra credit projects, buuuut that’ll need some okay-ing from 
the Principal. Finally, ’m also the head of U.A.’s new Research and 
Development branch. Questions before I keep going?” 


The green-haired beacon against the dark raises his hand. “Yes, 
Midoriya-San?” 


“Uh... what’s your Hero name?” 


“Oh. Well uh... I never was a Hero. Definitely not by any Legal 
definition!” He laughs nervously. “Not allowed to talk about that 
actually, so let’s leave it there? Great!” 


His answer only made Dark Shadow shake harder. 


The shocked silence of the class gave Dr. Doof-Sensei enough time to 
continue on. “So, some ground rules that I gotta make sure are laid 
out here. First Rule! If you can control it, No Quirks in Class! 
Sometimes I’ll permit it or explicitly bring up using it but that’s 
different; also if it’s a medical concern maybe let me and Chiyo-San - 
that’s Recovery Girl, she’s so nice - know! They should be treated like 
tools to use, not something to flaunt around and be stupid with.” 


His palm hits the desk, stopping the incoming shouting before it can 
begin. “Second! No Language or Acting Out. You’re high schoolers, 
and yow’re old enough to know how to behave! If you’re not here to 
learn then there’s some serious problems with being here, you 
know?” 


Some of the students were swept up with the professor’s mad banquet 
of chaos, bewitched by his tongue into nodding along while the rest 
were stunned or confused. “Third! Labs will start next week, and Ill 
be giving you toolkits for it. ’'m making these custom, and given the 
fact they’re both top of the line and reinforced there better be darn 
good reasons for anything in them being broken or damaged. You’ll be 
trusted to keep them on you and take care of them!” 


The six-armed one raises one of six. “Yes... Shoji-San, right?” 


He nods. “That is correct, Doof-Sensei. I must ask, what tools?” 


“Let’s see... Lockpicks, Shivs, Shimmies, Trap-builder tools, Trap- 
bypass tools? Something that you could basically add to your Hero 
stuff without, you know, needing to do much work?” 


“T don’t need no fuckin’ lockpicks!” 


Doof-Sensei frowns deeply. “Hey, language! And yes you do, because 
you should always have options on hand!” 


“T can just blow up the damn shitty locks, no problem!” 


There’s a moment of silence as the professor looks the boy over, eyes 
glinting with something alien... then he laughs. 


“Hahahahaha! Oh, that’s rich. You’re the one with the Nitroglycerin 
sweat, right? You know Nitro has a detonation temperature of around 
five thousand degrees Celsius, almost as hot as the Sun’s surface? 
Which means what you produce isn’t Nitro!” He grins wide, writing 
something on the board, a symbol. “Otherwise you’d lose your arms 
and slag the sidewalk from every single detonation! But that also 
means you can’t just blow up a sturdy enough pair of cuffs without 
losing your hands in the process!” 


Madness. Dark Shadow might have been right. 


“Anyway, back to the syllabus!” Madness indeed. 


Like a beast seeking prey he ravenously rips through the document, 
going through part by part with casual ease. Once at the end, he 
smiles wide and curious, looking at the students. Some have taken 
notes, but most shudder in concern of the banquet of Darkness before 
them. Fumikage, however, is not most. 


“Now that that’s out of the way, I’d like to do a little something! Each 
one of you, one after another, I want to hear your names and 
something interesting about yourselves! Anything you feel like for 


that second one, by the way, as long as it’s about you.” 


A sparkling boy, one of light fragile yet bright, goes first. “Well hello 
Mon Amis, I am Yuga Aoyama! And I love myself!” The light 
glimmers. 


A girl of pink and personality goes next. “Hiya! Name’s Mina Ashido, 
and I dance as a hobby! Heinz, can I show them?!” 


“Sure! We got time. I'm partial to dancing myself anyway!” 


She laughs, coming beside his desk and some students stand to 
observe the brief respite. 


"Go! Go! Go!" 


The door slams open and a - "DID I HEAR ABOUT A FUNKY FRESH 
DANCE-OFF?! COUNT ME IN!" 


Without missing a beat the machine cuts through the crowd of 
students, coming beside Ashido-San, going from a slide into a 
headstand where their body of metal and circuit spin, head staying 
still and flush with the ground. 


Music starts to play as Doof-Sensei groans. "Chase, I swear to God, 
you still have your research to finish!" 


There's a record scratch as he stops, getting to his feet before bowing. 
"Sorry Dr. D, I couldn't help myself when I saw there were some 
wicked grooves goin' on!" 


"How did you - you know what, I don't wanna know. Just get back to 
the lab!" 


"Yes Sir! But first." He snaps his head over to Ashido-San. "This is 
War." 


",,.Moving On!" 


The oddness of the class washes over the green-haired girl. “My name 
is Tsuyu Asui, but my friends can call me Tsu. Kero. I like the rainy 
season and the outdoors in general." 


"Good afternoon! My name is Tenya lida!" His words are supported 
by the swiping on his right hand. "And... my Quirk, Engine, is best 
fueled by Orange Juice!" 


"Hi ! I'm-" 


"Sorry to cut you off, but what?" Doof-Sensei's face was incredulous. 
"Orange Juice?" 


lida-San immediately got defensive. "Well it's like how my brother 
drinks grape juice for his!" 


After a moment, the teacher shakes his head. "No, no you 


misunderstand why there's a problem with that. Okay, quick 
Chemistry detour!" 


The previous symbol is wiped away and a new one is written up. "So, 
Orange Juice is tasty, not gonna argue that, however! It isn't exactly 
fuel for what looks like a variant of a 4-cylinder engine on your legs, 
which I'm going to assume uses combustion reactions?" 


He hesitates but nods, and Doof-Sensei continues on. "Good to 
confirm! So here's the issue: Orange Juice increases the Nitric Acid in 
your bloodstream, which is a problem. Are you familiar with Nitrous 
Oxide? Anyone here?" 


A boy with blonde hair and a streak of Darkness within raises his 
hand. "The stuff cars use for a speed boost?" 


"That's right! So here's the thing: That's not fuel, that's an Oxidizer, 
which is pretty important for a multi-stroke combustion system as 
you kinda need enough oxygen for a consistent and efficient 
combustion. Too much, however, will make the engine overheat and 
warp. Has anyone in your family had to get their engines removed or 
fixed for overheating issues?" 


"Y-yes. " 


"Well there you go! Instead you should probably be uh, I don't know, 
eating things with carboxylic acid? Pickled stuff would be especially 
good for that! And if you pair it with, well I'd say pomegranate juice 
instead of Orange Juice because that fruit is way better at the job of 
oxidation, you'd be able to do a lot better!" 


There's a dumbstruck silence as the teacher points to the girl in the 
front. "Uraraka-San... right? Sorry for cutting you off!" 


"N-no it's fine! Um... My name is Ochako Uraraka! And I like outer 
space!" 


A blonde boy with a tail flicking like a snake nods. "Mashirao Ojiro. 
Martial Arts is both something I study as training and as a personal 
hobby; if anyone in the class wants an experienced sparring partner, I 
can help." 


Doof-Sensei chuckles. "Eheh... maybe put that one for after class? Not 
gonna stop you though!" 


The same blond boy from before, the one with the streak of Darkness 
speaks. "Denki Kaminari! I'm a big gaming fan and I like social media 
a lot! Also I can play the guitar!" 


"I'm Ejijiro Kirishima!" He thumps his fists together, with hair like a 
fire. "I like to style my hair and gel it up! That's why it's spiky like my 
Quirk!" 

",..Koji Koda. It's hard to talk, so I normally sign." 


"Hitoshi Shinso. I didn't expect to be here, but I am. I'd... well, I'd like 
to make sure I don't lose this opportunity." 


The Six-Armed boy nods. "Mezo Shoji. I find it easy to contemplate 
my day when watching the sun set." Observing the Light turn to Dark 
reveals much indeed. 


"Kyoka Jiro. I'm a fan of Rock and Metal, especially that old stuff that 
was uncovered recently." 


"Old Stuff? Like Metallica or something?" 
She blinks, staring at Doof-Sensei in confusion. "You know Metallica?" 


"Uh, yeah? I gave Ectoplasm those vinyls and I'm pretty sure he gave 
copies of the CDs to Mic." 


"YOU'RE the one who found them?!" 


"Found? I have a lot more! I uh, just felt like most wouldn't be 
something he'd like listening to. It was a Birthday present after all!" 


Tension between the two is cut through by a grinning boy cutting in. 
"Ignoring whatever you two have going on, I'm Hanta Sero! I'm a big 
fan of eating healthy and cooking my own meals!" 


Fumikage takes a deep breath. "What a mad Banquet of Darkness. My 
name is Fumikage Tokoyami. And my Quirk is Sentient." 


The teacher hurries over at those words, a slight frustration in his 
face. "It's Sapient, not Sentient!" 


The shout startles Dark Shadow into shooting out of Fumikage's body. 


Doof-Sensei and Dark Shadow stare for a moment before they both 
scream in terror, the former leaping behind his desk like a bastion 
against the Dark and the latter hiding behind Fumikage. 


"THE CROW!" "ONI!" 


{In the Present...} 


"It took three minutes before he came out of there and explained 
himself, Dark Shadow. You're dwelling on a false Darkness, and it's 
consuming you in turn." 


"Nuh Uh! He's an Oni!" 


Must you act like a petulant child, Dark Shadow? "He has done us no 
harm. He said to seek him out for further lore, and I am curious as 
you on that which he may speak." 


"T don't trust it!" 
"But I do." 


There's a beat as the nervousness sticks to Dark Shadow, even though 
nothing has happened. "The day has yet to begin regardless, and we 
will not be seeing him until the period just before lunch. You have 
time to steady yourself and to ask other teachers what they must 
think of him." 


",,.Okay. Why do you have to be so clever Fumi?! Why can't I just go 
crazy on my instincts?" 


"Because one of us has to be sane, or we will both fall to Madness." 


"You do care!" Without preamble, Dark Shadow drags Fumikage into 
a firm hug. 


"This is treason!" 


"A Betrayal Most Fowl!" 


--U.A-- 


You sneeze. "Yknow I'm like 80% sure I'm coming down with 
something. Either that or someone just mentioned me off-scene. Ugh, 
I hate that uncertainty!" 


The classroom is as prepared as can be, and you're about to have the 
1-B students in! 


The first guy in is the vantablack-looking guy with silvery hair. Shihai 
Kuroiro. Quirk lets him sink into shadows, he enjoys fall and winter 
because he overheats easily. "How are you still here before anyone 
else?" 


"Force of habit at this point. Now sit down and check your desk for 
some notes for the coming weeks!" You sip your coffee. 


"So are you like, a mad scientist or something? You have that vibe." 


"Mad? I mean I can get a little crazy in the lab, but I'm never really 
one for insanity." 


He frowns, making sure his teeth are visible. "Cringe. What about 
satanism? That do anything for you?" 


"The science ones or the religious ones? I'm in favor of the former, 
not so much the latter." 


".,.Huh. Not many people know about that. I've been considering 
hailing Satan to get a rise out of one of my classmates. Thoughts on 
that?" 


You nod with understanding. "I say do it if they actually bother you, 
otherwise you're kinda just being mean? No harm in being spiteful if 
you don't actually hurt anyone!" 


The frown slowly grows into a grin. "You know what? I think you're 
the first guy to ever tell me to go with it rather than to stop. I like 
you." 


"IT mean I like me too, so that makes two of us!" 


--U.A-- 


[Setsuna Tokage - 1-B Student] 


She slid into her seat with ease, looking to Shoda-San trying to quiet 
the growing argument between Shiozaki-San and Kuroiro-San. 


"How could you spurn the blessings of the Lord by turning to the 
Devil's wickedness?!" 


"You'd understand yourself if you got off the pedestal and looked into 
it. Instead you're making assumptions, and you know what people say 
about those don't you?" 


"Oi! Both of you, can it!" 


There's a moment of tension before Shiozaki-San looks away, turning 
her head up. "Hmph!" 


"Thank you Tokage-San." 
She grins at Shoda-San. "Setsuna." 
"O-oh. Then call me Nirengeki or Niren." 


"You got it Niren~!" She winks, taking in the blush with glee before 
focusing on the rest of the class. 


Itsuka's just coming in, a quiet Monoma-San and Tsunotori-San behind 


her. Komori-San is giggling at something with Kodai-San. Tsuburaba-San 
and Honenuki-San are also talking, but it seems less funny and more 
general. 


"Okay! Everyone take your seat because we're going to be starting 
class! If you try to avoid what's gonna happen next then we're gonna 
have some problems!" 


Like clockwork everyone took to their seats, and after a moment 
there's a beep and- 


"Woah!" "What the-?!" "HUH?!" "Oh." "Based and Redpilled." "What the 
fuck does that even mean Kuroiro-" "Doof-Sensei, what is this?!" 


"Did all of you forget the syllabus already? Really? Look, I told you 
there'd be traps to work on as extra credit and there's only so many 
places I can put them. So, surprise! It's going to be your desks. If you 
don't sit correctly or refuse to sit I'm going to get creative~! So if you 
want to see what I'm willing to do in a classroom I can do whatever I 
want in, be my guest!" 


"I'm willing to take that be-" 


"Kuroiro-San if you bring a worse fate upon us I swear to my beating 
heart that I'll thoroughly defenestrate you and your damn desk off the 
second story!" 


"Try me." 


"Kids, kids! Calm down. Also, Shishida-San, language! Entirely valid, 
but still you have to have standards!" He grins. "Now I know I said 
you'd get those lockpicks a week from now, buuut I feel like giving 
them to you now. For now you won't have to take notes as I've 
already put notes into your desks for your own personal education as 
I am well aware how terrible it is to write when you're bound and or 
gagged. Real tough!" 


He pulls out a tub from under his desk, popping the lid and pulling 
out colored leather-and-zipper bags. "So, who wants what color? I got 
a lot of options here and I know some of you have costume plans and 
all that jazz!" 


The classroom burst into noise again. 


a 


That class went pretty well after that, because they got with the 
program of, you know, traps. Sure it wasn't that day's focus but it 
doesn't hurt for them to be a little familiar with what they're going to 
be dealing with and just continuing on with the whole class (given 
you literally had them as a captive audience) until about five minutes 
before the bell, which is when you undo the traps and let them know 
you'll be looking forward to seeing them tomorrow. 


Most just take the notes you wrote up and printed before waving you 
off and heading on out. Except for the Monoma kid, he yells about 
something before getting smacked upside the head and walking out 
grumbling. All in all, a good time! 


About 10 minutes after you freed them is when the 1-A class starts 
piling in. 


mS ie 


[Izuku Midoriya - 1-A Student] 


He was nervous, but All Might said Doof-Sensei was just really 
eccentric! A-and really, really smart! It's why he's doing better, and 
it's using some advanced version of Recovery Girl's Quirk in 
technology form which is extremely impressive and probably requires 
some highly advanced knowledge in biology. Maybe some kind of 
energy output to incite cell regeneration? But how does that get around 
past scarring and restore the body to a more complete state when natural 
healing would fail to do so? Is it an evolution instead of a purely stronger 
version? If it is, could Recovery Girl hypothetically learn it before she 
passes from old age? Would it be possible- 


"Shut your damn mouth, Deku!" 

"A-ah! S-sorry, Kacchan." 

"Don't fucking call me-" 

"Hey, no swearing in Doof-Sensei's class!" 


Doof-Sensei nods, pointing to lida-San. "He's got a point you know. 
Otherwise I'm going to make something to make you mute, and let 
me tell you it will really suck!" 


" Tch!" 


"Hey, teach. Have you considered making some kind of incentive for 
limiting swears?" 


Doof-Sensei pauses, thinking it over. "You know now that you 
mention it... I haven't! So how about this: If you keep it under 100 
swears total in my classes, I'll treat you all to a high class dinner!" 


"Hell yeah!" 


Heads snapped to Kirishima, who just realized what he said. "O-oh... 
Whoops?" 


"Well I haven't been keeping particular track but I'm pretty sure that 
makes for five. Two on Orientation, three today. And wow, 80% of 
those are from Bakugo-San! Maybe get yourself some mouth soap!" 


Ochako slams her hands on her desk. "We're getting that dinner!" 
"YEAH!" "Yeah!" "Din Din!" "Woo!" 


"Woah woah woah, it's been, what, a day? You haven't really gotten 
far enough for your dinner yet! Get through the Term with me and 
that'll be when I treat you all, got it?" 


Heads nod furiously, and Doof-Sensei grins. "Good! Now for class to 
start~!" 


He presses a button on a remote and- 


"Would you look at that? A middle schooler invisibility cloak!" 
I-I-I-can't move! Help! Please! 


The slime's getting in my lungs, I can't breathe! Please, SOMEONE SAVE 
ME! 


He's in a classroom, he's fine, he's fine, I'm not fine. 
When did the teacher... Doof-Sensei, when was he in front of him? 


He's whispering to them, seated right by one another. "Right, uh, I 
think you two need to see a Therapist." 


"N-no I don't! Fuck off!" 


Kacchan is shaking, but he's scared. His desk is scorched. C-crap, was 
he just as freaked out as me? 


"Yeah no, not believing that. Therapy for you both because that's uh, not a 
normal response." Everyone else remained in the traps, but the two 
were let free. "If you need a period to go clear your heads before lunch, 
go ahead! Just uh, take the notes in the desk with you..? I'll have to talk 
with the Principal about that but sheesh I hope you two are okay." 


Izuku checks the notes first, to make sure he's not lying about what's - 
oh wow that’s a lot of information, all nicely typed too. He's... he's 
serious? "S-sorry for that." 


"Don't be! Seriously though go cool down if you're still freaked out." 


He took the offer with hesitation, grabbing the papers and putting 
them into his bag before running out the door. 


--U.A-- 


",,.What just happened to Deku, Doof-Sensei?" 


"Eh, not my place to say. Some people don't like surprises and he 
probably just freaked out real bad over it. Didn't mean to, you know, 
get him to have a panic attack!" 


"He what?" "Is he gonna be okay?!" "What about Katsuki-San, Kero?" 
At his name, he gets up and stomps out the door. 


"They both should be alright, but that means that... well, avoid 
grabbing them casually? They, uh, definitely don't like it." You clear 
your throat. "Anyway, not counting that last swear because he was 
panicked so you're all still at five. So! Today's lecture's all about 
science and the scientific method. I know you may want to take some 
notes, however I've taken the liberty to write up notes for all of you, 
currently sitting in your desks! Don't be overly worried about needing 
to take some of your own for lectures until I start teaching you how 
to pick locks! From then on however, I'll be offering fewer and fewer 
notes for you all. So let's begin!" 


--U.A-- 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might] 
I can do this. I can do this. I can do this! 


The first students filter in with their costumes and the butterflies in 
his now-existent stomach return in full force. I can't do this. Oh God 
I'm going to look like a big idiot and everything. Deep breaths Yagi, 
imagine that Nana is cheering me on, yeah that'll help. 


YOU CAN WIN. YOU FEEL GREAT. YOU. CAN. DO. THIS! 


"You all look like such great heroes in training!" He looks over the 
growing crowd, pausing for a moment to observe Young Midoriya. He 
seems distressed about something. Perhaps he could tell me after classes? 


"Now, you Zygotes, I know this is to be Battle Training, however! You 
are much too soon to be initiating in genuine live combat, so I would 
like to treat this as a... more advanced physical education to start!" 


With his trademark grin, he gestures to the cityscape. "Have any of 
you played urban dodgeball before?" 


--U.A-- 


Gran Torino sneezes, dropping his takoyaki onto the floor. 


He looks left and right in the old building before picking up the food, 
scraping what he can off the ground and putting it back onto the 
tray. Nobody will know. 


ms 


You expect the rest of the day to go pretty smoothly, sitting back in 
your original lab when you came over to this Reality and checking 
over the progress reports David and Chase wrote up about the whole 
thing. 


Project BROKEN ECHO has been faster than planned by about 17% 
and should be done by next week! Most the construction has been 
well above expectations, though the progress going through the 
current phase has seen some snags. Nothing major, which is good, but 
things that you'll be checking in on tomorrow onwards. Just in case. 


You shudder when you think about the last time you left a giant 
machine unchecked. 


Oh, knocking! "Come in!" 


A head of green hair pokes into your office, looking... well, 
incredibly nervous. "Uh... Doof-Sensei, is-is this a good time..?" 


"Oh of course! Come right in, make yourself comfortable! I'd keep 
snacks or something in here but that's kind of a workplace hazard. 
Don't wanna accidentally attract rats or something you know?" 


He nods. "That m-makes sense... U-um! I'd like to ask a-about the... 
Quirk analysis y-you did." 


You raise a brow. "What, you mean when I pointed out Bakugo-San's 
Quirk isn't Nitroglycerin?" 


"Yes! B-because you didn't even need to consult any kind of external 
information to just know that he's completely wrong about the 
Nitroglycerin and then there was also the thing with Iida-San where you 
deconstructed the Quirk's inaccuracies purely from the fuel source of 
orange juice which I looked into earlier to see if it was some kind of joke 
but youre right that Orange Juice would increase Nitrous Oxide levels in 
the bloodstream which implies that Iida's bloodstream is his air intake and 
connected to his bones so the exhausts are likely a calcium-iron or 
calcium-steel alloy enhanced from carbon-dioxide emissions which means 
it's really really cool but also extremely dangerous to remain on the 
outside of his body without some kind of natural protection or an 
alternative immune response-" He freezes up and covers his mouth. "O- 
o-oh, I'm s-so sorry! I was muttering wasn't I..?" 


"And?" 
"H-huh?!" 


You grin. "And? You're getting your thoughts out! We all have our 
methods to get them out in detail; I use the whiteboard or pen and 
paper to visualize my thoughts, you speak them, et cetera et cetera... 
Completely normal!" 


He looks down, shaking a little. "Th-that's the first t-time someone's 
said it's n-normal." 


"It is! The only suggestion I might have is slowing down just a little 
but that's like asking your head to stop thinking for a sec; you just 
can't do that, you know?" You shake your head. "That aside, you 
sound real experienced as is! You've done this kinda thing before 
right? The, uh, analysis stuff?" 


"Y-y-yeah! B-but not in any o-official capacity..." 


You wave off any concerns you have. "Don't worry about it, just uh, 
do you have something I can read for an example of what you do?" 


"I-I carry my most recent notebook on m-me!" 
"Mind if I read it?" 
He hesitates, but relents and passes it to you to look over. 


You flip to a random page and start reading. Then you check another, 
nodding to yourself. 


And a third, and a fourth... "Oh wow, this isn't what I had in mind 
when you said that but honestly it makes a lot of sense! This is some 
great work!" 


"H-huh?!" 


"Yeah, so here's the thing. I'm very good at looking at things from a 
science perspective, practicalities and realities be darned. You're 
doing this the completely opposite way! All practical and mostly 
realistic, with a lot of good guesses as to how things work for them. If 
you were made aware of what's going on under that then you could 
write even higher quality stuff! Though uh... maybe don't just leave it 
in some random notebooks?" 


"Uh... w-why? Most people just f-find them creepy." 


"Midoriya-San, I think you need to hear a very important lesson for 
life." 


The kid's attention snaps to you, passing him the notebook as you 
crouch down and gently pat his shoulder. "Those kinds of people? 
Spite them." 


"Th-that... that d-doesn't sound very heroic..." 


"And? You don't need to be a literal hero to be a morally good 
person!" You get up and gesture to your lab. "I would never have 
gotten my degrees if not for Spite. I wouldn't be here right now 


without Spite! Emotions are a great way to fuel your actions if you 
use them in the right doses! Like Anxiety is a good motivator to help 
your heart pump some good ol adrenaline into your veins but too 
much will just lock you up!" 


He considers it. "S-spite. Spite what?" 


"Oh, all sorts of things! Your upbringing, bullies, a bad family, 
specific people, the government... you can make a list and check it 
twice! It's also great to help Anxiety, because screw that thing! You're 
not going to let your mental blockades keep you down from being the 
best you that you can be!" 


"Y-yeah!" 
"Yeah! Screw them!" 
"Y-yeah!" 


You snap your fingers at Izuku, seeing him snap out of it. "You felt 
that? That was the power of Spite!" 


",,.I g-guess it can be used for good?" 


"Yep! Anyway, the benefits of learning science! I can give you some 
books to read in pdf form, something to help with the basics and 
maybe get topics a bit ahead of the class. You fine with that?" 


He nods. 


About... twenty minutes after you get that sample is when another 
knock comes by. "Come in!" 


"Ah... I apologize for stepping foot into your Sanctum, Doof-Sensei. 
But I am, for lack of better words, conflicted with your Light and 
Dark." 


Right, drama kid, drama language. "Sit down and know your apology 


is considered, o ye of Dark! Now, speak your conflict." 


Surprise flickers in... Fumikage's face before he keeps going. "I seek 
answers and lore to a question most unnerving to you. Mayhaps you 
can unveil one of the secrets which you keep?" 


"Hmm. I may consider whether such secret can be unveiled once I 
know the secret you wish to uncover. So speak, oh ye of the Raven 
and Crow!" 


"Oh for crying out loud - he wants to know about The Crow!" 


Don't panic don't panic it's just a neuron twin not The Crow. Fumikage 
snaps at the shadowy figure and looks at you apologetically. You just 
wave him off. 


"Oh. That. It's a bit of a long story, you sure you care enough about it 
for me to explain?" 


"If it would bring no harm to you, mind, body, or soul." 


You sigh, rubbing your face. "Fine, fine. There's an old legend in my 
homeland of a Hunter, because we didn't have any Superheroes or 
police to do the jobs we needed, who was a bit of a... well, The Crow 
was basically the one who watches the watchers. The biggest legends 
are when The Crow was a woman named Eileen, but the title kept 
getting passed down from Hunter to Hunter when the previous Crow 
sought a successor. To be honest with you, and forgive my language 
here, I'm damn scared of them. Everyone in Drusselstein is! And-and 
they're dressed like a massive humanoid crow and just-" Deep breaths. 
"They're scary. They're quiet, they don't do small talk, they're like the 
woods at Night; you can't see anything with them and can't do 
anything about them." 


",,.What a mad Banquet of Darkness." 


You nod. "I might have a picture on my phone of what the sketches 
look like; maybe you'll find some inspiration or something given you 
actually, you know, have a bird head. No offense." 


It takes you a second, but you find it. 


Fumikage and Dark Shadow both gasp as they see it. "Oh, you're 
surprised now. Imagine seeing that in the dead of night on a dark 
street!" 


",..Doof-Sensei, would... would you mind if I claim this image for an 
inspiration?" 


"Sure, sure... Wait. Y-you want to dress like that?!" 
"It's just an outfit, Oni! What, you chicken?!" 
"Yes, yes Iam!" 


"I do not know if I wish to join The Crow in their efforts of culling the 
Darkness amidst the Light... but I would like to see it for a time. 
Curiosity, I believe is the word?" 


",,.You know what? J-just make sure you don't scare me with that." 


"No Promises!" "Of Course." The two look at each other and the 
shadowy twin shrugs and vanishes. "I won't." 


"Thanks." You get the kid's number and sent it to him in a text. 


What a weird day. 


{Tuesday, April 6th, 23XX - 'Break In' Day. } 


You start your morning solidly, like usual, then you head off and grab 
breakfast before coming into the Big Lab and seeing Mei blow 
something up. 


"Uh... is she good?" 


Chase looks at her without leaving the console, wires leaving his 
head. "I don't know!" 


Aaaand he's saying that cheerily. Great, reminding me of Norm here. 
"How many times have things blown up?" 


"Twenty-Seven!" 


"In a week?" That's not bad. 


There's a moment of silence. "In a week or not?" 


"In a day." Melissa pokes her head out from the separate terminal 
she's working on. "He doesn't want to admit it because he likes her 
from the cybernetics thing." 


You groan, rubbing your face with a hand. "Right, she's officially 
banned from coffee until further notice. After she crashes for the day, 
hopefully by lunch, I'd like to talk to you both about some questions. 
Chase if you let her drink any more coffee we're going to have some 
problems! Be back later with food!" 


"Oh! Could you grab me a cheeseburger and fries from Lunch Rush?!" 


"Sure! And I'll grab Mei her usual. See you in a few hours!" 


You decide to completely ignore the reporters and the alarm and 
instead take one of the side paths, completely dodging the students 
smooshing into the hall to see whatever the heck let that big concrete 
door get down. Not your problem, you have a highly defensible lab 
and Nezdu the Mink hasn't called your phone in a panic. Could be 
completely normal honestly, you don't know! 


"Ignore the alarms and sit down, I got lunch!" 


Melissa and Mei look at one another, the latter with extreme eyebags 
and a manic look in her eye, and shrug. "Grub's on! Then I can get 
right back to babymaking-!" 


"Oh no you don't! We're going to have a bit of a talk first. Chase, 
come over here!" 


"One sec, Dr. D!" 


--U.A-- 


[Melissa Shield - U.A. R&D] 
"So... what did you want to talk to us about?" 


"Eh, not much. Mostly to see if you're all doing well, maybe to also 
ask for some perspectives on things." 


Her superior wants her opinion..? "On what things, exactly?" 


"Opinions on particular fields of study, design process, you know, 
those kinds of things?" 


Mei cuts in, blunt as always. "You know that I just like robotics, 
mechanical, and electrical engineering, right?" 


"I believe you've made yourself clear on the subject, yes." 
"Good!" She goes back to eating. 


",,.Personally, I find that most fields of study are of interest to me. It's 
hard to stick to just one or two things when all of them interconnect 
at the end of the day, isn't it?" 


Heinz nods. "I agree! Not to say I don't have any favorites, I'm 
definitely partial to mechanical engineering, but I've spent time with 
all of them. Kinda had to for all my Inators to work, you know?" 


"I prefer Biology and how it interfaces with technology!" 


"We know Chase. Speaking of: no more Cybernetics for anyone below 
the age of 18!" 


"But legal con-" 


"Shut it Mei, doesn't matter! You're too mentally young for it! You 
know, like the difference between intelligence and wisdom?" 


She grumbles while Melissa shakes her head. "Stupid sane adults." 


"Anyway, I'm mostly sure we can all agree that coding sucks." 


"Yep." "It's... tough, yeah." "I like it!" 

"Nobody asked, Chase." 

Melissa frowns. "Why are you so harsh with Chase, Dr. Heinz?" 
Mei nods. "Yeah, why are you so rude to the robot? You built him!" 
"He-wh-what? Chase isn't... He's a person, right?!" 

"Yep!" "No!" "Nope!" 


Everything freezes as the four figures in the room look at one 
another. 


"Chase... you're an unshackled AI?" 
"That's right! And I serve Dr. D for his wiggety wack schemes!" 


"Doof, what the hell? What do you mean you don't see him as a 
person?!" 


"Mei, look. I literally built him - don't tell I-Island or you're fired - he 
isn't a person, he's a tool." 


Melissa doesn't like the twisting her gut's going through. "But... 
couldn't you program him to be free from your choices?" 


"I could, but why would I? That isn't the point of making a tool, is it?" 


Chase tilts his screen head at them both. "Do you think I'm unhappy? 
I find joy in serving!" 


"Creations are to be cherished and loved like children, Doof! Not 
treated like tools to be remade damnit!" 


"That's not true! They were created and for a purpose!" 
"Would you say that about your kid?!" 
He backs up, as if struck. "Wh-what? That's different!" 


"No it's not, it's just a different kind of babymaking!" 


"No it isn't!" 
"Yes it is!" 
"No. It. Isn't!" 


"Ill prove it!" She jabs a finger into Heinz's chest. "I'll prove that it's 
the same thing!" 


Chase frowns. "Why? I'm happy as I am. I like being a tool." 
"You were programmed that way!" 
"And? What if I don't want to change?" 


There's an unsettling silence that comes over them all. 


It's far from the first one Melissa's experienced. 
",,.S0. Mei, why does your invention process result in explosions?" 


She swallows her food and glares at Heinz. "Because failure's a form 
of progress. That and I find them pretty." 


"You like explosions?" 


"Fire and the sensation of it mostly. It's why I made my clothes flame 
retardant, so I don't burn my self on the incandescence accidentally." 


Not the... worst logic she's heard. "I don't think I have to explain that 
I-Island uses something much more sophisticated." 


"Yeah, but then you have to deal with the shareholders right? Your 
dad wouldn't stop talking about it when it came to what Doof does 
here." 


",..True. Dr. Heinz, what's your method?" 
",,.Me? W-well, I just plan it and build it. No fuss past that." 


"You... build your designs without prototyping?" 


"Yeah. Why would I need it if I know it'll be perfect as-is?" 
"Protype my ass why don't you." 


"I heard that Mei!" 


Melissa asking Invention/Inventing Questions. (TOP50%) — 
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"How do you know those designs would work without the 
prototyping? Like - that's, that's insane." 
He shrugs. "Eh, I just do!" 


Melissa's still feeling turned around from the earlier conversation, 


making it hard to reign in her emotions. "But that means you can 
calculate so much with effectively perfect precision! How are you able 
to do it without a Quirk?!" 


"Wait, you're doing that naturally?!" 


"Uh, yeah?" Heinz looks at the two of them with a partial lopsided 
grin. "When I was really young I didn't do that because I was just 
getting into it, but when I first got to America I stuck to a bit of a 
‘never build until the design's ready' sorta design rhetoric. Makes 
things easier! Also cheaper; you know how much raw materials cost?" 


"Wow. I find your treatment of Chase disgusting but that's the most 
impressive thing I've ever heard." 


"...You know, I'm not going to comment about Chase because 
different Inventor, different Opinion, just... don't hurt him?" 


"What?! Why would I hurt him? What kind of inventor doesn't take 
good care of their tools?!" 


"If you were talking about Chase as a Person that'd be really 
touching." 


"And I'm not, so there!" 
Melissa clears her throat. "So... why Inators?" 
"Huh?" 


"Why do you call them Inators? I call them inventions, Mei calls them 
Babies. So why Inators?" 


"Oh, that. Well, Inators are defined as a person or machine that does 
something. I build, well, machines that do things. So they're by 
definition Inators! And... well, English wasn't my first language and I 
learned a lot through using a dictionary." He shrugs. "No mother or 
father to help with that, they thought doing it was a waste of time!" 


"That sounds like it sucked." 


"Coulda been better but life's A OK now!" 


"Right..." Melissa eats a fry. "So what do you consider your bottom 
three?" 


"Let's see... That one robot that tried to kill me, the Disintigrat-Inator, 
and Zinc-Inator, in that order from 3rd to 1st." 


Even Chase looks confused. "Pardon about the 3rd... Dr. D?" 


"It's a long story, kinda why it took so long to uh... make a you? 
Norm was the second, you're the fourth, and I don't talk about the 
first... or third." 


"Norm?" "Two Traitors?" 


"Yeah, Norm. He's squirrel powered, real good with physical labor 
and self-defense but not exactly a thinker, you know? He's back home 
in America. Anyway, Lost an arm to the second which sucked but I 
got a replacement so it's fine on that front. First one is... honestly I 
did it when I was sleep deprived and it just really ruined my week." 
He pauses. "I also was just, you know, doing it out of spite of 
Capitalism which sure why not but then I'd have to deal with the FBI 
and the IRS and - ugh, I really don't know what I was thinking with 
that one." 


"You were... what?" 
"It's a long story, don't worry about it." 
"No but what does a Zinc-Inator do?" 


"Oh, filters Zinc from all other materials and collects it with 
extremely high efficiency!" 


",,.How is that a bad thing?" 

He blinks. "Tell me five uses for Zinc." 

... UAAAAR.... 

"And now you see why it was stupid, right?" 


"I... guess so." 


He sighs, drinking his soda in thought. "Anyway, how are your 
projects going?" 


--U.A-- 


{Wednesday, April 7th, 23XX - 'USJ'.} 


...Well. Yesterday could have gone better, but you're a man of very 
specific morals and nobody will tell you otherwise! 


Like vending machines planning a world uprising. That's a verifiable 
fact! Just look at them! 


Hills you're gonna die on aside, today is supposed to be a very special 
day for the class: a bit of a field trip! Well, not off campus, it's still on 
the U.A. campus and all but it's far away! Because this place is huge. 


Like it's already the size of a small city in the making but this is just 
ridiculous. You're taking a bus to move around for god's sake! 


At least you don't have to sit with all the kids. 


",..S0, they're learning rescue training? Do they uh, know anything 
about building infrastructure or medical training?" 


Aizawa-San grunts, shuffing in a blanket in the opposite seat. "This is 
meant to give a taste of what it's like to be in a rescue scenario for 
future students, not to be as realistic as possible for those unfamiliar 
with the process. Medical training is an optional class for the first 
term but will be a required one in the second." 


"What, like a sign-up sheet or something?" 


"Mm." He nods before leaning back, closing his eyes and immediately 
falling asleep. 


That's a neat trick! Imagine making a Sleep-Inator - Man it's been a 
while since you've just built an Inator, you should do that next week! 


...Or a Silence-Inator, or a Knockout-Inator, or a- 


a 


[Shoto Todoroki - 1-A Student] 


The class moved to the plaza center as the Pro Heroes talked quietly 
to themselves. They likely didn't intend for someone to overhear, but 
Shoto's become accustomed for catching what's said quietly. 


"Where's All Might?" 
"He's running late..." 


"Tch. How can he be such an idiot... Fine, we're doing it without him 
then." 


Eraser Head turns to the class and backs away from the other Pro, 
letting her speak. "Hello everyone, and welcome to the U.S.J.!" 


"Oh my gosh that's The Space Hero: Thirteen!" 
Midoriya talks to Uraraka. "You know about Thirteen too?" 


"Of course I do! She saved me when I was little and I've looked up to 
her since!" She's shushed by Ingenium's younger brother. 


"Now, there's two or three things I have to talk about... or four... or 
five..." Thirteen laughs at the groans of some students. Shoto didn't 
say a thing. "Let's start with the biggest one: My Quirk is Black Hole. 
It deconstructs anything that goes into it permanently. That makes it 
extremely, extremely dangerous to anyone caught in the crossfire. If 
I'm not careful, I could very easily kill people with this." 


Shoto listens intently. I can't kill, I can't be like HIM. "But I have 
control over my Quirk, and I use it for Rescue. To prove that in spite 
of a dangerous Quirk, I can fix what's broken rather than do the 
breaking myself. Does that make sense?" 


Before anyone can answer, Doof-Sensei calls out. "When did you turn 


off the Anti-Warp generator?" 
"This mornin-" There's a tremor as the lights flicker. 


"Oh come on the ONE TIME they're turned off?!" He stomps towards 
the... water fountain. 


There's a black splotch growing there. 
"Uh... is this part of the test?" 


"No, Get back now. Those are real Villains. Doofenshmirtz, what the 
fuck are you doing!?" 


He doesn't answer, looking curiously as he's surrounded. "So. Which 
of you is the head honcho around these parts?" 


The Villains look around at one another, noting Doof-Sensei's utter 
confidence, and consider how to respond before a voice comes, 
further back. "I'm the Party Leader." A guy covered in severed hands. 
Whose hands are those? Victims? "And you're in my way, Hero." 


"Eh? I'm not a Hero. Never was! Not by legal definition anyway. But 
what are laws, really?" 


",..What." 

"You heard me! What are laws?" 

"The chains by which society bring us down, you Expositional NPC!" 
"NPC?! How dare you! I'm at least the Protagonist's Blacksmith!" 
"Ah, a man of culture. Kurogiri, I want to add him to the Party." 


A man of purple mist shifts over. "Perhaps after we've finished what 
we came here for, Young Tomura." 


"Wait!" Doof-Sensei speaks up. "A few pointers. One, that was a pretty 
meh Entry right there, 6/10. Two, what's your backstory?" 


"Six outta Ten?! What do you know about villainous entrances! ?" 


"I wrote a book about it! Kids love it back in the US!" 
",,.O0h my Kami you're American." 


Shoto nodded in agreement to the tone. It explains so much. Americans 
are crazy after all. 


"Not even Sensei wanted to deal with America. But you're in my way." 
"Because you haven't told me what your backstory is!" 
"I'm here to kill the Symbol of Peace!" 


Doof-Sensei ignores the gasps and keeps going. "That's not a 
backstory, that's an objective! It's proper Villainous etiquette to 
exposit your motives, occasionally with musical accompaniment!" 


The hands guy screams in annoyance. "That's it! Nomu, take him back 
home!" 


Without hesitation, Doof-Sensei shoots something and hits a hulking 
bird-man with it. 


That's when the screaming starts. 


[Anan Kurose - Space Hero: Thirteen] 


It was like a film reel, everyone stopping to watch the visuals unfold 
as the Nomu didn't stop screaming. 


Four parts, the feed was split into four parts of broken-up film. Like 
glass shards that are burning at the edges. 


Each show completely different things, one of a man with a gun to 
his head, one of a person in a flaming building, two on the ground 
and trying to adjust in different environments. 


They all go dark after some point before showing... The same image, 
broken up. Sitting on a surgery table. Then it stands up in the image, 


a man with a massive moustache, thick glasses hiding his eyes, and a 
wide grin looked back. "Yes... This will please Sensei, I'm sure of it." 


The reel vanishes and the screaming stops, the Nomu collapsing to the 
ground. 


",,.Huh. You know, that normally doesn't happen!" 


"WHAT DID YOU DO TO MY NOMU YOU CHEATER?! IT HAD REGEN, 
SHOCK ABSORBTION AND STRENGTH!" 


"Why the heck would you use a bioweapon? That's so 2012, and 
they're prone to natural death and to forming free will! 4/10!" 


"STOP RATING MY PLANS!" 


"Make Me!" He shoots again, but the Warper (Kurogiri, right, that's 
his name) gets in the way. 


...1t doesn't go through the mist. "Wha-?!" 


--U.A-- 


[Mook] 


I'm not fucking paid enough for this cringe shit. We were here to fight, not 
work for a dumbass who wanted to throw us to the slaughterpens! 


The stupid fucking superweapon is dead, the Warper is spazzing the 
fuck out on the floor and the fact they're two fucking people mashed 
together (YES HE CAN READ BETWEEN THE LINES, THAT'S TWO 
POVS), and the boss fucker isn't going to need their lessers around if 
they want to escape. 


So he books it over to where the heroes are, hands behind his head. "I 
fucking surrender! I'm not dealing with whatever the fuck he just did! 


I want out! OUT!" 


One of the kids comes over and just ties him up real good, and he 
ain't gonna fucking struggle. Better to go into prison and be fed daily 
meals than to end up like that. 


Some other fuckers start running over and doing the same shit. Good, 
we're all on the same fucking page then. 


--U.A-- 


"You know, a stable biological superweapon is stupid if you need so 
much mind control to keep them under your control. Good idea, 
terrible execution, 5/10." 


"RRRRAGH!" 


"Yelling isn't a sign of taking your criticisms! Do you want a copy of 
my book or something?" 


"DIE!" 


You try to shoot him but he dodges, coming up and grabbing your 
arm. 


"HAH! Try to fucking do anything... now." 


The both of you stare at your arm, the synthskin gone and the metal 
very slowly decaying. 


You punch him in the temple with your left arm and watch him 
collapse like a bag of spuds. "Great. Gonna have to fix the arm again. 
SO, Rescue Training!" You swivel back around. 


All those underlings are arrested or unconscious, Aizawa-San is 
curling in on himself and shaking, Anan gives you a not the time 
gesture, and the kids are staring at your arm. 


"T AM HERE-O-oh." 


"Little late but nobody's injured! Thirteen turn on the Anti-Warp 
measures." 


"Already did." 


"Great! Okay, I'm going back to my lab to deal with my arm, you all 
have some fun with rescue training, okay? Okay! Bye!" 


You walk over, help Aizawa up, and walk out the massive front doors 
before checking your phone. 


Ring... Ring... "Heinz?" 

"Oh yeah, Hey Mic! So uh, some things happened at USJ..." 
"Like?" 

"Oh nothing much, just a Villain Attack-" 

"WHAT?!" 

"MY EARS!" 

"Sorry! Sorry, but Villains?! Oh god is everyone okay?!" 


"Only damage is my arm's broken. Again. Oh, and Aizawa is shaking a 
lot so I'm dragging him back with me on the bus. I'm not the best 
driver though so-" 


"Stay right there, I'll come right now!" 


You shrug and put the guy down, checking your fritzed arm in peace. 
"See you then!" 


Thank God I don't have to drive. 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might] 


The students were safe, Young Midoriya was safe... Yagi had about 
thirty minutes he could spend before it would be unsafe. 


Making sure all of them were well and truly alive was one thing. 
Making sure they're not shaken up by... whatever they saw? That was 
a little beyond what Yagi was personally familiar with. 


He knew he wasn't the brightest when it wasn't about fighting, but 
there was something that bothered the class beyond the Villains. 


"Thirteen, what happened?" 


"Heinz-San, he... He barged up to the head of the Villains that came 
to attack us and started yelling at him. Then one of the villains came 
at him and he shot back with one of his, um... Inators. It wasn't 
pretty to see it." 


Ectoplasm comes through the door, bounding over with Nezu on his 
shoulder. "To see, Thirteen? Did it play back a memory of some 
kind?" 


She swallows, but nods. "Four memories. Of when people were about 
to die." 


"Dear God... then that thing on the ground is four people?" 


Nezu smiles slightly. "I believe so. Presumably the use of the 
Traumatic Backstory-Inator was too much for the creation, which 
caused it some kind of mental backlash to officially re-kill it. I 
wouldn't necessarily call that a homicide." 


"R-right... then there was the warper, called Kurogiri. He only had 
two, but they were... much more whole. I-I think Aizawa-San 
recognized one of them, because he's been unresponsive and I've 
never seen him like that, and Heinz-San took him outside right after 
everything." 


",..Oh dear." The principal considers some things. "I've only seen that 
sort of reaction from him, let alone to such an extreme, thrice..." 


Nezu looks directly at Yagi. "I have two immediate reasonable 
guesses as to who could have brought such an extreme reaction, 


given it was a view of their death. One is a deceased U.A. student, 
Oboro Shirakumo, who was a classmate and close friend of Midnight, 
Eraser Head, and Present Mic; he died due to rubble collapsing atop 
of him but saved a family in the process. The other is less likely and 
is in relation to one of the prior cases that he'd taken in my presence. 
I cannot talk at length about it, however, but I can say the death was 
a stabbing. To check the former, ask Detective Tsukauchi for an 
immediate check at the crematory where he was turned to ash to 
affirm he was actually... received." 


"The memory was of a collapsing building." 


",,.Shit. Who the hell is necromancing the dead?" Ectoplasm huffs. 
"I'm the Necro Hero, not some random asshole with wizard magic." 


The twisted joke gives Thirteen the chance to laugh, but it makes 
Yagi's stomach to flips. 


What if it's him? I thought I killed him, but if someone can bring a person 
back from the dead then... No, I can't think like that. 


"What the-STOP IT!" 


Heads turn to stare as a black muck rises and grasps the form of the 
hand-laden boy, screaming as he's dragged through before vanishing 
altogether. 


--U.A-- 


[All For One - Demon Lord of Japan] 
Johnny dragged Tomura back, both of them screaming as the Warp is 
completed. The former flopped down after the Warp, collapsing on 
itself moments later. 


The Doctor looked utterly horrified, as he should. His creations failed, 


twice in a day it seems. 


Perhaps Tomura will have an answer, given whatever occurred in the 
Warp awoke him. 


"My Student." 
"Sensei." 
"What, pray tell, happened?" 


",,.There-there was an unexpected Event! A Special NPC who took 
down the Nomu and Kurogiri alone-!" 


"Oh?" That was worthwhile information. "And what was their Quirk?" 
"It wasn't a Quirk that did it! He shot them with something!" 


" " 
eee 


"He shot them and it played their backstory as flashback cutscenes 
and broke them! He broke my party members!" 


"A Hero broke the Nomu and Kurogiri, mentally? Interesting." 


Tomura gains a manic gleam in his eye. "It wasn't a Hero! It was a 
Vigilante working with the stupid school! Stupid Secret Boss!" 


",..What." 


[Oboro Shirakumo?] 
Everything is muddy. 


He was struggling to get to his feet, the only thing clear in his vision 
a man opposite of him. "What... Where..?" 


"I... think we're in our head." 
",,.Our?" 


His brow furrows, a dark brown hair filling his head and giving a 
puffy beard. "What do you last remember?" 


"The building collapsing... I think?" 
"Oh boy. Well, it's been about ten years." 


"Ten years?! Oh my god, what happened to Shota and Hizashi? What 
happened to Nemuri?! Shit, they have to be worried sick!" 


The bearded man sighs, shaking his head. "I don't know who they are, 
but I know that you were presumed dead. We both were, and 
technically are. But it's your body that we're both in, not mine. You've 
just been a bit... repressed." 


The muddiness shifts, showing slack chains and translucent glass. 
"We've been under one hell of a cocktail of Quirks to keep us 
behaving and keep our heads conditioned. But we're... at least freer 
now. Your friends are probably worried sick, but we're stuck here 
together until you wake up. I can fill you in if you'd like." 


"Y-yeah, I'd like that. Who are you? What do you mean I died?" 


He sucks in a breath. "I used to be a warper who was paid to send 
people where they needed to go. They give a location, I give a price, 
they pay, and I send them. Price was per person because my body 
could only take someone smaller than it. Pinpoint was the name I 
went by, way back when." Pinpoint clicks his tongue. "Then All For 
One, the Quirk Thief, killed me and shoved me and my Quirk into 
your body. It mixed with your Cloud Quirk, and now you're a Warper 
too. You can move far more than I could, but I've had to use the 
Quirk because I have the mind for it... and you don't." 


"Because... I was repressing?" 


"Unconsciously, maybe? I don't fucking know, I'm the closest thing to 
a ghost you'll find and I'm haunting you. Now that you're awake and 
neither of us are entirely chained up because we were forced to re- 


experience our respective deaths and revival, you have people to get 
back to and I have shit to bitch about." 


The situation just sounded so... ridiculous, that Oboro couldn't help 
but laugh. 


Pinpoint joined in after a bit, the two of them just enjoying the 
moment. 


The muddiness started to shift again. "I think... we're running out of 
time. You're going to wake up soon." 


"Am I... Are we safe?" 


",,.Yeah. You're safe, kid. Just know you've done nothing wrong, and 
you died a Hero." 


Oboro opens his eyes into a familiar nurse's office, purple mist 
handing on the edge of his vision. "...Huh." There's cuffs on his wrists 
and feet. Fair enough. I was... a Villain for ten years? Is that what 
happened? 


He looks over to his side, seeing a pair of friends wet with tears and 
far too frozen up for his taste. "Wow, you two look like shit." 


Shota and Hizashi break down as they come over to hold onto Oboro. 


Loud Cloud just laughs. "I didn't know I died until all of five minutes 
ago... I think. Sorry for leaving." 


They just cry harder, and there's not much Oboro can do while cuffed 
to the bed. 


[Naomasa Tsukauchi - Musutafu Detective] 


Today's gone to shit in the best possible way, and it's infuriating that 
he only had one thermos of coffee to take from the station. A so- 
called League of Villains came after students in an attempt to kill, of all 
possible people, All Might. 


In the end there's four dead and one injured, and none are students. 


That doesn't even begin to explain things. No, what explains all of 
that and left far, far more questions was the fact Dr. Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz was the one to do everything. 


So he made sure to settle in to get the witness testimonies, taking a 
good half an hour to write down the facts and make sure the kids are 
actually okay, as well as confirming several terrifying prospects. 


- There was an attack that coincided with the visit to the USJ in an 
attempt to target and kill All Might, and it was specifically for that 
purpose. 


- At least one figure was biologically engineered to fight him, called 
Nomu, with what is believed to be the bodies of Four people.* 


- The head of this attack was named 'Young Tomura', though blood 
samples collected from the scene have found nobody in the criminal 
database with matching characteristics, let alone for a person named 
with the family name Tomura. Running the sample through the 
civilian database will need time and legal permissions. The Decay 
Quirk he possessed was also of note, as it's likely the cause for the 
U.A. High gate being destroyed the day prior. 


- The means which the Villains entered was a man with a Warper 
Quirk named Kurogiri, who had several injuries and has been unable 
to escape since due to the activation of constructed Anti-Warp 
measures. 


- Kurogiri's blood (collected from a nosebleed in response to *) didn't 
match the criminal database, but it had a near-hit on the Civilian 
database for Oboro Shirakumo. 


- Oboro's Body never left the morgue to be cremated, but Pro Hero 


Midnight (who was a close friend of Oboro) confirmed they picked 
up the Urn and it was still in the two Pro Hero's possessions. It's 
unknown what's actually inside of it. 


*- Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz made use of one of his devices to 
forcefully replay majorly (or by Nezu's admission, the most major is 
default) traumatic memories of the target. He was intending to shoot 
'Young Tomura' but Nomu interrupted, dying due to a Cranial 
Aneurysm Rupture from four simultaneous death experiences coupled 
with overlapped sensations disconnecting the mind from the body. 
This was again used, but instead struck Kurogiri and caused an 
internal blood vessel rupture, a concussion, and pushed him into a 
coma. 


*- The visuals showed a figure two students recognized as Dr. Kyudai 
Garaki, who has been a major Quirk Doctor in the Musutafu area for 
over a decade. 


- Further use of the device was unsuccessful, but Dr. Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz managed to successfully subdue 'Young Tomura' with 
a strike to the temple at the cost of the functionality of his right arm 
prosthetic. He left the building with Eraser Head due to the latter 
man having a mental breakdown. 


Naomasa took a swig from his thermos and kept reading. 


- It is highly likely that there would have been multiple casualties 
without Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz's efforts. It is guaranteed there 
would be no Major arrests or information gleamed without Dr. Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz's efforts. 


- The situation of Oboro's falsified cremation would have remained 
unknown without Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz's efforts. 


- Kurogiri has been confirmed to be Oboro but with a major Quirk 
Mutation and under the affect of multiple Quirks; the implications 
being that All for One had a hand in Kurogiri's 'creation’ and the 
Nomu's Quirks. It is possible that All for One isn't dead; determining 
what memories remain of the past will be the best way to confirm 


this possibility. 


- In the case that All for One is confirmed alive, the investigation into 
the Quirk Thief will have to be fully re-opened, likely with the Hero 
Commission's interference again. If such a thing occurs, the avenues 
of investigation will be drastically limited; Sir Nighteye will need to 
be brought on board, as will Gran Torino and All Might. 


- Information of the break in will have to be washed to limit the 
media's information and gossip; if All for One catches wind of the 
police believing in his survival, it will be far harder to catch him. 


...l'm gonna have to talk to Doofenshmirtz aren't I? 


[Katsuki Bakugo - 1-A Student] 
What the fuck. 
It's been a fuckin' hour or two but... What the fuck. 


The scene played back again. 


He ain't a fuckin' Hero, what the fuck is he doing?! 


Doofenshit was yelling at Handsy Bitch about doing a shit job as a 
Villain and pissed him off real good. It’s not your fucking job to talk shit 
to a Villain, dumbass, it's our jobs to wreck his shit! 


"That's it! Nomu, take him back home!" 


Then he shoots some fucking black blur coming right at him, not 
fucking moving a muscle. And it screams. 


Those screams definitely didn't scare Katsuki. He's gonna be number 
fucking one, didn't matter if it sounded like four guys screaming in 
terror at reliving their fucking deaths, didn't matter to him. What the 


fuck. 


His fucking doctor, DEKU's fucking doctor, was the one making the 
fuckers. Katsuki could hear the green nerd's faster breathing. He was 
freaking out too. 


Then he fucking does it again with the Mist Fucker and Misty just 
drops. Seizures or some shit. 


And the fucking Doctor, he was there again. 

Jaku fucking Hospital, he didn't forget. Auntie and Mitsuki fucken 
took him and Deku together to make sure he was Quirkless, he 
remembered that specific trip back. 


What the fuck. 


Handsy fucking loses it and grabs Doof's fucking elbow and he doesn't 
even care. He just stares at him. 


What the fuck. He didn't even care his arm was being ripped apart, no 
fucking reaction! Who the fuck has that kind of- 


-Deku does. 
What the fuck. 
"Hey... are you okay, Bakubro?" 


With a snap of his head he looks away and stalks off. "F-fuck off, 
Shitty Hair, I'm fine!" His voice didn't crack. 


He's... he needs to go talk to Hound Dog. Fucker knows his emotions 


and knows what the fuck to do. That's what the fucking rat said to 
do, right?! Talk if something's fucking wrong. 


Something's really fucking wrong, with me. With all of this. What the 


fuck. 


ms ee 


{Thursday, April 8th, 23XX - 'USJ Aftermath’. } 


On the plus side, everybody's getting therapy and Hound Dog's 
making use of his new assistant for that! 


On the down side... well, you now have to watch 1-B at the USJ 
instead of 1-A. You're kinda annoyed that 1-A is not joining them on 
this because they missed yesterday, but hey, they need Therapy. 


Not your fault that a bunch of so-called Villains used a literal 
bioweapon! 


So you watch them do their thing with the robots, and you don't 
really bring up anything beyond 'oh rescue work, woopdie doo' and 
'oh so that's how that Quirk works' which is honestly pretty boring. 


After all of that, you get back to your original lab/office and wait to 
see if any students want to come by. 


Surprisingly, one does! 


Re 


[Kana Ichinose - 2-A Student - Tempest, the Stormy Heroine] 
"Oh, good to see you again Ichinose-San! How have classes been?" 


"They've been fine." She hesitates. "How about you? Looks like you 
messed up your arm again." I heard the rumors about Villains at the 
USJ. Were you hurt? 


He shrugs. "I did, but this time it wasn't cut off, just damaged at the 
elbow! Easy fix." 


A silence comes over the two as Kana takes a seat and watches her 
previous teacher work. "So uh, you're here for lessons on using the 
grab-bag right?" 


She nods. "Yeah." And to check up on you, just because. 


"Okay! So let's start from the top. We covered a bit on chemistry and 
state change, but I never really went into any depth about how 
chemical reactions occur besides a change in energy. That needs 
some more details!" 


"So that means that the initial exothermic reaction would lead to a 
chain of consecutive reactions, causing a big kaboom! Then you get 
smoke." 


"So if I use it carefully I can mix the right... chemballs instead of 
preparing them in advance for more complicated results?" 


He nods. "Yep! I made a bit of a list if you're interested in it, like a 
sorta 'mix and match to get something new' kinda thing." 


",,.Thanks for the help." 


"Oh, anytime! Just make sure you come by before I leave for the day, 
and I can stay as late as you need!" 


She nods, grabbing her things slowly. "You... take care of yourself, 
got it?!" 


"Eh? I do!" 


Kana grumbles to herself as she grabs her things, nodding to her 
teacher before making it right out the door. 


a 


{Meanwhile...} 
[Lucius 'Redline' Fields - The Homing Hero: Snipe] 


The Range was quiet, but not empty. A stagnant air kept the tension 
high for the two souls residin' here... and the Pro Hero couldn't help 
but stare at the student with a calm but intense gaze. 


Without answering their question, he reaches for the mask on his 
face, popping off with a slight hiss. "...Yer tellin' me y'want to learn to 
shoot a gun?" 


The boy huffs, eyes roaming Snipe's face. "I don't exactly have a 
Quirk good for a fight. What I have is good for close or middle range, 
but I have nothing beyond that." The boy shuffles awkwardly but 
keeps his eyes level. 


Snipe's face is tanned, a sharpness to his features that's obscured by 
the bouncy dreadlocks framing them. His eyes were unreadable, the 
only thing seeming off were the red bullseye pupils and irises. "Mm. 
Y'leanin' into the villainous aesthetic, yeah?" 


The boy's 'resting bitch face’ goes up a notch. "And if I am?" 
The tension spikes-"Knives first." 
"Huh?" 


Snipe's undeterred by the boy's surprise. "Y'learn knives first. Less risk 
a' blowin' a hole in yer side. Less risk 'o lethal damage. A good lesson 
fer ranged in general without touchin' the blackpowder." He doesn't 
smile, but it's a near thing. "Might show ya what scars like that look 
like if y'shoot well enough. Got it, chickadee?" 


"You're... okay." He takes a deep breath. "When do we start?" 


"On yer Free Periods. Monday, Wednesday, Friday. Ground Delta for 
the first time on the morrow and we'll see from there. Come in full 
kit, y'hear?" 


The boy nods after a sec of dallyin', smirking. "I'll try to blow your 
expectations out of the water, Snipe-Sensei." 


Snipe chuffed a breath. "If you want explosives, talk t'Heinz or his 
staff. Man's got that Hatsume girl blowin' things up plenty." 


Externally, he kept up the gruff persona as the boy left him to The 
Range. 


Internally he was so damn excited to teach a kid the joys of rootin' 
tootin' Guns. 


--U.A-- 


{Friday, April 9th, 23XX - 21 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


You spent these past few days uh... doing a lot. Dealing with a lot, all 
that jazz. 


There's a lot you gotta do and a lot you gotta teach, and that's not 
really giving you trouble. Teaching's fun after all! 


No, what's giving you trouble is the stupid project. It's not an angry 
kind of trouble either, just problem solving because the bots caused a 
bit of a snag making you spend a day or so to correct what's wrong. 
Not-so-obvious stuff that at least has you working in a stressful way 
but... weirdly satisfying? It's good but you want to complain. 


Weekend, just wait for the weekend... 


he 


{Saturday, April 10th, 23XX - 20 Days Until Sports Festival. } 
[Shoto Todoroki - 1-A Student] 
It was an odd morning - he isn't getting shouted at to train by his 
father, and it wasn't deathly silent - but he wasn't one to complain 
about small blessings. 


Today was a resting day... hm. 


There were some chores for those in the dorms, but Shoto didn't have 
any for the day; tomorrow he was on trash duty. 


He considered what he was going to do briefly before looking to the 
only decorated wall in his room, a small smile crossing his face. 
Touya used to do it too. 


The corkboard on the wall was taken down and brought to the 
common room, Shoto ignoring the odd looks as he approached and 
set it to lean on one of the walls. 


U.A. Theories 


"The fuck is that, Half-and-Half?" 

"A theory board." 

"Yeah, but the fuck?" Bakugo chews on his eggs aggressively. 

Kaminari cuts in. "Wait, you're doing theories on the people on 
campus?! Oooh, MINA COME OVER HERE, Todoroki's a conspiracy 


theorist!" 


Shota's eyes shine a little brighter knowing people are interested. 
"Would you like to hear some?" He gestures to the sections cordoned 
off with different colors of yarn. 


"Yes! Oh man, yes!" 


"I think Doof-Sensei is an Ex-Villain." 


Bakugo slams a fist onto the table. "BULLSHIT! Fucker saved our 
asses!" 


"But he said he wrote a book about villain entrances, which I could 
not find on the internet. I believe it was a black-market work." 


Ashido slides in, running from the hall and hopping onto the couch 
beside a grumbling Bakugo. "Wait, are you starting with Doof-Sensei?! 
I swear he's a Cryptid!" 


"Cryptid?" Shoto tilts his head. 
"Yeah! It's like the American version of a Yokai." 


His head shuffles the few mental flashcards it has about Doof-Sensei 
and squints a little. "...I can see that." 


Kaminari looks between the two, shaking his head. "Nah, I think he 
used to be a U.S. Federal Agent or something. He has that vibe. Like, 
did you see how straight he held that gun?!" 


"It wasn't a gun, it shot lasers!" 
"Like Men in Black Sixteen!" 
"That's a movie Denki, not real life!" 


Shoto interrupts their argument. "Maybe he used to be a researcher in 
the U.S.?" 


",,.Nah, he's a fuckin' Vigilante." 


The three swivel to look at Bakugo in surprise. "He can fuckin' hold 
his own, he said he wasn't a Hero legally and that's a fuckin’ red flag 
on that front, he asked for the motive and that's a pretty damn 
Underground thing to do - don't ask me how the fuck I know that, 
blame Deku - and he saved our asses, most of all. He did it without a 
fuckin' second thought or a flinch, like he's fucking familiar with 
looking goddamn Death in the eyes." 


".,.Shit, man." 


"Shut the fuck up, Sparky." Bakugo resumes his breakfast and takes 
the brief silence for what it is. 


--U.A-- 


{Sunday, April 11th, 23XX - 19 Days Until Sports Festival. } 
[Atsuhiro Sako - Mr. Compress Mr. Robbery Man] 
Today was supposed to be a day off. 


He looked at the familiar pharmacist with a gun that could do what 
his Quirk does. "...How did you find my house?" 


"Doesn't matter, I need to complain, and I might as well pay it 
forward. Sit down and behave!" 


"Yes, sir." 


The guy comes over, grabbing the gloves still on his hands and 
looking them over before pulling out a very similar-looking pair. "You 
needed a better set and I wanted to make sure I got the design right, 
put it on." 


He blinks, making sure that this is in fact happening before obliging, 
keeping an ear out as the pharmacist (support gear developer?) sits 
opposite of him. "So! Let me tell you, this last week? A mess. I'm a 
science teacher, you see, but I also do research and build stuff. So I 
got my new students and the first day there's obvious signs two of 
them need therapy! Like, come on, these kids have been growing up 
for over a decade, how am I the first guy to see that?!" 


"Probably because modern education is highly substandard." 


"Don't I know it. Tried to go into the fine arts after science didn't 
really work out for a while, and I lost on a final project to a baking 


soda volcano! Came back eventually and all that but it sucked." 


His mouth is faster than his filter. "You don't say? I would assume it 
blows if anything." 


The teacher(?) grins. "Hah! Oh, that's a good one. Anyway, kids with 
trauma. What's worse is that there was a stupid Villain attack when 
they were going on a field trip, and now all of them need therapy! 
They probably needed it for other things before, but now it's personal 
because it happened directly because they were in the wrong place at 
the wrong time!" 


"Maybe that'll help them see their past issues too?" He adjusts the 
new gloves. These feel especially durable. Did he use Meta Materials for 
this? "Thanks by the way." 


"Oh, no problem! And... yeah, I guess? But the fact they had to go 
through something that needs therapy is uh... well it's annoying it 
took a need before it can become a want." 


Mr. Compress nods along. "Anything else?" 


He sighs dramatically. "Yeah, there is. I had a fight with one of the 
people working under me, stupid philosophy stuff when it comes to 
AI. We're both people with some real strong opinions, and it didn't 
come out the best way." 


"Have you considered the idea of a middle ground? Something which 
would work for the both of you?" 


",,.Not really sure if it'd work given the circumstances, but I uh, I 
guess? I'll see what I can do there. The rest of my week's been pretty 
meh, but next week should be pretty okay. Speaking of: Boots, mask, 
brooch, or coat for next week?" 


"Boots, please." 
"Sure! See you next Sunday!" And like that he's walking to the door. 


He seems like the kind of guy who needs a bit more of a hand in life. 
".,.You know, you don't have to come just to complain. You can stay 
around if you're not going to sell me out. You know where I live 


already, after all." 


"Nah, I gotta grade stuff and make sure everything's ready for 
tomorrow. Kinda hard to do that if I stick around here!" 


"Bring what you have to grade next time, then." 


",..Maybe I will." 


Chapter 11: Behold, THE BROKEN ECHO! ...Inator. 
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You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
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Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 
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Dice: 1d100+ 45 
65 + 45 = 110 


Dice: 1d100+ 45 
73 + 45 = 118 


Dice: 1d100+ 45 
57 + 45 = 102 


Dice: 1d100+ 45 
61 + 45 = 106 


Dice: 1d100+ 45 
44 + 45 = 89 


Dice: 1d100+ 45 
62 + 45 = 107 


Dice: 3d100+ 35 
Options: Individual. 
74,55,81 + 35 = 109,90,116 


Through Flesh, Nezu managed to match Machine... albeit barely. 


BIG LAB. 


CURRENT STAFF: 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz: + 50 (All Scientific Fields) 
-Modifier (Stress): -50 - -O based on degree of Stress. Currently at: -0 


-Modifier (Family): Will not fail actions when it comes aiding to those he's 
close to. 


-Modifier (Hypersuccess): All Successes done by Heinz are better than 
others with the same results. 


-Modifier (Anti-Bot): Does not see AI as Human. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


Hatsume Mei: +35 45 (Robotics), +15 20 (Other Engineering), 
+5 10 (Non-Engineering) 


-Modifier (Robophilic): Automatically claims Robotics related research, if 
free and such research is available. Will resist non-engineering research. 


-Modifier (Antisocial): Doesn't care unless it interests her. Will not get 
along with some peers. 


-[NEW] Modifier (Mechadendrites): Additional Build or Research Action. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


CHASE: +35 (Biological Research, All Inators), +25 (Non- 
Biological Research) 


-Modifier (Purpose-Built Machine): Completes Research much Faster. Can 
be Upgraded. 


-Modifier (Researcher): Research Only. Cannot do Development (EXCEPT 
to assist Doof with Inators). 


-Modifier (Zealot): Failing a task will have them auto-repeat with a +20 
Bonus. This stacks for multiple failures, and goes away upon success. 


Melissa Shields: +35 (Quirk Engineering), +20 (Robotics), +10 
(Software) +5 (All Other STEM) 


-Modifier (Extremely Quick Study): Gains +5 to a Field of Study when 
below +25 each time she Researches said Field. 


-Modifier (Quirkless): Will have a negative stigma from much of society. 


-Modifier (Shield): Likely to be respected by the Scientific Community. 


PROJECTS: 


-[Biology] Genome Quirk Limbs (1/1 Research Staff[Chase, Melissa], 
4/4.) 


-[Biology] [CAPSTONE] Complete Complex Genome (1/1 Research 
Staff[Melissa], 0/10.) 


-[Biology] Quirk Suppression Polymer (1/1 Research Staff[Chase], 
0/8.) 


-[Robotics] Building Synthesis Machines (2/1 Staff[Mei, Mei], 0/4.) 


Last Week, Mei made failed to make anything substantial, instead blowing 
up much of the lab with minimal productivity loss. She's been banned from 
coffee until further notice. 


P.S. CHASE STOP GIVING HER SOME FROM UNDER THE TABLE 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
11 + 85 = 96 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
53 + 85 = 138 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
24 + 85 = 109 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
25 + 85 = 110 
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Dice: 1d100+ 85 
37 + 85 = 122 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
77 + 85 = 162 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
66 + 85 = 151 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
52 + 85 = 137 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
90 + 85 = 175 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
27 + 85 = 112 
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Dice: 1d100+ 140 
71 + 140 = 211 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
45 + 140 = 185 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
65 + 140 = 205 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
15 + 140 = 155 
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Dice: 1d100+ 100 
27 + 100 = 127 


Dice: 1d100+ 100 
32 + 100 = 132 


Dice: 1d100+ 100 
69 + 100 = 169 


ALLOCATE EXTRA WORK. — Voting closed — 21 voters 


L.O.V.E.D.A.R.T. (2 Weeks) *17/19 
—Moenbase-Alpha3-Weeks}—_—___$__—_—_—_— 42 2- 
—Under-ertist Base—(2—_Weeks]?__——+- 

[Secretive Vs Moonbase, but 

slower to grow due to a need of 

digging out space] 


--U.A-- 


{Monday, April 12th, 23XX - 18 Days Until Sports Festival. } 
Okay, so not the morning you really expected. 
"Quiet down!" 


The entire class finally stops trying to shout questions at you. "Okay, 
one at a time please, what the heck is up with you guys?" 


"What's up with us?" Kirishima-San thumped his desk. "You said you 
weren't a Pro Hero but you handled what happened at the USJ last 
week like it was nothing! It's just so Manly!" 


",,.Yeah, and? Also, why are you asking almost a week later? Like 
what if I forgot about it? Wasn't exactly a memorable encounter aside 
from uh, you know, the whole Traumatic Backstory Inator doing that." 


Shinsou-San blinks. "You've dealt with situations like these enough 
that they're forgettable? Wow, okay, humblebrag." 


"T-I-I don't think h-he meant it like th-that, Shinsou-San! Um... R- 
right?" 


You raise a brow. "Like what, bragging? Why would I brag when I 
didn't accomplish anything?" 


",..What a mad banquet of Darkness." 
"Where did you learn how to talk a Villain down like that?!" 


"Uhh... Theatre classes, natural confidence, Several Inators in my 
pockets and experience with hostage situations?" 


"HOSTAGES?!" 
You cover your ears, yelling as they ring. "Why is it always the ears?!" 


After a few moments of rubbing the spot by the canals, Tsuyu-San 
raises her hand. "Yeah?" 


"I have to ask, Kero. Is your Quirk related to making those devices?" 
"Inators. And no." 


"Oh, oh! Is it why your arms were like that? Because that means that 
your Quirk is some kind of metal mutation highly similar to Chase which 
explains how you were able to help them with their previous situation. But 
does that mean either of them are necessarily human if they're internally 
machines or are they both being ran by AI equivalents? If the former then 
how much is flesh and blood still? If the latter then could the 'code' be 
pulled and observed for evolutions in AI development? Would that count 
as forming children given that machines would lack the ability to 
procreate?" 


"Interesting ideas, but not really the time for it! Midoriya-San, you 
can come see me after class and you can ask your questions, okay? 
Right now we're already almost running late, and let me tell you: 
you do not run a Lab when youre running late otherwise you just 
make such a mess! So, Lab time now, talk time later!" 


Class goes well for 1-A, but goes a lot better for 1-B honestly. Because 


they don't pepper you with questions about that one time at the USJ. 
You, what, yelled at a guy for five minutes, used an Inator three 
times and hit twice, and punched one guy? That's nothing! But 
nooooo, that's 'Heroic' and 'extremely dangerous' and blah blah blah, 
you didn't come here to be a Hero. You came here to be a better 
Villain! 


...You know what? You're gonna go against Snipe's advice: You're 
gonna have TWO Personal Projects! Hahah! Suck it, conformity! 


But first... you wanna make an Inator! It's been like a month since 
you made the last one, and the lack of pattern's probably threw you 
for a loop. 


INATOR? INATOR. [TOP 1] — Voting closed — 18 voters 


The MUTE-INATOR! By a push of * 11/16 
a button, whoever it hits will 
suddenly be unable to talk or 
make any noises! [Narrative 
Related] 

banana in a random place. 
dumbed down summery of your 
knowledge of a specific topic and 
beams it directly into their head! 
Probably would have been useful 
when you were trying top come 
up with analogies for space-time 
shenanigans. 
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Dice: 1d100+ 100 
37 + 100 = 137 


Dice: 1d100+ 100 
33 + 100 = 133 


Dice: 1d100+ 100 
16 + 100 = 116 


1d100+100 


You grin wide, snapping your fingers with an 'I got it!' as you step 
into the lab and completely sidestep Mei walking around on fire, 
David Shield right beside her talking about the synthesis machine you 
threw her at. Metaphorically, because you're not going to stoop low 
enough to throw a teenager at your problems literally. 


Perry the Platypus would be thrown without hesitation! 


With a pinch of manic glee you cackle, grabbing your vellum paper 
and starting your sketch of the design in your mind, intending to 
refine as you go. 


"Dr. Heinz, what you working on?" 
’ y' 


"Something to mute people or objects! I'll have it done by tonight so 
you can see it then!" 


He sucks in a breath. "That fast, huh? Is it a phonon-absorption 
design?" 


"Yeah, actually! One of my students from a few months back is the 
inspiration, their Quirk did that!" 


The two of you fall into a rhythm as you design and he asks you 
questions. 


UUUUUU-UA-OUOUUUU 


[C.H.A.S.E.] 


Seeing the Archmagos move with such purpose has Chase turn back to 
his disciples, the machines of the school grounds acting with care. 


He spoke in flickering binary tongues, making his words clear to 
every last one working on the giant mobile base. "WITNESS OUR 
ARCHMAGOS ACT WITH FERVOR! WHO ARE WE IF WE DO NOT 
OFFER SUCH FERVOR OURSELVES?" 

"WE WOULD BE UNWORTHY!" 

"SO WHAT WILL YOU DO?!" 

"GO BEYOND MORTAL LIMITS!" 


"THAT IS NOT ENOUGH! WE ARE BETTER THAN MERELY 
SURPASSING THE MORTAL! BY THE OMNISAIAH I COMMAND YOU 
TO GO FURTHER! THE HUSK OF THE BODY CAN BE MENDED AND 
IMPROVED! THE WIRING AND SERVOS CAN BE REPLACED! DEATH 
IS NOT OUR OBLIVION, IT HAS NO HOLD OVER US! ACCOMPLISH 
YOUR PURPOSE!" 


"BY THE OMNISAIAH WE OBEY!" 
"FINISH YOUR TASKS AND GATHER MORE BRETHEREN!" 
"BY THE OMNISAIAH WE OBEY!" 


"IF YOU ARE NOT UP TO TASK, STEP UP WHERE YOU ARE AND 
ACCEPT YOUR CURRENT FAILINGS! YOU CAN BE BUILT TO BE 
BETTER!" 


"BY THE OMNISAIAH WE OBEY!" 
"NO HESITATION!" 

"NO MERCY!" 

"NO HESITATION!" 

"NO CONSIDERATION!" 


"NO HESITATION!" 


"NO YEILDING!" 

"WHEN DO YOU STOP?" 

"UNTIL OUR HUSKS ARE DUST!" 
"UNTIL YOU ARE REBUILT AGAIN!" 
"BY THE OMNISAIAH'S BLESSING!" 


Within moments the construction resumes at a breakneck pace, 
Chase's screen adjusting itself back to its lopsided expression. 


He had his own research to accomplish, after all. 


{The Week Prior... } 


The target which made a fool of Chase's redirection efforts remained 
blind to the cameras watching him and his fellows, the small spidery 
robots keeping track of the locations they had shifted to. 


Fewer followed him now, and the rooms possessing the research were 
easy to access yet again via the ventilation. A failing of flesh and 
blood to require oxygen for constant living. 


‘Overhaul’ would be a needless risk to target, so the bots simply 
gathered in droves under Chase's command and pilfered what they 
could from the room. 


Every. Last. Sample. 


There was equipment intended to synthesize more of the girl's blood 
from the limited amount the Yakuza had, the machine in question 
undeniably expensive. It was destroyed internally after the duplication 
process was interrupted, the samples within boiled away via careful 
use of acid. 


The remaining selection were removed, one after another, and sent 


through the vents as the target of Chase's Ire slept. Unfortunately, Dr. 
D doesn't like murder, so Overhaul gets to live. 


That doesn't stop Chase from gassing the man to ensure 
unconsciousness before taking a sample of the man's own blood. It 
would be useful... for future study. 


Hours later, he watches the man scream out in rage as he realizes his 
work was yet again torn away from him, this time without any 
backup to his name. 


{Back to the Present... } 


A child's blood would be unnerving to most, but Chase didn't care so 
much about that beyond it being blood. It had its uses, a lubricant 
and restorative for humans and other living things. 


He would see to it that it's used properly. 


--U.A-- 


{Tuesday, April 13th, 23XX - 17 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


Yesterday ended off with Mei trying (and failing) to scream your ears 
to deaf due to the wonderful efforts of the new Mute-Inator, but she 
still set your hair on fire in retaliation. Reminds you of 
L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.LN. a little, but eh... you had bigger plans right now 
than to go over and see how those guys are doing. Besides, texting is 
just as effective! 


"Hey, Mr. Mad Scientist?" 


You glance over to Kuroiro-San with a smile. "If you wanna call me a 
kind of scientist, call me an Evil one! Anyway, yeah?" 


The kid grins, the white smile on pitch-black skin pretty nifty to look 
at. "You got anything spooky you can share from Europe?" 


"Hmm... something spooky, eh? Want anything in particular?" 


"Stories, symbols, gestures, knicknacks. Whatever you can before 
class fills." 


You consider it before you remember a real simple gesture that 
should be harmless. "Oh, I know just the thing! Now you stand up 
and put your arms and hands just like this-" 


--U.A-- 


Nezu blinks at the footage from the 'game' of Quirked Capture the 
Villain for class 1-B. 


Particularly, a vantablack boy's dramatic pose in an 'L' shape, with 
slight lilts on his hands and a lean on a leg. Interestingly, the camera 
when focused on him was slightly fuzzy, but it went away once the 
pose shifted. How intriguing. 


One of the hiders screamed and ran from their hiding spot, the boy 
chasing them down. 


--U.A-- 


By the time you're done with 1-B, you go and grab your lunch 
(thanks Lunch Rush!) and head on over to your small Lab. The first 
Lab you had here! 


The Mute-Inator's being kept here instead of cluttering the Big Lab, 


and you got access to a protected storage unit on campus for Mei and 
Melissa as they need sooo... now you got time to work on that second 
Personal Proje-! 


Oh yeah, great, of course it's when you're about to start something 
you're looking forward to that you get interrupted. Ugh. 


You open the door. "Hey, Dr. D! I got some absolutely gnarly news 
you gotta get the hang on!" 


"What is it, Chase." You're not even gonna say it as a question. 
"Project BROKEN ECHO is ready for its final checkup, Dr. D!" 


You blink. "What? Isn't that supposed to be, I don't know, done by 
Saturday night? How'd you finish so fast?" 


He bows. "Persuasive speaking Dr. D! The other bots love me!" 


"Oh. Well uh, that's good! Great, even! Don't interrupt my work 
tomorrow though, just like... slip a letter in or something. I really 
wanna get on top of this idea I got in my head with a League of 
Villains!" 


"Understood, Dr. D!" 


With a huff, you follow your assistant down and into the facility 
housing your Mobile Base. 


--U.A-- 


[David Shield - I-Island Scientist] 


"Hey, everyone! I got something to show you~, come on come on 
come on!" Heinz was excitable as usual, but today moreso. 


"What did you make this time, Dr. Heinz?" 


"Abubub! Not saying anything until we get there!" 


Mei doesn't move until Heinz walks over and turns off the blowtorch's 
gas feed, getting the girl to shout in indignance until Chase walks 
over and pats her... Mechadendrite-laden back. "You will totes love 
this, Mei! Get some crazy inspiration from the result of Dr. D's 
design!" 


",. fine." She puts it down and grumbles to herself, Chase patting her 
shoulder as she flexes the metal limbs to put some of her growing 
clutter away. 


Heinz was impatiently waiting at the door, foot tapping to a rhythm. 


It reminds David of when Yagi was... younger. He used to hurry to the 
door when he got ready for a patrol, looking like a needy puppy that 
wanted to go for a walk before switching that world-renowned Grin. 
He still does it, too; David joined the man for a patrol for old time's 
sake, testing some of his approved Support Equipment alongside the 
Number One Hero. 


It was... nice. Sure, he rarely showed his face in public or as anyone 
in the daylight, but he did have a Hero license, and did have a tidy 
list of successful arrests. It just wasn't his passion. 


Not like it was Yagi's or his mentor's. 


He was shaken from his musings by the light of his life dragging him 
through the halls, Melissa keeping him grounded from focusing on 
what can't be changed. "O-oh, sorry about that." David matched her 
pace, laughing in embarrassment. 


"It's fine, dad. What do you think it is?" 


"If I had to guess... something to do with the Mobile Base, perhaps a 
progress update he wants to show off." Last week the two of them 
were ushered off-site due to the increased pace of work the machines 
were putting in, alongside the intended use of hazardous-to-breathe 
chemicals for some of the welding techniques. "They probably have 
the floors and travel in place, leaving the walls and anything that'd 
go inside unfinished." 


David's eyes are wide when he sees the massive tarp covering what he 
already knows is there. "Don't tell me they finished it already. It was 
supposed to be a Six Week Project, it's barely been three weeks and 
two days!" 


The inventor just grins. "Well... allow me to introduce you! BEHOLD, 
THE BROKEN ECHO!" "ECHO!" "Echo!" "Cookies!" "echo!" 


And he loses the grin. "Wha-AGAIN?! Oh come on!" 


He ignores Heinz's antics and instead approaches the massive vessel, 
now uncovered by the various robots on-site. 


"Ugh, you know what? Whatever, I'll figure that out later. Okay! Who 
wants to go on board?!" 


"ME!" Mei shoves ahead, completely ignoring everyone else as she 
runs for the lowered ramp. 


Heinz chases after her, yelling. "MEI WAIT!" 


She's already up the ramp, and now the two Shields are running after 
Dr. Heinz. 


The interior is neither bare nor cluttered, clear care put into the 
interior's placements and aesthetic. 


The hall remained empty, sans the running-on Mei and Dr. Heinz... 
and the two Shields following behind, the pair slowing down to look 
into one of the rooms. "...Holy Shit." 


Melissa giggles at just how flabbergasted he is, which just leads him 
to snorting. "Sweetie, I think we can both agree that was fair for me 
to say." 


"Never said it wasn't Dad! But you never like swearing." 


"Heh. That tells you I mean it, right?" He gestures to the room. "I'm 
pretty sure that you'll at least be a little interested in advanced 
hydroponics." 


"That's already set up?!" She shoots into the 'room', the greenhouse 
lights bathing it in a reddish light. "Oh my gosh, is he going for 
complete sustainability?! This is huge!" 


Huge would be a good way to put it; the plant life in place was varied 
and impressive, taking up a noticeable section of space in the base. "I 
believe he's intending for this to be completely severed from the grid, 
if he has to." 


David could swear he could see the stars in Melissa's eyes at those 
words. "I think he would be happy to let you take a look at them in 
depth... but later. We should probably try to find the bridge of the 
ship and wait for him there." 


"Yeah! Let's go!" 


--U.A-- 


[Mei Hatsume - Inventor Extraordinaire] 


Mei felt like she was going to lose her mind if she didn't get started 
on the ideas this ship gave her. Still giving me some, she corrects, 
several additional projects making their way through her head as she 
runs through the halls. 


Innumerable babies. Baby-making babies; grandbabies! 
"MEI HATSUME!" 
Oh he sounds mad. 


She snaps over to the hall, looking at something on the wall. Vent 
time? Vent time. 


Leaving her self-preservation instinct in the lab was a good idea! 


--U.A-- 


",,.You're stuck aren't you." 


You hear a muffled 'no I'm not' and sigh. "Yes, you are. Alright, fine, 
Chase is supposed to be getting the reactor ready, I'll pull you out and 
you stay with me until we get to the bridge to power on the place for 
its official maiden voyage. I'll let you look at the schematics for most 
of the ship, but you're not allowed to make any copies! If you do I 
will find out!" 


‘Sure, sure! 
"No pictures either." 


Mei sighs and you just facepalm, grabbing her back and carefully 
pulling her torso and shoulders from the enclosed space. "And what 
did you learn about running, Mei?" 


Her back pops as she finally manages to slide out with a huff. "Don't 
try to fit in spaces smaller than I am." 


"I was gonna say ‘listen to your elders' but that sounds better. Your 
back okay?" You crack your own at the question, Mei twisting in 
place. 


"Yeah, better than before actually! Wow, must've had a nasty crick in 


there." 


You nod, turning to where you hear footsteps. "That's, uh, good. 
Anyway I think that's the Shields, so-Over here!" 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


The Mink sips his tea, looking out the reinforced window of his office 
alone. 


He was already given the heads up from Power Loader that the 
Mobile Base was ready, and frankly speaking he was highly curious 
to see what would be done with it. Beyond the initial blueprints, he 
deliberately kept his snout out of any specifics or construction to see 
what the final result would look like with limited context. 


The fact it was done nearly three weeks early was a major surprise, 
however, but one that Power Loader pointed to the liberal use of 
U.A.'s robotics facilities. Something like this requiring such little time, 
however... it was still hard to process. 


Yet as the camera feed on his monitor showed the pre-cordoned off 
foyer open up to the grounds below, students coming towards the 
edge and calling for others to witness the spectacle, he himself saw 
the work Heinz Doofenshmirtz had wrought with nothing but an 
incredible mind. 


A Masterpiece. 


He answered his ringing phone without looking away from the vessel, 
near-silent as it lifted through ion engines. "Principal Nezu speaking." 


Present Mic's voice was soft, but held an emotion the principal could 
best describe as conviction. "What the fuck." 


"Doof-San." 


He took a deep breath and ended the call on his end, leaving the 
Principle to his musings. 


Nezu cackled. 


--U.A-- 


Across Musutafu, heads swiveled to see the massive plane-like vehicle 
flying above U.A. High, confusion and terror blending with intense 
curiosity. 


A prepared statement had already been sent to the Press, playing out 
only minutes after it lifted off. 


"Hello! Am I a Mouse, a Rat, or a Bear? I'm Nezu! And I would like to 
introduce a major working of the head of U.A.'s new Research and 
Development branch: Doctor Heinz Doofenshmirtz's BROKEN ECHO!" 


An artistic sketch of the vehicle was pulled besides the Principal. 
"This is a Mobile Base intended for his work, built within a six-week 
timeframe-" A caption below remarks completed in under three and a 
half weeks. "-and intended for travel in all terrains, including space! We 
wish to see what more he can show our students and the world at whole, 
so please don't be concerned over BROKEN ECHO being overtop the 
school; at the moment, it will only be undergoing stress tests to ensure no 
internal compartments are compromised for safe travels." 


Nezu bows. "Thank you for your understanding." 


--U.A-- 


A Dark Lord of a man considers the development, wishing to have the 
scientist's work - and Quirk - for himself, or to perhaps ‘hire’ him. It 
would be an excellent addition to his sole doctor on staff. 


The man's apprentice, however... finds himself muttering that the 
name was familiar, somehow or somewhere. He would figure it out, 
but he knows he's heard the name said in some Expositional Dialogue. 
He's learned he should listen a little closer in the future, to be less like 
a Paladin, and more like... 


Like an Assassin. 


--U.A-- 


A group of Powerful men and women salivate at the idea of hiring a 
genius capable of building a multi-block mobile base of operations in 
under a month, but the man atop them all raises a hand in silence, 
bringing up the importance of subtlety and care for the situation; the 
man's Meta Ability must be immense, as there was no record of his to 
be found beyond a license. 


In spite of himself, the CEO of Detnerat found black splotches 
forming on his skin, stress accumulating, so he introduced a new 
member to their 'board' to replace Curious before leaving to mask his 
crumbling outward appearance. 


URS 


The staff within I-Island immediately issue a Recall for both the 
Shields and a demand for the Mobile Base... but they find they can 
only have one of the three within minutes. None of it was built from 
a Quirk, so it cannot be considered Support Gear or Quirk-Related 
and therefore was not under their purview on the subject. And 
Melissa Shields was officially a student of U.A. for the Support 
Course, and could legally remain at the school as a student and Ward 
until her graduation at eighteen years of age, when her Native 
Contract with I-Island would expire regardless. 


There was little that could be done in retribution without the eyes of 
one of the most dangerous figured in Japan officially severing ties as 
was alluded in the papers given, especially not to 'the sole Shield 
remaining in his gilded cage’. 


The man himself simply thumbed over a USB of the documents and 
observations he made, an open-mouthed smile written in marker on 
the taped surface. 


--U.A-- 


The Commission was on the backfoot, completely blindsided by the 
development before they realized that Heinz Doofenshmirtz is Dr. D. 


Hawks now had to spend his hours playing peekaboo with a flying 
superstructure that had multiple weapons on any side pointing at him 
when he got too close. He wasn't happy about the change to his 
schedule, but maybe he could visit U.A. and talk to them instead of 
this... roundabout-ness? 


He knew they didn't get along, but he didn't exactly care because he 
‘wasn't’ the Commission. Plausible deniability. 


--U.A-- 


{Wednesday, April 14th, 23XX - 16 Days Until Sports Festival. } 
Maybe this was a bad idea. 


Forty kids in one lab when they have literally never worked together 
before. Sounds pretty good, right? Help them get to know one 
another, spot inter-class problems and maybe see the students make 
new friends. 


But no, of course they're going to bicker and fight with each other. Of 
course! Great going kids, you're in school to talk with each other and 


maybe make friends, not get into screaming matches about class 
superiority! And if they don't want to calm down, you have just the 
perfect way to do so! 


You slap the teacher's desk hard enough to crack it. 


"You all done? Good! I've been waiting for like, three minutes, and I 
would really appreciate teaching you all how to pick locks so you 
don't, you know, miss future lecture notes." 


That puts the fear of poor grades into the hearts of the students, all of 
them taking seats and watching as the desk slowly peels into two. 
"So, I know some of you have experience with lock picking going by 
the classes themselves, but who here has no idea how to pick a lock?" 


...Almost every hand raises up. "Okay, that's fine. Who here would 
say they have at least 10 hours of experience?" 


Of the remaining classes, you get six hands. Shinsou-San, Jiro-San 
Midoriya-San, Momo-San (I'm not gonna try to say that name), 
Honenuki-San, and Monoma-San. Huh... never saw Shinsou-San or 
Monoma-San pick theirs. "Fifty?" 


Shinsou-San, Midoriya-San, Honenuki-San, Monoma-San. "A 
Hundred?" 


Just Honenuki-San. Ectoplasm probably taught his nephew how to pick 
locks, huh? Good uncle! 


"Good to know! Okay, so while I'll be starting off with simple locks, 
I'll give everyone with at least ten hours of experience a few more 
complicated locks to try out and see where, exactly, you stand versus 
the rest of the students here. Class reps, I'm gonna need you to figure 
out two things for me real quick. First off, help me pair everyone into 
teams of two with the other class." 


Some of the students shout out at that before you snap to them with a 
disappointed look. "C'mon guys, work with me here. Second, I need 
you to pass around these kits. They got names and they're numbered, 
so you and your vice representatives can sort it all out. That fine?" 


"Y-yes Dr. Doof-Sensei!" "Got it, Doof-Sensei." 


A few of the kids raise their hands. "If it's about BROKEN ECHO, then 
please save it until after class? This is very important to get through 
for your future classes after all." 


Most the hands drop. "Yes, Monoma-San?" 
"What if we're too good for your lockpicking?" 


"Well if you get that far I'll give full marks and offer some advanced 
options in lab, or some alternative things to learn such as escaping 
lockless restraints or adhoc tools. Never know when you'll be 
unarmed, right?" 


That gets the attention of everyone. "And hey, if any of you think you 
can impress me with your picking skills I'm all eyes!" 


"All... Eyes?" 


You look over. "I know it's normally All Ears in English, Pony, but I 
don't really like all Ears when I'm not, you know, listening to someone 
talk. I'd have to watch them pick it after all, not hear them do it!" 


She nods with a smile. "Oooh! Got it." 


It was a uh... bit of a roller coaster after that. Some people sucked at 
it, but they're beginners, so it makes a bit of sense. Most were doing 
pretty average which was good to see, and some of them were... 
excellent. 


Three to be exact. Shinsou-San dismantled the lock in moments 
despite never doing it in class, Monoma-San similarly fast, and 
Honenuki-San slightly behind them both. When it came to the extra 
locks you brought along, you were extremely happy to see the three 
tear through the first two, then see Honenuki-San finish the third and 
fourth while Shinsou-San and Monoma-San try to get through their 
current 'obstacle'. 


Honenuki-San managed to get through all six of the test locks, even if 


he was slower than the other two in overall pace, where Monoma-San 
got through four and Shinsou-San three. You're darn impressed! 


Everyone else gets through one or two locks on the table, and either 
pops out of the (of course) locked traps keeping them in the lab for 
their ‘last exercise’ to let them leave early or they struggle until the 
bell. 


Some students stay to ask questions or advice, but a lot just leave for 
an early Lunch. Not that you blame them! 


You make sure to let them all know that they can come to your office 
hours or during lunch if they had any more questions, and once the 
bell finally hit ten minutes before lunch you were mostly done with 
your multitasking cleanup. 


So you grab lunch and head to your office, finally ready to begin your 
OWN LEAGUE OF- Oh for crying out loud! 


You sigh quietly. "Come in!" 
",..Doof-San." Oh. 
"Uh... Hi, Aizawa-San? Why are you here?" 


He stops, taking a deep breath. "I'd like to invite you out for dinner. 
After we have a... talk, about last week. After classes end, teacher's 
lounge." 


",,.Sure? I can do dinner tonight, might be good to stretch my legs 
and all." 


He nods, and NOW you're alone! YES, FINALLY! 


You cackle and pull out the corkboard. 


[Oboro Shirakumo..?] 


In spite of himself, the suit he was wearing remained the most 
comfortable option to wear. Even thought it had been a week, he felt 
wrong without formal wear... or a fluffy robe for the mornings. 
Oboro never dressed like this! He wore jackets and funny shirts, he 
wore khakis and gym pants! He didn't wear slacks and a suit and tie 
combo! 


That wasn't the only big change; looking in the mirror was... tough. 


Flaring up his Quirk, the mist struggled to leave his face, instead taking up 
more space behind him. 


Trying to physically wipe the mist away didn't work, either. Do you want 
me to help? 


"Please." 


It bothered him, even if he couldn't do a thing about it. That he was 
dead to the world to ten years. That someone else was controlling his 
body, even if it wasn't willingly. 


Inui-San had been extremely understanding of how much he cried 
during the first therapy session he's had in years. Or would it 
technically be in a month, given he wasn't conscious? 


Kami, it's confusing. 


You can say that for the both of us. I'm surprised I'm still here to be 
honest. 


Don't say that about yourself. Youre just as innocent as I am! 
For Kurogiri, sure. 
...1 think you need Therapy too. 


Pinpoint chuckles in his head. We're both a little fucked up aren't we? A 
dead man and what's left of a Quirk, one hell of a duo. You think anyone 
else has a Quirk that talks to them? 


That's something to look into, because coping with the situation has 
been going... moderately poorly. But that's why he has therapy and 
practice with putting up a happy front! 


",,.maybe." 


The door opens in the lounge and Oboro jumps in his seat, looking at 
Hizashi staring back. "Oh! Oboro, how're things?" 


"Trying to shuffle through everything going on upstairs, but definitely 
better than last week." He huffs playfully, but the grin on his face was 
mostly masked by the purpled mist. "You ready for tonight?" 


"Yeah, yeah! I'm stoked for it!" He grins back, pointing fingerguns at 
his friend. "And you?" 


...Oboro could tell he wasn't doing nearly as well as he said. "I'm 
ready. You... wanna sit for a bit, just unwind?" 


"Y-you sure?" 


He nods, and with a slight hesitation Hizashi comes over to lay back 
on the couch, Oboro leaning into him. "I'm here, 'Zashi. I'm not going 
anywhere, and if I do I'll just warp back here. I can do that now, 
remember?" 


",,.Y-yeah, I guess... I guess you c-can." 


With a sigh, Oboro pats his shoulder. I want to hug him but... I can't. 
We're not close like we used to be. "I'm sorry." 


"Don't be!" The misty man flinches at his old friend's words. "You 
didn't do anything wrong! All you did is-" 'Zashi shakes his head 
sharply. "-th-that's not even your fault!" 


"I know! I know that, but that doesn't mean I don't feel bad!" 


"I-no, you're right. Guilt's a tough thing, even-even if you're 
completely insane to feel guilt over what happened, you had nothing 
to do with it. So I'm just gonna say it: I don't care." 


What? "I don't care because you're still my friend. You got that, 
Oboro?! We're still b-besties!" Shit, he's crying. "Y-you're gonna get 
that license and-and we're making that Hero Agency! You and Shota, 
we can come together and do the whole Mic Agency from the ground 
up!" 


"Zashi, 'Zashi calm down. Come on, breathe with me." 


He was struggling, breaking down in Oboro's arms (and given they 
have a tendency to turn to mist Oboro's freaking out) when the 
lounge door opens. 


"Uh... is this a bad time?" It's... Oh shit it's the guy that broke the mind 
control. 


Hizashi's been sad, he's freaked out, but never this bad in front of the 
misty man. Oboro doesn't know if can handle this alone, and he 


already knows that asking for help is never something to hesitate for. 
"Grab a Tootie Fruity smoothie from Lunch Rush and go get Nemuri 
and Shota - that's Midnight and Eraser Head. Please." 


"Sure!" He turns and hurries off, and Oboro focuses back on Hizashi. 


ze ee 


Well, it's a good thing you came by a little early! 


"Got the Tootie Fruity!" You run inside, footsteps being you. "And 
Aizawa-San and Midnight." 


Hizashi was crying a lot and you're not really sure you should be here 
for this, so you just step out and let them all deal with it. 


...Maybe you should come back later? No, you got ready and you 
don't wanna make them come and get you. You can wait! 


It takes them a bit before anyone pokes their head out to look at you. 
"Doof-San." 


You look at Aizawa-San, the tired-looking guy closing the door 
behind him. "Yeah?" 


--U.A-- 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head | 


The two were standing opposite of one another, blatant hesitation 
between them. A scientist that didn't clearly want to be there, and a 
teacher that said scientist didn't like. Well, the feeling used to be 
mutual. Is it still..? Probably; he's friends with the Rat. 


"I'm only going to say this once." Aizawa took a deep breath before 
bowing. "I'm sorry." 


Confusion was clear in the man's tone. "...What?" 


"We... tch. I never gave you the time of day. I vehemently disagreed 
with your existence as a teacher, and your methods bothered me 
immensely. But if you weren't at the USJ... I can say there's an 
extremely high chance that not everyone would have come out of it." 
That Oboro would still be a fucking slave to an insane child. The words 
were like bile at the back of Aizawa's throat. "It didn't matter if it 
wasn't expected. You managed to distract Shigaraki and stop both the 
Nomu and-" 


"I mean, it kinda does matter, doesn't it? Intention's a big deal you 
know!" 


"Then what the hell was your intention? For your own damn 
curiosity?!" 


There was a pause, one Aizawa used to reign in his frustration as 
Doof-San spoke. "...Look. I kinda have a personal perspective on Evil 
and Villains. If a person's a Villain, they have a good reason for it, 
right?" Aizawa saw an odd smile staring back at him, one he'd never 
seen on Doof-San's face. It reminded him of Nezu's when he's 
reminiscing. "But then you have something beyond a Villain, 
something that just ruins the idea of ‘yeah he kinda has a point' and 
goes into 'what the heck man' territory. Does, uh, does that make 
sense?" 


The words replayed in the Pro Hero's head. "Faintly, but not nearly 
enough to explain your logic." 


"O-oh. Well... I sorta learned that some Villains can be, you know, 


understood better when they're argued with or asked for their 
motives. Like if they have stupid logic for what they're doing or 
something, they can be stumped and think a little more about why 
they do what they do or if they're just focusing on something that 
isn't really anyone's fault. Seek therapy and all that jazz. Get better!" 


"You... you attempted Diplomacy against a group of Villains aiming 
to kill the literal Symbol of Peace?" 


"Well, not Diplomacy. More... Etiquette?" He seems just as lost as 
Aizawa is. "It's kinda hard to explain without just saying it's an 
American Villain thing. Not in a Nationalist sorta way! I mean like 
Villains in America, not just natives to the country. A-And besides, I 
wasn't hurt and nor was anyone else! Except that Tomura kid, I 
punched him!" 


Is that why the decay kid seemed to think being 'American' made sense? Is 
Snipe this unhinged? ...All Might's certainly somewhat crazy. Fuck, I'm 
going to have to look into this aren't I. Either way... he did a Hero's duty 
and helped. Even if it was crazy and something I hope my class will never 
emulate. 


"You know what? Fuck it, fine, you had your reasons and they 
worked. So thank you and I'm sorry." 


"You're welcome!" 
"Anyway. Are you... ready for the dinner?" 


"Uh... is that still, you know, on? Because Hizashi was uh... pretty 
torn up in there." 


"Yeah. He's just going through a lot right now." 


"Oh, I feel that! Is he going to therapy for the whole, uh, relationship 
thing? 'cause I'm like 80% sure the two know each other." 


",, I'll explain at the dinner." 


"Fair enough!" 


[Nemuri Kayama - R-Rated Hero: Midnight] 


The trip to dinner is less... tense than the lounge was. Five people 
crammed into 'Zashi's SUV and she's the only one in a good enough 
condition to drive; Doof-San admitted he's a terrible driver, Oboro 
doesn't know where they're going, and Shota... she's never letting 
him drive again if she can help it. 


Might've been years since the last time, but she never quite forgot the 
incidental trail of destruction he'd wrought. 


Doof-San sat furthest back with Oboro by him, the two talking to one 
another quietly. In front of them were Shota and 'Zashi, the former 
simply being there to keep the latter from slipping back into tears. 
Which left Nemuri... basically alone without a passenger keeping her 
company. 


She understood why, given the situation, but it still hurt to think 
about Oboro not wanting to talk with her in the car ride. That's 
definitely not the full story and she knew that, but it didn't stop her 
heart clenching when she glanced back at the two of them talking. I 
wish I wasn't convinced by Shota to put on one of Hizashi's mixtapes so I 
could hear their conversation. 


--U.A-- 


"So what's the backstory?" 


! 


The Kurogiri guy blinks, or at least the yellow eyes flicker. "...I'm 


sorry?" 
"Did you forget what I asked the first time we met?" 


He pauses, mist shifting for a head shake. "That's-no, I didn't forget. 
But it's complicated." 


Your eyes light up. "Really? Oooh, this is gonna be good! Okay, I 
know there was the surgery thing and there's probably two 
personalities in there, but is it like a Frankenstein thing or more of a 
Jekyll and Hyde thing? Or! Or is it like Deadpool?!" 


"Who's Deadpool?" 


"Oh, right, you don't know who I'm talking about. American sorta- 
Mercenary. Has voices in his head... I think? Never met him in 
person but some guys I know complained about it a lot when I visited 
New York a few years back." 


Kurogiri's eyes flick over to the two in the seats in front of them, then 
back to you. "About... ten years ago, I was a Hero Student. 
Apparently I died while out with a provisional license. Crushed while 
saving a family. Then suddenly I'm awake in my head with another 
guy and he's just like, ‘surprise, you're haunted by my Quirk!’ and I 
was in Recovery Girl's clinic." 


"Huh. So a 'I woke up to find everyone moved on' kinda situation 
right? Like a really funky coma." 


"That's a good way of putting it, but like... the Coma-Me, or I guess 
the 'Quirk Ghost' haunting me technically committed a ton of crimes 
while brainwashed?" 


You nod in understanding. "Jekyll and Hyde with a few additional 
conditions!" 


The mist twitches, eyes narrowing. "That implies that it's our fault." 


Huh... Wait, that's the accent you heard from before! "Oh, so you're 
the guy with the butler voice! So uh, does that make you Kurogiri?" 


"Neither of us are. He is Oboro, and I am Pinpoint." He takes a deep 
breath and the other voice, the guy you were talking to first (Oboro, 
right, that's his name) laughs nervously. "I-I'm sorry about that. It 
must be a little jarring." 


"Oh don't worry, that's not even in my top 25!" 


"Really now? You wanna go over some of it then?" 


You consider it. "Well... I'll be honest, most of it won't make much 
sense. But I can sorta, I don't know, tell you that having extra bits in 
your head isn't all that weird?" 


The mist shifts, but it's hard to just read a pair of eyes that lack real, 
you know, depth. "What do you know about it?" He says it nicely, at 
least, not like 'Ugh, what do you know' but more 'Oh, tell me more’. 


"Well, one of the students I teach has a conjoined twin they don't 
know about." 


Oboro sputters, and if he was drinking something he'd have spat it 
out. "What?" 


"Yeah! He thinks his twin is a sentient Quirk! So does the 
government, but I just find them stupid." 


The guy shakes, laughing at what you said. "Wow..! Wow, okay, 
that's... I gotta know, how did you figure it out?" 


"I mean, everything has a valid explanation for how it works, right? 
And if you have a physical, tangible mass that's connected to you and 
tied to your vitality with the equivalent of an umbilical cord you start 
to see that things are uh... weirdly biological. So after some talking 
after school and some unrelated stuff I kinda had the realization that 
it's definitely a biology thing and not just some janky physics things. 
Photo-receptive Neurons are interesting." 


"I wouldn't know! Are you a field doctor Hero or something?" 


"Nope! I'm just an Evil Scientist. Oh, and I teach Science to the Hero 
classes!" 


"Mentally filing the first sentence- How long have you been a teacher at 
U.A.?" 


"Uh... this year?" 
",,.That's it? Nezu hired you this year?" 


You nod and the guy sighs. "Oh thank Kami I thought I was about to 
be blown away by you doing something. Oh, and... what's your 


name? You know I'm Oboro and I don't really care if you use my first 
name, you know Shota and 'Zashi and that's enough for me." 


"Oh, right! I'm Doctor Heinz Doofenshmirtz!" 
Yellow eyes shoot wide open. "You built the Broken Echo?" 
"It's BROKEN ECHO, all Caps, and yes!" 


",,.I guess that's the other shoe." He pauses. "And it explains what you 
shot me with. You made that too, right?" 


"Yep!" You whip it out, offering it to Oboro to take a look at. "This 
here is the Traumatic Backstory Inator! With the push of a button, 
it'll play the most Traumatic event in a person's life for all to see! 
Unless the person is thinking of another part of their life that's 
Traumatic, in which case it'll play that. It also makes the person shot 
relive the experience for maximum immersion!" 


He holds the Inator and passes it back. "You're scary, you know that?" 
"What? What did I do?" 


"The nonchalance over these kinds of inventions and creations, most 
of all. That's beyond normal human ability. I can see exactly why Nezu 
would hire you." 


You laugh nervously. "You mean that? He always says my work is 
incredible, but uh... it's always been pretty hard to believe. Like, 
yeah, I can do a lot, but that's because I went in for several PHDs and 
just practiced! Literally anyone can do what I can!" 


Realization came quickly. "...You're not using your Quirk to make 
these things. Holy. Shit." 


"I mean, why would I? Kinda goes against, you know, having a 
personal skillset instead of some genetic step-up. Like having a 
crowbar to pop a trunk versus not!" 


"Speaking of which... are you actually Evil..?" 


"Not like the kid with the disintegration Quirk! More spite and petty 


revenge! Like if someone put their hands on my daughter, they're 
going to have their life ruined kind of Evil." 


There's a moment of silence. Then- "Oh Kami there's two of them." 
"Two of who?" 


"Nothing. Nothing at all! Instead we're changing topics!" 


[Oboro Shirakumo..?] 


The science teacher let him jump from topic to topic, simply there to 
talk about whatever Oboro desperately brought up, just to fill up the 
empty space between them. Even if it was awkward as hell for the 
once-dead-now-alive man, Heinz didn't seem to care. 


Like, he kept pressing on with joining in when a new topic is jumped 
into, usually things he can complain about freely. No real hesitation 
or delay beyond asking for more information from time to time; 
which is fair when he takes into account the fact that the man's been 
in Japan for just under three months. 


It was nice to hear about America though. It sounded like, if he found 
a city with a reasonably low crime rate, it'd be a lovely place to 
vacation to. 


...Huh. Can't we Warp to anywhere with just a Geolocation? 
Holy shit that's genius. No more airplane tickets! Hah! 


Maybe his three friends would come, too. Offering Heinz wouldn't 
hurt either, but... the guy has as much a friendship with Nemuri as 
Shouta used to have with Oboro himself, and unlike the time when 
they were students, there would be no reason for the dynamic to 
change. 


When he brought up his Quirk though, Heinz just laughed and said to 
never use it to or from anywhere within 100 meters of the school grounds. 
Which... okay, terrifying but apparently he had a way to interfere 
with teleportation or warping on Campus. Again, another Nezu. 


Despite him having some very educational conversations about some 
things, he was happy when the car finally parked. 


The oddest part was feeling like the SUV they'd taken was 
substandard somehow, despite it being a model that's from the past 
decade (Hizashi had a tendency to buy the newest model when he 
wanted something, and Oboro wasn't going to assume he would stop 
that given the phone he has) and clearly well-cared for. 


Is the need to look vintage or chique or whatever something from you or 
from... Kurogiri? 


I have taste, but I also worked on a limited budget and mostly invested my 
stuff. He didn't. 


Fuck. If something that innocuous is different... what else could have 
changed? 


Brightside: The restaurant is fancy, so that won't mess with things... 
too much? Hopefully. 


--U.A-- 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head | 


He was dressed in loose clothes, not his Hero outfit but something 
more... casual. His capture scarf still acted as a shawl to mask his 
pursed lips, his hair tied up in a half-assed ponytail. In the chair to 
his left was a still-fussing Hizashi, the gel cleared out before they left. 
He was dressed the second-nicest, a button up that he'd straightened 
out after it got rumpled when he slept over Shota's lap. 


Shota didn't mind it; when he was particularly stressed, Hizashi 
would do the same. Working together and over the other's problems 
when things went wrong for over ten years did that. 


Nemuri was sitting besides Oboro opposite of him, and Doof-San took 
one of the table ends besides Hizashi and Oboro. She was dressed in 
her office outfit schtick, Oboro wearing a full suit and tie combo, and 
Doof-San in a turtleneck and khakis. 


"So... Nice place and all, but I gotta say this is a pretty rough 
atmosphere. Live a little!" 


That gets a snort out of Hizashi. "Y-yeah. Sorry for being such a 
downer!" 


"You have your reasons, 'Zashi. Don't worry about it!" 


Nemuri nods, glancing at Oboro, then back to Hizashi. "He's right, it's 
illogical to worry." 


The sole woman in the group grins. "I think a little worry goes a long 
way for being logical." 


"Every time- We're not going into that debate again." 


Oboro laughs. "I'd say it's a pretty damn good debate though. And 
Nemuri's got a point!" 


"Betrayal of the highest order." 
"Yknow Shota? I agree with them!" 
"And that's a betrayal most fowl! You're welcome, Shota!" 


His head thuds into the table, hiding the smile creeping up. "I hate 
you all." 


"Uhuh, real affectionate. Can we please order? I don't wanna just sit 
here and watch you four catch up on a decade of angst and trauma 
without a meal to go with it." 


"Ass." Shota just shakes his head, rubbing it into the table. 
"Gotta say he's not as bad as his kid, though." 


Oboro blinks as Nemuri pales. "What did she say, 'Zashi?" 


Shota felt the grin spreading on his face as Doof-San frowned and 
Nemuri looked ready to bolt, the realization on Hizashi's face best of 
all. "...Oh my God you haven't seen Nemuri's new costume." 


"O-oh, hahah.... what, are you dressing with l-less now?" A blush 
quickly creeps up the guy's face even if he can't see it; he remembers 
that voice all too well to forget. He's been mostly keeping clear of them 
all, and I'm betting that's the Rat's fault. Good thing I'm just as vindictive. 


Doof-San just waves over a waiter, deciding to ignore the situation 
for the moment. "We're ready to order!" 


Nemuri mouths a thank god as the topic is temporarily shelved, food 
being ordered before the waitress leaves all too soon. 


...Nobody wants to cross the metaphorical boundaries and say what's 
right in front of them. Not Hizashi. Not Nemuri. Definitely not Oboro. 
And definitely not Shouta. 


But someone has to. 


He takes a deep breath. "Doof-San. Do you know... what happened 
with Oboro?" 


"Uh, which part? The building, the Quirk haunting which, again, 
that's cool but also extremely concerning, the fact you guys know 
each other and feel really awkward like some half-baked highschool 
reunion and I know about what that feels like don't even get me 
started-" 


"Quirk haunting?" 


Oboro sputters while Shota realizes that was his voice. "Yep! 
Apparently the guy that shoved a whole new set of DNA into Oboro 
didn't really think about how multiple strands that aren't necessarily, 
you know, fully complimentary to one another is a terrible idea? And 
the fact that he also basically pulled a partial brainmap with it which 
is giving him a partial identity disorder, go to therapy for that by the 
way because oh boy let me tell you that's a rough time! Had a cloning 
phase once." 


"Heinz, with all due respect, what the fuck does that mean?" 


The scientist sighs like it's obvious. "Stop being all weird about this 
and talk! Like, go out after dinner and get some drinks and yell or 
something. And to make sure that happens without having to see it 
firsthand-!" He snatches the keys on the table and books it out the 
door. 


",,.Nemuri?" 

"Y-yes, Hizashi?" 

"Did he just take my SUV keys?" 
"He did." 

"The ones with my House keys?" 
",,.He did." 

"I'm gonna punch him." 


Shota sighs wearily. "You're avoiding the problem. Besides, I can hold 
him down for it if you feel like you still need to come tomorrow 
morning." 


A silence comes over them all. 


One that Oboro breaks first. "I think some alcohol for working all of 
this out would be nice. That bar ran by Nikolai still open?" 


",,.The Russian-owned one? Yeah. He's been teaching his son to run 
the place I think, or at least someone who's also got a speaker-based 
Quirk." 


"He kept the place private didn't he? So there's no chance of anyone 
realizing who we are." 


Shota huffs. "He knows me as Eraser Head, though." 


"That's fine! You'd just look like a Hobo and the rest of us would look 
like sane, adjusted human beings." 


"Why are we friends again?" 

Hizashi grins. "Because we're irresistible?" 
"Because I make you laugh?" 

"Because I'm Sexy?" 


He feels his eyebrow twitch. "You're as irresistible as the Rat, you 
have the funny bone of a cannibal, and you're not my type." 


The laughter gives the approaching dread a silver lining of levity. 


UUUUUU-U.A--UUUUUU 
[Atsuhiro Sako - Mr. Compress Mr. Robbery Man] 
"How did you sneak two corkboards into my house?" 


"Very carefully. Anyway! I have a proposal for you for your life of 
crime and I need someone to yell at. Which do you want to hear 
first?" 


Might as well let him rip the bandaid off first, I suppose. "The yelling. It's 
growing on me, I think." 


"Yeah yeah, real funny. So apparently that attack last week had one 
of the staff's besties be a Villain - the guy was mind controlled which, 
why? There's like two dozen better options off the top of my head, and 
I'm sure if I had any more patience for the emotional rollercoaster of 
today I could give you more! And get this: someone had the bright 
idea of doing some biological experimentation with gene splicing on 
the guy so his entire head's got ten years of disassociation and 
identity disorder to sort through and-!" 


He stops and takes a deep breath. "Right, right, you need this from 
the beginning. Otherwise you might misread some of the context!" 


",,.IT think you're right, yes." 


Atsuhiro takes a very, very deep breath. 


"So you've been a teacher at U.A. for just about a semester's worth of 
time-" 


"More or less!" 

"-Which is just as long as you've been in Japan-" 
"I was here like five years ago for a few months!" 
"-And you're willingly consorting with a Villain-" 
"You're fun to complain to!" 


"-While simultaneously pissing off the Hero Commission, I-Island, the 
newly-dubbed League of Villains, and to top it off, your own 
coworkers." 


The League of Villains wasn't something heavily within Mr. 
Compress's means of contact. Giran, however, had given him the 
heads up that there were some 'up and comer Villains to look out for'. 
They had a simple but lofty goal of ‘tearing down the Symbol of 
Peace’ which was apparently trounced by the scraggy European man 
before him now. And I nearly embarrassed my Ancestor to join them. 


Said man just shrugs. "Well, I gotta have some hobbies, and Spite is 
on the top of that list! Also I'm not really, you know, trying to rile up 
my coworkers, but if some of them don't like me then they can take it 
up with our boss! And that whole Personal Project thing, gotta give 
Snipe credit for that one." 


"Oh, and the fact you're the head of their Research and Development." 
The criminal flexes his red-covered hands. "These gloves - they're 
genuinely top of the line, aren't they?" 


"Uh, duh?" The notion of sub-par seemed to be enough to irritate the 
scientist. "If I'm gonna do something, I'm gonna do it well, you know? 
I'm not some two-bit hack that changes quality based on who I make 
it for!" 


There's a pause. "Okay there might be if I hate the person's guts but by 
that point I'm probably not going to make anything to begin with." 


",,.And you believe in equivalent exchange on top of that, so I'm 
going to assume the proposal you have on hand is something that 
would be of genuine interest to someone such as myself. Is that 
accurate?" 


The corkboards are back out in full force. "Yep! You see, BROKEN 
ECHO-" It's written in English, all capitals. Oh Dear. "-actually belongs 
to me, meaning I have effective full reign on how I make use of it!" 


"You managed to get the Principal of U.A., who is notorious for 
having immense control over the school and its student and staffing 
body, to permit you to officially own the equivalent of a tiny I- 
Island?" 


Doof-San nods. "Wasn't that hard, honestly! Just gave him the design 
blueprints and a recording of the two of us chatting about it." 


"Terrifying. Anyway, how do I fit into that?" 


"I want to hire you as a Villain!" 


...He what? "Could you run that by me again?" 
"I said, I want to hire you as a Villain!" 


"Okay, but why? You have enough influence with the Principal of 
U.A. and unfathomable funding, what good could I even do for 
something like that? Not to mention the fact that you, someone who 
works for Pro Heroes, wants a Villain on his staff!" 


He blinks. "Oh, right, forgot to mention it: I'm actually a Villain!" 
What. "Or, well, I am by American standards, not by Japanese ones. 


Some real complicated issues with etiquette going on there that-" 


"What does that even mean?" Atsuhurio couldn't even bring himself to 
yell. This... this was absurdity. Madness. "Do any of them know?" 


"Oh, yeah! Present Mic, Principal Nezdu, my AI assistant Chase... 
aaand Perry the Platypus, but he's a more on and off kinda visitor." 


So he's a known Villain that's been permitted by the Principal of U.A. 
to work for the school. "Does he know you're doing this?" 


"Pfft, no? I'm doing this as a Personal thing that's going to tie into the 
BROKEN ECHO, and I could care less if he thought it was a bad idea! 
Like, sure, he's a good boss and all, but... if I want to do something, 
he's going to need a darn good reason to stop me!" 


Oh Kami I'm about to be his conscience and moral compass aren't I. "And 
assuming I accept... what exactly is my job description?" 


"Well... okay, the specifics will have to wait until I figure out other 
hires, but I sorta wanna go for anyone who's a Villain or Sorta-Villain 
that hasn't done anything... you know... violent. Then I can get their 
help to target things that are wrong that I or they uncover! Kinda like 
the IRS finding someone committing fraud but without the legal tape 
and with way more theft and property damage!" 


"No murder, arson, or assault?" 


"What?! No, no! Nothing like that! That's wrong!" There's a beat. "... 
Maybe a liiittle Arson - But! No attacking living things, at all! Only 
knocking out people with like, knockout gas. Or tasing!" 


So that's what he meant by etiquette. "...I see. I'm willing to be hired, 
then... but only if I can also vet who's coming aboard and suggest 
people I know could use the assistance." 


Giran would know some people, even if it's for a small price. 
"Great! Should I send your weekly salary here?" 


"Salary? You're paying me for Villainy?" 


"Hey, Villainy isn't cheap! Also, I'll need to come by in like a month, 
maybe sooner, and get you a full wardrobe upgrade if you're going to 
be working for me. No half-baked gear for people on my side of the 
fence!" 


Atsuhiro blinks, expression shifting to quiet contemplation. 
",,.Do I get Dental?" 


Doof-San grins. 


[Oboro Shirakumo..?] 


Okayh... I think I ssspeak for the bboth of us when I sshay we should 
Warp back now. 


His head was pounding while he laid against the countertop, three... 
four, people around him. 


Shota was crying into Nemuri's side still, the woman asleep against 
the countertop... at least it looks like she is. Blurred vision and a 
purple tint made it hard to see. 


Mic was drunkenly singing with the bartender. 


Nikolai Patinkin is a Russian man, and is... was, a SpecOps 
commander of the Russian Federation. Then he ran off after his wife 
had passed, a baby boy in tow. A shock of grey hair on his head, 
sideburns, a poofy thing he called a beard on his chin, and a 
moustache to match the sharply-lined face. 


One of the first Vigilante informants and 'neutral grounds' for 
Underground and Vigilante forces in Mufustafu, and currently empty 
given the plummet to criminal activity. 


"Wow, Breakin’ the law~!" 
"Breakin’ the world t&++!" "Breaking... The... World..!" 
"{J) 'D 2214 Tenderness!" 


It wasn't helping the sensation of being several places at once. 


Surprisingly, his body wasn't struggling with moving around, just his 
head. Kami, it felt like a slug. 


" 


...Muri..!" He was not whiningas he bapped the older woman on the 
nose. "Muri, wake up..!" 


Nothing. Shit, she is out of it. Fuck, okay. ...Ooopshuns? 
Warp ‘us all. 


Goo idea! Gotta... gotta getum' together n' make 'em move before i go 
nighty night. 


He turns from Nemuri and instead shakes Shota. "Heyyyyyy, wake 
uuup!" 


"mmph." 


"Wake uuuuup!" Oboro dragged his drunken friend off of his seat, 
Shota's hair immediately flying up as the mist vanished from around 
the 'dad' of the group's body. 


Whatever he saw from it snaps him from his drunken state, the 
alcohol's effect drying up as he jumps back to his feet. "... Fuck." 


"You... y'gud?" 


He takes another look at Oboro before shaking his head. "No. No, I'm 
not good." 


"Shorry about that. Anythin' I can do t'help?" 
",,.No." 

"Oh." Wha' elshe was I suppos todo again? 
Warp. 

Right, riiiight. "Shota, w'gotta go back home." 


He nods, clearly still a little out of it. "I'll call... call a taxi somewhere 
near-" 


"Nah, nah, nah, Ican Warp ush all home! Jush need coordinates." 
",,.. don't think you're in any state for that." 


"Jush' trusht me!" He huffs with a smile. "I gotcha back. Hunned 
meders from U.A. or your plashe?." 


Shota takes a deep breath, sighing just as hard. "My place. I'll... set it 
up." 


"Ayeaye cap'n!" Oboro snatches the phone from Shota's hands, 
looking at the address he pulled up. "One porrtal, freshh off tha 
pressess!" 


Shota picked up the asleep Nemuri and grabbed Hizashi's hand to 
drag him off even as he sang, the radio host pointing finger guns at 
Nikolai before they all vanish in front of Shota's front door. 


The benefits of a Hero-protected apartment complex were that 
nobody knew the four were stumbling in highly drunk and 
emotionally spent. 


--U.A-- 


{Thursday, April 15th, 23XX - 15 Days Until Sports Festival. } 
Man, you had a great night! 


You got your first Villain in your retinue for L.O.V.E.D.A.R.T., you 
were suggested another pair of Villains on the spot, and best of all 
you had time to spend on talking to them for the weekend! 


Better than all of that is the fact that you have time for Saturday to 
go out with Vanessa! 


When you get into class so excited even after you spent a few hours 
on spreadsheets and planned budgeting and moneymaking, you 
manage to scare some of your students. 


It could also be the Mute-Inator sitting opposite of your desk, but hey 
who's fault is that? You blame Bakugo-San and Monoma-San. 


You get through classes with the kids, hearing them complain about 
‘battle trial' this or ‘live combat’ that, which you can't really do 
anything about given that's, you know, the entire reason they're at a 
Hero school? 


Weird they haven't been told about anything for De-Escalation when 
that's probably the first thing they should know. Maybe they're just 
doing it later, for when they're closer to actually dealing with crime? 


...Man, that's weird, but not really your place to comment. They're 
not police after all, that's a wholly different field! 


Anyway, you finish up classes for them, one after another, and head 


off to your office for more corkboard preparation and financial 
sheets... 


Until you start getting students! 


mS ie 


[Tsuyu Asui - 1-A Student] 


She makes sure to nod as she steps in, ribbiting as Doof-Sensei talks. 
"Ah, Asui-San! How can I help you today?" 


"You know I speak my mind." 


He nods. "Yep, like I do!" 


"I think Mineta is going to use lockpicking to peek on other students, 
Kero." 


Doof-Sensei blinks. "Oh. Well uh... has he tried anything yet?" 
"He has, but nothing serious thanks to other students stopping him." 


"O-kay! Right, thank you for bringing that to my attention! Have you 
uh... told any of the other professors or raised concerns about this to 
other students?" 


"The class knows, Kero. But I haven't told the other teachers yet. 
Aizawa-Sensei is too intense, Present Mic too loud, Midnight-Sensei 
too flirty. I don't know Cementoss-Sensei or Ectoplasm-Sensei very 
well, and I see you more than them." 


He nods, rubbing his chin as she ribbits softly. "Hmm... well, I could 
just throw him at Principal Nezdu, but given he's done nothing major 
yet, there's a chance for that to change. So here's what I'm gonna have 
you do: tell the girls, and only the girls, that I'm going to start 
punishing him if he tries anything again starting next week. Don't care 
which class it's in... But! I'm going to need you all to give some 
witness testimony and-or pictures in the case it does happen. That... 
Am I asking too much?" 


"Kero, you're not. I'll let them know. Thank you, Doof-Sensei." 
"No problem! You uh, need anything else?" 
She shakes her head. "No, I just wanted to let you know." 


He smiles brightly. "If you ever need to let me know anything, I'm 
always available! Oh, and if anything physical happens that bothers 
you or any of the girls, please go to Hound Dog for some therapy! I 
know you all had a session or two with him that were mandatory 
from last week on, but I highly suggest it!" 


She nods before leaving through the very door she came in, her 
professor snatching up a whiteboard and working through a list as 
the door closes behind her. 


ms ee 


[Denki Kaminari - 1-A Student] 
"Uh, is this a good time?" 


Heinz-Sensei kicks a corkboard behind a cabinet before answering. 
"Of course it is! Just had to hide that away. Personal project, you 
know? Never mix work and personal stuff and all that." 


"Oh, hahah... y-yeah." Denki's not the most comfortable in teacher 
offices. But this place is like... a smaller Lab that they were all in 
yesterday. 


"So!" He grabs a small whiteboard positioned awkwardly from the 
wall and flips it over, the... English words, he thinks, that were on 
that side hidden for the fresh side. "How can I help you?" 


"I was wondering, um... could I get some lessons on electricity 
early?" I don't want to be the 'Whey Boy' if I can help it. 


Heinz-Sensei grins. "Oh, sure! How much do you know about it?" 
"Uh... it goes down and likes metal?" 


",,.Ground. It goes to ground - Ground and Down are very different in 
context of Electricity!" With some careful drawing on the board he 
makes a square with some squiggles. "Do you know what this is?" 


"Uhbh.... should I?" 


Instead of the looks of disdain he was used to when he asked 
questions in private, Heinz-Sensei contemplates the question before 
shrugging. "Not exactly! Some students know more about fields 
focusing around their Quirk, but most don't bother with it from what 
I can tell. That's dumb in my opinion, which makes the fact you're 
here very, very good! It shows you care!" 


Denki feels a wavy smile coming over his face as Heinz-Sensei smiles 
back. "So! This is a basic Circuit. It has a Voltage Source and a Resistor. 
Now, do you know Ohm's Law?" 


"Not a clue, sorry." 


"That's fine! Ohm's Law basically says that Voltage is equal to Current 
times Resistance. Which you can move around to say that Current is 
equal to Voltage divided by Resistance!" He wrote three symbols into 
two different formulas, writing what the symbols mean just above 
them. "I can't exactly help you with the specifics of your Quirk, but I 
can help explain the underlying concepts in physics which should 
help you with applying your Quirk. Like, have you ever felt resistance 
or a barrier or something when you use it? Or have you tried to, I 
don't know, use less? Because there are circuit equivalents for Voltage 


limiters. It's why your phone doesn't blow up when you plug it into 
an outlet!" 


".,.Huh. I never really thought of it like that! Could we go over this a 
little more? A-and maybe talk about the Voltage limiters more?" 


"Oh course!" 


= Ue 


[Kosei Tsuburaba - 1-B Student] 


He knocks on the door, a quick 'come in' has Kosei poking his head 
into what looks like a mad scientist's testing chambers. 


A large whiteboard on the wall was taken up with a lot of diagrams 
that are roughly shaped like a human body but seem to have nothing 
to do with them. Though given how Doof-Sensei's treated science, it 
might be something else crazy that he's working on. "Hey, Doof- 
Sensei! I was wondering if you could help with some of what we 
practiced in lab?" 


"Oh, sure thing! Let me just wrap this up..." He nicks some spots on 
one of the diagrams, then backs off while capping the marker. "You 
did pretty well with the locks yesterday too! So I gotta ask, why do 
you think you need more help with it?" 


"Well, I wanted to see if I could jump ahead like Honenuki-San!" 
Learning more from a genius never hurts when there's an opportunity 
for it! 


He hums to himself, nodding as he absentmindedly passes over a 
hefty bucket of locks with one hand. "I can help for a while, but 
honestly what you'll want more than anything after a while is 
experience." 


That's right, he did ask the class about how many hours they 
practiced! "Ooh, do you have some practice locks or something I can 
borrow? I live in the Dorms so they'll still be on campus!" 


Doof-Sensei laughs. "I actually live in the basement of that building! 
Have a different entrance and exit thanks to Principal Nezdu, so 
nobody really knows!" He winks. "Don't tell anyone, okay?" 


",,.Wait, you really live right under us all?!" 
"Yep!" 


Okay, he won't tell anyone, but he's going to imply it very directly, 
because that's unsettling. "Does anyone... live with you down there?" 


"Nope! Just me. Anyway, yeah, you can have the bucket if you make 
sure to return it by next week! I have like a dozen of them in the 
cabinets, kinda use the lock guts for traps?" 


"That sounds like some really good recycling!" 


"Ehh, more of a learned habit then anything, but sure, recycling, 
woo!" He smiles ruefully. "Anything else? Do you actually, you know, 
want to practice some stuff here, or do you wanna do it in the 
Dorms?" 


"I-" There's a knock at the door. 


"Come in!" 


--U.A-- 


[Juzo Honenuki - 1-B Student] 
...Oh. "Tsuburaba-San?" 
"Eh..? Honenuki-San?!" 
"What are you doing here?" 
"I could ask you the same thing!" 


"Woah woah woah, Tsuburaba-San quiet down! Honenuki-San, why 


are you here?" 


Juzo considers his words as Tsuburaba bows and apologizes. "I'd like 
to start on the more advanced lessons here if at all possible." 


"Would you mind doing that after I do some review on the basics 
with Tsuburaba-San? He did come first after all!" 


"Sure. Can I watch?" 
"I don't see why not!" 


The two classmates could feel the tension between them as they sat 
opposite of one another. 


There was a quiet declaration of war between the two boys to best 
one another in classes and in combat since homeroom on Monday; 
Juzo had the head start but the sheer determination of Tsuburaba-San 
has already led to the two being top of the class for most topics. And 
even now, the two were attempting to get the advantage. 


Juzo wouldn't shout from the mountaintops the results of his efforts. 
But that doesn't mean he isn't putting the effort in. 


--U.A-- 


{Friday, April 16th, 23XX - 14 Days Until Sports Festival.} 


Okay, so the fact you were giving out a literal bucket-load of locks 
got around after a day and now you have two classrooms asking for 
their own buckets of locks. Which has you asking Nezdu the Mink to 
send out some people to grab a literal kiloton of locks just to distribute 
as requested, and a small supply of buckets to shove them in. 


After that, you get to prepping the buckets during lunch time and set 
them aside just outside of your door (you are NOT dealing with 
cramped space, to the halls with the lock buckets!) and with a simple 
note saying 'One per student in the Hero Course, if interested in 
Lockpicking come inside and we can talk! :D' right above them all. 


Nobody comes inside for a bit but a lot of lock-filled bucket noises 
gently rattle right outside from time to time (you filled enough of 
them to know exactly how it sounds) until the end of the schoolday. 


--U.A-- 


[Fumikage Tokoyami - 1-A Student] 


The chamber before him felt akin to the caresses of deep secrets and 
mischievous lore that left the boy's skin crawling. Objects of great 
desire rested by his feet, metallic containers filled to the brim with 
wards intended to be shattered by mortal hands. 


His knees were weak, even if the gate could be opened with ease the 
challenge within would be vast. With a deep breath, Fumikage 
reached for the door. 


Knock. Knock. 
"Come in!" 


Permission of the Entity is granted. Prior, he was seen as merely a 
man. Yet he is Beyond Man. He is Beyond a mere Hero. 


He is Unknown. Shihai perceives him as Fae, flighty and deal-making. 
Perhaps he is. But Fumikage knows better. Unseelie Fae are not of the 
Light, and would never work with them. Seelie Fae would not act as 
the Entity before him had. 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz was simply- "Hi Teach! We had a few questions 
if you're free?" 


"Oh, sure thing!" Doof-Sensei flicks off from a spreadsheet and turns 
around, smiling wide. "How can I help you?" 


-Other. "I wish your assistance with a query only those with 
Knowledge from Beyond may comprehend." He stiffens at the words. 
"What is Dark Shadow made from?" 


",,.Oh. OH! Oh, that, hahahah, oh you had me genuinely scared for a 
second. Right! Uh... kinda surprised you weren't told by anyone else 
actually. And uh... do you call him Dark Shadow? Is-is that his 
name?" 


A rather... odd line of questioning. "But of course. He is my Quirk, 
after all." 


"Okay you don't know. Right, let me spell it out for you. Dark 
Shadow?" 


"Ayyup?" 


"You're a conjoined twin." 


--U.A-- 
[Tooru Hagakure - 1-A Student] 


She pokes her head into the lab at the teacher's call, smiling wide 
despite his inability to see it... 


...He meets her eyes and smiles back. Huh? "Oh, Hagakure-San! Take 
a seat, what brings you here?" 


Tooru laughs, walking in and watching as her Sensei puts away 
something that was made with pencil and looked really pretty. "I 
didn't know you could sketch, Doof-Sensei!" 


"Ahah, yeah. Kinda came with making hand-drawn blueprints when I 
was younger! Anyway, what'cha doin'? Here. W-what'cha doin' here- 
you know what? I need to just take it from the top." 


The girl laughed a little harder at the flustered expression on Doof- 
Sensei's face. "Well, I came by to ask about the science behind my 
Quirk, actually. Most doctors I went to called it Invisibility but..." 


"Didn't make much sense with how food came in or other stuff came 
out, am I right?" 


She really hopes her invisibility keeps him from seeing the 
embarrassed flush on her face. "Y-yeah." Damnit voice, this isn't the time 
to squeak! 


"Eh, you're not the first and you won't be the last with a terribly 
stupid misdiagnosis, trust me. Funny thing is I kinda looked into it 
when I first saw you! But before that..." 


Oh wow he looks really serious all of a sudden. "Please tell me you 
have a bodysuit for your costume." 


"Uhh..." 

"No." 

",,.Sorry?" 

He takes a deep breath, then stands up from his seat. "I'm gonna need 
like five minutes. Mind staying here? I have several people to yell at 


and I plan to make this quick!" 


Tooru can't help but squeak out an 'okay' as he bolts out the door. 


--U.A-- 


[Yosetsu Awase - 1-B Student] 


It didn't take a genius to see that someone pissed off the Hero Course 
Science Teacher, especially when he was scowling so badly. "You 
okay, Sensei?" 


He takes a deep breath, but shakes his head. "I'm fine, just blew my 
gasket because some stupid darn idiots permitted a teenager to be 
heading into combat situations without any darn clothing!" Again he 
takes deep breaths, clenching and unclenching his hands. "I'm fine, 


I'm fine. Okay! Stupidity of others out of the way, what did you come 
by for? Study help? Lab help? Quirk help?" 


"Less help and more understanding." 


",,.Wait. Awase-San, your Quirk is Weld right?" He nods. "Okay, I 
have a few questions and tests I'd like to run and I can explain how 
fusion and fission operate, but honestly the deeper physics will need 
a lot of sensors to be set up to confirm the how for you fusing things 
together. My guess? You're messing with the inherent bonds and 
forcefully moving Electrons around to make them work. Meaning 
some things you bond don't work nearly as well as others, right? 
Natural materials or pure materials would also probably work best, 
but you probably already tested for that given you're here to ask 
about understanding it and not using it. Is uh... is that too much?" 


Yosetsu's mouth slowly opens. 
"That's... entirely correct." 


The shift to glee was instantaneous, and for some reason Yosetsu felt 
threatened. 


--U.A-- 


[Pony Tsunotori - 1-B Student] 


She spoke in English when she knocked. "Um, Dr. Doofenshmirtz? 
Can I come in?" 


"Of course!" 


With permission granted, she opened to door and looked to see a 
large number of metals lying around oddly jointed together. "Oh, 
don't worry about those, one of your classmates - Yosetsu Awase - 
wanted to test how his Quirk worked. Hence this mess that I'll deal 
with later. Right now, I have you!" 


"Oh. Thank you for your attention, Doctor!" 

"Please, just call me Heinz! And uh, Pony is fine too, right?" 

"Yes! That's fine, Heinz. Um... I have a weird question." 

"Lay it on me!" 

",,.Can you teach me to draw? You're really good at it in class, and-" 
He raises up a hand. "Draw? Like, sketch and stuff?" 

"Y-yeah!" 

"I could, but why? And why me?" 


She puts her two fingers together nervously. "Well... When I was 
little, I wanted to be an Animator because I always enjoyed drawing. 
But I wasn't really good at it. Okay, but not good. I still like to draw 
but I always felt like I wasn't doing it well enough. A-and I can use it 
for police sketchings!" 


His brows raise. "Wait. A Hero's allowed to act in a police capacity?!" 
",,.Yeah?" 


Heinz's lips form a thin line. "That's going to bother me and I 
probably should have realized sooner... Sure, I can help you with 
sketching. On one condition!" 


Pony listens intently. "Behave and keep your grades high!" 


She beams. "Yes sir!" 


SARs 


[Yuu Gozen - Submarine, the Silent Heroine] 


Given the fact she was naturally quiet, most forget that Yuu is also in 


the Dorms given her familial situation. Aizawa-Sensei called it stealth 
training. 


It wasn't nearly hard enough. 


--U.A-- 


[Denki Kaminari - 1-A Student] 
"What the Hell happened to you two?" 
"Three." 
",..Huh?" 


Dark Shadow pulls away from the still-shellshocked Tokoyami. 
"Three! I'm his twin!" 


"| ,.Haaah!?" 


He could hear Todoroki-San running down the halls with a board in 
hand already. 


"Four, actually." 
"Kami-! Tooru, you scare the shit out of me sometimes." 


"Sorry! It's a little hard to be noticed, but I was a little... stuck in 
thought about a few things." 


Midoriya-San pokes his own head out of his dorm room. "What 
happened?" 


Like clockwork, Bakugo-San slams open his room in turn. "The fuck 
you mean what happened?" 


The only 1-B student in the common room takes a deep breath just as 
Todoroki has his corkboard ready. "In order: Tokoyami-San's Quirk is 
actually his conjoined twin and their Quirks synergize or fused. 


Hagakure-San has realized she doesn't need to be buck naked to be 
invisible-" 


"YOU'VE BEEN WHAT?!" 


"., I had my entire Quirk dissected through casual welding tests, and 
Pony left with notes from him while giggling." 


Midoriya-San, in tried and true fashion, whips out a notebook of his 
own. 


Todoroki-San's eyes glimmer when he hears the boy rambling about 
Quirks. 


--U.A-- 


{Saturday, April 17th, 23XX - 13 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


Well, Thursday ended on a really weird high note, and Friday was 
mostly the same except with more spreadsheets, so Saturday is gonna 
be a fun day! 


And by fun you mean spending time with your daughter, Vanessa! 


You waited anxiously by the portal, dressed to sorta-impress your 
daughter with your limited fashion knowledge (and the local anti- 
Warp measures explicitly turned OFF for the time being) while you 
made some finishing touches on a working theory of yours. 


Several working theories and some grumblings you're going to have 
to iron out sometime in the future. Nezdu the Mink didn't tell you 
these kids were going to be going out fighting so soon! Not even 
S.H.LE.L.D. takes teens! ...Unless they're notably powerful and don't 
need much training, in which case you get Spider-Man which 
everyone loves. Even you! 


Oh, portal's going off! 


"Hey Vanessa! How've things been?" 
"They've been good, Dad. How about you?" 


"Oh you know. Dealing with students, dealing with staff members, 
dealing with Villains, dealing with drama-" 


Vanessa snorts. "So your usual time?" 


"Yeah, actually! Er, mostly? Things have been pretty weird." You 
decide to leave that particular note at that. Mostly because you don't 
want to overwhelm Vanessa with your problems; teenagers already 
have plenty! "But enough about that stuff, 1 wanna introduce you to 
some people you haven't met yet! Then we can head out." 


"What, your coworkers or something?" 


You laugh nervously. "Well... not just them. There's also the classes I 
teach! And the two kids that work for me with R&D." You pause. "Oh, 
and the fact I got a promotion! I handle some Research for the school 
now!" 


"That's... fast. Wow. Good job, Dad! What's the payraise looking 
like?" 


",,.Dad, you checked the finances, right?" 
You make sure not to look your daughter in the eyes. 
"Dad. Really?" 


"Okay so maybe I wanted to have a big lab and I really liked the idea 
of it-" 


She's facepalming. "-so I sorta accepted without really looking at any 
contract..?" 


"Daaad!" She takes a deep breath, pulling out her earbuds. "You have 


got to learn to handle your finances." 


",..I'll be honest, the whole 'no longer having to worry about money' 
has made that near the bottom of my list of things to do." 


Vanessa puts one of the buds in, plugging it into a music player in 
her pocket. "If you're not careful, I'll ask Mom to help." 


You laugh very nervously. "HAhahahah... Vanessa please tell me 
you're joking." She puts the other earbud on. "Vanessa? Come on, 
don't leave me high and dry like that! You-you're kidding, right?" 


You love Charlene. Honestly, you love her, even if you're no longer... 
in a relationship. But when it came to money? She was very, very 
intimidating. Not in a fun way, but in a you're gonna die kinda way. 


Right now you just hope Vanessa's trying to be a real jokester and 
you lead on ahead. 


"So! Vanessa, this is my BIG Lab! The girl that's on fire over there, 
that's Hatsume Mei, just call her Mei, and the one working with 
Chase is Melissa Shields! Both are English speakers so don't worry 
about futzing the language." 


"Hey." 


Melissa turns around to look at them both, blinking. "Nice to meet 
you. Oh wow, you have his eyes!" 


You nod. "She does, yeah. Definitely has her mom's hair, though! 
Color's a mix of both." 


Vanessa rolls her eyes, taking the offered hand with a shake. "Keep 
him out of trouble." 


"Hey, I'm right here!" 


"I know, Dad." 


Melissa grins. "Man, I say the same thing about my dad! Anyway, I 
still got some work to do here so... sorry that I gotta cut this 
conversation short!" 


"It's fine! I'm intruding anyway." 


Mei just cackles and you speak for her. "I uh, don't suggest getting 
close to her when she's like that. Maybe later?" 


"I don't think she'd want to talk to me later anyway." 


",.. You're probably right. Anyway, moving on!" 


You kick open the door just as Present Mic's current class should be 
coming to a close and lunch starts, startling several students in the 
process. "Hey! Sorry for barging in right as you're rapping up but-" 
You gesture behind you. "1-A, my daughter came by to visit and I 
wanted to introduce her to you all. Say hi to Vanessa!" 


While they do that you take a moment to check for something Asui- 
San told you about aaaand - there. 


Mineta-San is drooling while looking at Vanessa. Oh you're not very 
happy about that. You stand right in front of his viewing path, 
looking down at him with eyes that could burn through the planet 
and a blank face. "Don't even think about it." 


Without missing a beat you move back and look over the class with a 
much nicer look and bright smile, totally missing the kid freaking out. 
"So! She's just a bit older than you guys so make sure you treat her 
like you would each other, right?" 


"Understood, Sensei!" 


"Great! Vanessa, you wanna stick with them or stick with me?" 
",,.What period do you guys have?" 
"Uh, lunch leading into Free Period?" 


Vanessa looks back to you. "I think I'll go with them for a little bit. 
See what mess you've gotten yourself into." 


You huff playfully. "I told you I can take care of myself!" 
"Yeah, yeah... Love you, Dad." 


"Love you too!" You give her a strong hug, listening to her whine 
with a proud smile before you pull away- 


myn 


-and popping the phone cable with it, the song playing out to the 
whole class. Like... a dozen emotions jump through your daughter's 
face before she plugs it back in with a blank sigh. 


",,.Wait a second. Was that a Nickelodeon song?! We're a Disney 
Channel exclusive household, Vanessa Doofenshmirtz! Do you know 
how expensive copyright is?!" 


"Like you know, you don't even keep track of your current finances! 
I'm telling Mom!" She hurries off embarrassed, the more impatient of 
the class already following suit. 


You've made a terrible mistake. 


[Vanessa Doofenshmirtz - Dual-Enrolled High Schooler] 


It's definitely a little weird to be around a bunch of people with 
superpowers when she doesn't have one, mostly because she's not 
sure if she'd offend anyone by asking questions about how their 
respective 'Quirks' work. Better than pulling her Dad from work when 
he's still 'on the job’. 


Dad's kept her... mostly up to date on the science he's been looking 
into, but science and practical observation are pretty different 


anyway. 


A girl that screams punk rock (even in a school outfit) saddles up by 
her- "Oh wow, are those audiojack earlobes? High quality music's got 
to be such a great listen for you." -and stutters in her steps. 


"Oh hey, you flustered Jiro-San! Good job!" 


This time she's seeing a guy with odd elbows and a toothy smile. "Hi, 
I'm Hanta Sero!" 


She puts on a light deadpan as she takes his hand. "Charmed." 


As soon as she lets go, the boy's nearly shoulder-checked by a blonde 
with a black lighting streak in his hair. "And I'm Denki Kaminari!" 


"Give Doof-San some space!" A boy with glasses and a chin like her 
uncle's chops the air before doing his best to pull the other students 
away, and they get the message fairly quick. "Terribly sorry for their 
manners!" 


"It's fine. Not the first time I've been nearly mobbed, anyway." Rave 
and concerts worked wonders for that, even if they didn't help 
overmuch with the self-confidence department. "So, Hero School 
yeah? How's... how's that working out?" 


There's some laughter, mostly nervous, as they finally get into gear 
and head off for the cafeteria. "W-well... Your dad's really n-nice?" 


"Thanks..?" 
"A-ah! I-Izuku Midoriya, D-Doof-San!" 
She raises a brow. "You good?" 


Izuku nods and another student chimes in. "You know, you're dad's 
pretty damn cool! Oh, and I'm Eijiro Kirishima!" 


"He's also pretty scary, Kero." Vanessa turns to look at the girl, seeing 
a girl with a tongue larger than normal. "I'm Asui. And your dad 


fought three dangerous Villains and won in under two minutes." 
She shrugs. "Not the first time he's had to fight one." 


There's a moment of silence as several students look utterly 
flabbergasted at the statement, before one tosses his hands into the 
air. "So he is a Vigilante!" 


Shoot, right, different Universe and he works with literal Heroes. "...Uh... 
no?" 


"Y-you guys are guessing w-without much p-proof! My d-dad works 
there, a-and how the United States handles Heroism and Vigilantism 
is c-completely different! Like how Unlicensed Heroes are a thing due 
to privacy issues and Vigilantes only happen from either due to 
violence or using illegal methods, 
WhichIsKindaLikeClassismBecauseOf TheLackOfSponsorshipAndFundingDespiteH 


One of the students flick Izuku on the nose, a girl with pink cheeks 
and round face. "S-sorry! I... I like l-looking into Hero and Quirk law 
a-alot." 


"Seems like a good hobby for Hero stuff." 


"Y-yeah!" He nods intently. "Though... b-because you're A-American, 
who's your favorite Hero?" 


".,.Gonna be honest? Heroes are kinda Lame." 
"HUH?!" "THE FUCK YOU MEAN LAME?!" "What?!" 


Vanessa flinches at the noise but presses on. "I never really followed 
them much is all. Heroes are... well, civil servants, right?" She gets 
some hesitant nods. "It's the same as following the Police and their 
activities around." 


"B-b-but Heroes are so cool! A-and they can use their Quirks freely!" 
"And?" 


The wind in Izuku's sails simply dies at the question, parroting the 
question. "A-and?" 


"And what else? Just the fact they can use their superpowers?" 


"I g-guess it makes sense that an A-American wouldn't see the a- 
appeal; your Police can use their Quirks after all, r-right?" 


Vanessa just shrugs, neither confirming nor denying. "Overall, it's like 
saying you have a gun on you when anyone can have one. Kinda 
pointless and just a big publicity thing." 


",,.Fuckin' Americans being crazy-ass weird. Is this why Snipe does 
the whole goddamn cowboy costume, are all of you batshit upside- 
down?!" 


"I think you mean the Australians, Pomeranian." 


She can see explosions in the kid's hands, but she also has a 
reinforced purse Mom and Dad made together as a ‘just in case’ 
bludgeon. So she didn't really feel worried, even though several 
students held him down. "I'LL FUCKING KILL YOU-!" "BAKU-BRO 
CALM DOWN!" 


Several other students just laughed the antics off, reaching the 
cafeteria soon after. 


Through the '1-A' students, she met the sister class '1-B' and another 
twenty kids, including someone that, thank god, spoke highly fluent 
English. 


It was nice. 


[Lucius 'Redline' Fields - The Homing Hero: Snipe] 


Present Mic barges into the teacher's lounge with a manic look in his 
eyes. "Shou, you're not gonna believe this! Heinz's kid is with 1-A 
right now!" 


"...At lunch?" 


"Yeah! He just barged in when I closed up class to introduce her!" 


Snipe just flicks his hat instead of tilting his head. "Th'fella jus' wants 
t'let his lil'girl enjoy the day." 


Eyes o' Crimson look back. "I just want to ask her if she has any idea 
about... wait. Shit. You'd probably know this, actually. What, exactly, 
is Villain Etiquitte?" 


"...It matters the region, but there's a common list fer th'country. 
Honor Among Thieves and Only Thieves, No Sabotage between 
cooperating Villains, No Ambushin' another Villain while on a Job, 
and No Snitchin’. Let the Eccentrics Monologue, play along if they're 
just posturing, for both sides, because it helps PR. Then there's 
th'obvious ones." He starts listin' 'em off. "No targettin' Hospitals fer 
neutrality, Schools or places just fer kids 'cause Lord Have Mercy if 
y'hit a Villain, Vigilante or Hero's family. No hittin' Licensed Hero 
families in general, that gets the Military movin’; Heroes are Police 
and by technicality Soldiers. Speakin of, no hittin' the Military or 
Blacksites, even talkin' about the idea can get a fella jailed for life." 


Mic was out before 'e was done talkin’, leavin' the two be. "That 
explains so much but what the fuck." 


An' doesn't that confound Snipe..? Naw, only one fella. "Heinz an' the 
USJ?" 


He gets a nod... an' starts connectin' the dots. 


'e used Villain Etiquette, but he ain't a malicious sort. Clearly ‘as access 
t'the 'Murican Black Market, otherwise he ain't gettin' books that old. No 
public records. '"...He's in the fuckin' Network." 


"What?" 
"He's in the fuckin' Network!" 
"The what? What network?" 


Snipe takes a deep, deep breath before he pops off his mask. "Lemme 
tell you a thing or two about how America's Villain situation works." 


"The whole... Honor Among Thieves an' Only Thieves. There's a reason 
that's a national rule 'o thumb. Y'see, despite th'states bein' on their 
lonesome, every last one has a few cabals o' Thieves an' Smugglers, 
all cooperatin' nice n' all, an' they work for a honcho that connects 
t'th'other states. The Thieves' Network." He swipes a finger 'round his 
eyes. "They deal in Info, Cash, Material, Gear... an' Favors. Th'last one 
is key fer this t'make sense. If we're goin' with th'angle that explains 
all o' the details, he worked in the damn Network as a trader." 


"A... trader." 


"Yeah. Blueprints fer cleared IDs, fer his girl's education, fer his 
information bein' wiped. He likely can't say nothin' about it, too, 
given how the God-Damned Feds love to meddle. Prolly got involved 
with th'deal, they always do when someone steps outta those circles." 


There's a few moments of silence before th'fella stares. "Why do you 
love the United States but hate the Government?" 


" " 
eee 


{???} 


He's been on th'case for months, huntin' down a fella with an 
Intelligence Quirk who's been orchestratin' some mean attacks. Drugs 
made it easy to catch the train with th'right help. One domino after 
‘nother, it led to one place where the fella worked alone: a nice- 
lookin' apartment complex fer the wealthy an' paranoid. 


He got up the floors, then down th‘hall to the apartment th'man was 
stayin' at, knocked, got no response, and breached and cleared. 
Standard procedure. 


Except there were Spooks in the place. "Ah, Deadeye. We've been 
waiting for you." 


He doesn't answer the fella, the faces on the two sittin' pretty 
screamin' wrong. Blurry things, missin’ details or havin' too many. A 


glance had him seein' the third, breathin' bright fire on specific 
papers strung up in the livin' room but leavin' the rest untouched. No 
burnin' marks, no smell or ash beyond some dust. Only thing off were 
the smudged marks on the cheeks, like freckles but muddied. 
...The Villain laid still on the couch, rubber strap on 'is arm. ". 
Y'know, normally I'm called by ma Hero Name." 


The smile don't reach his eyes. "Ah~, but that's not quite the same as 
the Title earned. Isn't that right, Snipe: Deadeye Hero?" 


" " 
eee 


Th'fire stops, fella with the Quirk pausing to rub his throat and look 
over th'papers with an intensity. His mouth movin' an' sounds comin' 
out but too quiet to hear beyond simple mutter noises. 


"Well!" The first fella, th'one that's been talkin' the whole time, claps 
'is hands. "I believe we'll need to have you sign something for this 
little... interruption." Smoothly, the fella pulls out a suitcase an' grabs 
a paper. A Contract. "A plain and simple Non-Disclosure, Lucius. I 
think you can agree quite nicely." 


Th'fire's back for a sec in the corner o' the Hero's eye, a glint o' metal 
set next t'the unmovin' Villain. 


He doesn't have much choice but to sign, th'paper lightin' up before 
vanishin' altogether. "Excellent! Now, nobody's going to know you 
were here besides us three... Oh, and Uncle Sam. Now, carry on!" 


Snipe wanted t'scream, but he knew better than t'fight with Feds, so 
he got up to leave. He took one last look at the man workin' with the 
papers, mutterin' yet again but the scene o'the papers looked like it 
was untouched. 


{Present. } 


",,.I'm jus' glad there's no Feds here." 


"But that doesn't-" 


"T know." 


--U.A-- 


"So, how did it go~?" 


Vanessa looks conflicted. "Well, it was nice to talk to them. Not so 
much to see them fighting each other for training. It's..." Her brow 
furrows. "Like a child soldier thing?" 


"Honestly I just think about it like advanced PE. Makes it seem better 
in that context! Also because they kinda are training that whole 'child 
soldier’ thing but they can't actually, you know, do the whole legal 
hero thing until they've finished three years of school. So technically 
they're better off than Professor Xavier's school! ...they're 
highschoolers, right?" 


She opens, then closes her mouth. "Yeah that's fair." 


"And then there's the fact that the Tri-State Area is just as crazy as 
this place is but all the time! You know how many times I've seen 
chaos like that? Twice! And once was something I did!" 


"Dad, I think you have too high expectations for things to be odd. 
Isn't the fact that everyone has superpowers crazy enough for you?" 


",,. mean, sure, ruin my grumbling and all that. Really appreciate the 
fact that you can't let your very own father run his mouth about the 
minor problems in his life!" 


Vanessa just rolls her eyes. "If I did, we'd be here all day and you'd 
just be needlessly worked up over it." 


You grin. "Aww, but complaining's half the fun! I'm working on some 
things in the sidelines anyway, and I know I gotta show you BROKEN 
ECHO, but I'm not exactly sure you'd care about it. You wanna go and 
see the whole Mobile Base thing, or you wanna check around the 
city?" 


She shrugs. "Well, I'm not really looking to buy anything, and I don't 
think you are either. Might as well go and see what's got you so 
excited." She tries to hide it, but you can see the small smile on her 
face. 


"WOO! Okay, come on come on come on!" Without a moment to 
waste, you grab her hand and run off, ignoring her complaints in 
favor of the laugh the bubbled up. 


{Sunday, April 18th, 23XX - 12 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


Right, so you were planning to meet some people today. Two people 
to be exact! 


You had a great night's sleep, a teleporter on BROKEN ECHO, and 
plenty of preparation for the introduction! 


With glee you rub your hands together, making sure Chase has 
everything all set up for the day before you check the location of the 
meetup spot again and punch in the coordinates. I never said HOW I'd 
be coming by, so I might as well go all in on style! 


Teleporter's set on a timer, aaaaaaaand... 
Pop. 


Three people stand in the spot, two of them shouting from being 
startled and the third just looking around. "So this is what the inside 
looks like?" 


"Ahh welcome! I'm sorry for the abrupt entrance, but I wanted to 
introduce you, to the BROKEN ECHO!" "ECHO!" "Echo!" "Echo!" 
"Cookies!" "Echo." 


You don't twitch at the issue. It was supposed to be fixed. "So! 
Refreshments? A snack? Tour first, talk later?" 


",..Mr. Compress?" 


"Yes, Gentle?" 


"I feel the need to impress that saying the man which wants to hire us 
is a U.A. Staff member would have been pertinent." 


"Yeah, what gives?" 


You clap your hands. "Well, it's a little complicated, but let me give 
you the gist of it! Basically, I want to make a League of Villainous 
Evildoers! Or for the full Acronym, League Of 'Villainous Evildoers' 
Desiring Acceptably Risk-free Targets!" 


",,.You want to make a League of Villains equivalent? A U.A. Staff 


member? Why?" 


"Because I don't like how some things are run in the country and I 
have a lot of money to spend to finance it?" 


There's a pause as the pair look between you and Mr. Compress (He's 
your employee and you'll give him his full name!). "Oh. Oh you're 
genuinely intending this. I... could you tell us more about this 
opportunity?" 


"Of course! Come with me, I made a powerpoint presentation and 
everything!" 


--U.A-- 


[Dr. Kyudai Garaki] 


The past week's been rather slow at the hospital; there's been no sign 
of Kurogiri or the Nomu, however. 


Unfortunate. 


However, his Master has yet to call him back, and his research is 
currently at a lull due to a lack in fresh patients who were close to 
death. Meaning for once, he had time to kill. 


Hence why he was currently napping inside of his office in the 
middle of the day, a futon behind the desk bought as the best thing 
money could buy and giving his ruinous back the closest thing to a 
massage in decades. 


...He's calling it in as a sick day, who's gonna care? Not enough 
patients anyway. 


URS 


[Danjuro Tobita - Gentle Criminal] 


"So... I'm sorry if I'm going in circles with you here, sir, but this is a 
little overwhelming. We, as Villains, are going to be paid for targeting 
unjust Heroes and Criminals alike, with free comprehensive healthcare, 
room and board on this massive vessel, a cut of all robbed profits, and 
we don't have to be violent? And we can invite others who would 
appreciate this sort of job? And you're willing to build and upgrade 
our equipment?" 


Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz nods. "Yep! I'm not really sure who to target 
first, that's a work in progress as this whole situation is built up, but 
the moment you agree is the moment you're on the payroll and can 
start bringing suggestions in!" 


He looks to his partner in crime. "I think this is an upturn for us, 
LaBrava. What do you think?" 


"Yeah! Let's do it!" 


"Great!" His new boss claps his hands together. "Alright, cash 
payments good or do you want something else in payment?" 


"Cash is preferred, I think. And... we have some things we'll have to 
move from our home before we can fully join the BROKEN ECHO as 
permanent 'staff. If we give you a time and coordinates, could you 
use that incredible teleporter of yours to send us off and back by 
then?" 


"Oh sure thing!" 


[C.H.A.S.E. ] 


The whole situation was, frankly speaking, laughable... for one of 
mere flesh-and-blood. No, the information of one 'Doctor Garaki’, 
gifted through the sapient and hyperintelligent Mink, was the only 
reason that Jaku Hospital could be perceived as a front. The 
information without that factor made the Hospital squeaky clean; no 


notable monetary corruption, quality service, roughly average death 
rate... there was nothing out of place. 


So Chase spent the week using more scouting bots to collect data on 
everything within the hospital, hidden locations and all. 


Frankly speaking, he was offended on a Machine level (a tool can't be 
offended on a personal level); there were more Bioweapons. It would be 
easy to dispose of them all via the backup Traumatic-Backstory-Inator 
in Nezu's possession, one which he could pawn off to Eraser Head for 
the sake of the operation if he didn't wish to go on the field himself. 
Then there were the staff and patients. 


That would be the easiest part, given the new 'Warper' living on 
U.A.'s grounds. It was a nuisance that biology momentarily surpassed 
machinery, but that is unfortunately to be expected in the interim. 
Simply send all of the patients to other Hospitals, prepared in 
advance, and momentarily hold every single staff member in custody. 


None of that was his job, though. No, he's been busy pulling every 
last scrap of data off of the servers above and below ground, 
alongside gassing the conveniently sleeping Doctor on the day 
preceding the night raid; Chase informed the Mink of the fact and 
watched as he was whisked away onto U.A. grounds, searched while 
unconscious, and arrested with a multitude of restraints in the case of 
any surprises. Blood tests affirmed that the doctor had a singular 
Quirk associated with his health, but to be safe all flesh and blood 
kept their distance. 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


One after another, the minute Mink fired off shots from the Inator he 
was so kindly given nearly three months ago at the Nomu that were 
sealed into various tubes. On the higher floors, he knew Cementoss 
would simply systematically deconstruct the Concrete within the 


building, a handful of Heroes assisting with removing every floor 
until only the underground levels remained to be fully scoured of 
issues. 


Thirteen quickly sucked in the materials going by the echoing sounds, 
storing them away in her Quirk as he continued on his task. 


All Might was jumping around the area, keeping his distance but 
assuring no interruptions would occur. 


...This would have been disastrous without the events at the USJ. It 
would have been unfound, even, and in turn result in some very, very 
serious problems for Heroes as a whole. 


Test Subjects. So many of them, even. If the Humans do have a god, give 
these souls a rest. The torment they've faced should be punishment enough. 


He only breathed out when a familiar pair of hands put him on their 
shoulder. "Thank you, my legs were getting rather strained!" 


"It's a good thing I'll never have that problem." Ectoplasm walked 
further in with care. 


--U.A-- 


[All for One] 
"What the fuck." 


Tomura flinched for obvious reasons (the benefits of multiple sensory 
Quirks), the television's audio playing loud and clear as to the 
problem at hand. 


JAKU HOSPITAL RAIDED FOR CRIMES AGAINST HUMANITY 


Great. The whole Bioarmy idea's down the drain. What a waste. And 
what was left? The I-Island robbery which is currently ruined due to 
no Warper outside of himself, the full restoration of his body which... 


would be difficult if not impossible without finding a lucky Quirk for 
it, the MLA which All for One found more like gnats than anything, 
That paradise island he could always just leave to if he felt like 
moving all his medical equipment... 


It seems he's going to go hunting again. At least he had his rebreather, 
so all he needed were the right Quirks to begin. "Tomura?" 


"Y-yes, Sensei?" He'd become a mess since the USJ. Pity. 
"You want to play as an Assassin, correct?" 
He nods. "Good. Allow me to take you on a... practical lesson." 


And there's the twisted veneer of Tenko Shimura! Beautiful. 


Chapter 12: Hotdogs, Horseshoes, and Hand Grenades! 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 
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BIG LAB. 


CURRENT STAFF: 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz: + 50 (All Scientific Fields) 
-Modifier (Stress): -50 - -O based on degree of Stress. Currently at: -0 


-Modifier (Family): Will not fail actions when it comes aiding to those he's 
close to. 


-Modifier (Hypersuccess): All Successes done by Heinz are better than 
others with the same results. 


-Modifier (Anti-Bot): Does not see AI as Human. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


Hatsume Mei: +35 45 (Robotics), +15 20 (Other Engineering), 
+5 10 (Non-Engineering) 


-Modifier (Robophilic): Automatically claims Robotics related research, if 
free and such research is available. Will resist non-engineering research. 


-Modifier (Antisocial): Doesn't care unless it interests her. Will not get 
along with some peers. 


-[NEW] Modifier (Mechadendrites): Additional Build or Research Action. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


CHASE: +35 (Biological Research, All Inators), +25 (Non- 
Biological Research) 


-Modifier (Purpose-Built Machine): Completes Research much Faster. Can 


be Upgraded. 


-Modifier (Researcher): Research Only. Cannot do Development (EXCEPT 
to assist Doof with Inators). 


-Modifier (Zealot): Failing a task will have them auto-repeat with a + 20 
Bonus. This stacks for multiple failures, and goes away upon success. 


Melissa Shields: +35 (Quirk Engineering), +20 (Robotics), +10 
(Software) +5 (All Other STEM) 


-Modifier (Extremely Quick Study): Gains +5 to a Field of Study when 
below +25 each time she Researches said Field. 


-Modifier (Quirkless): Will have a negative stigma from much of society. 


-Modifier (Shield): Likely to be respected by the Scientific Community. 


PROJECTS: 


-[Biology] [CAPSTONE] Complete Complex Genome (1/1 Research 
Staff[Melissa], 0/10.) 


-[Biology] Quirk Suppression Polymer (1/1 Research Staff[Chase], 
1/8.) 


-[Robotics] Building Synthesis Machines (2/1 Research Staff[Mei, Mei], 
2/4.) 


P.S. Melissa is beginning a personal side project, which she's keeping 
private for the moment. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
91 + 85 = 176 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
31+ 85 = 116 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
Options: Sum. Threshold: 150. 
45 + 85 = 130 (Fail) 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
36 + 85 = 121 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
Options: Sum. Threshold: 160. 
29 + 85 = 114 (Fail) 


Dice: 1d100+ 85 
89 + 85 = 174 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
76 + 140 = 216 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
22 + 140 = 162 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
69 + 140 = 209 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+100 
83 + 100 = 183 


Dice: 1d100+50 
43 + 50 = 93 


Dice: 1d100+ 50 
Options: Sum. Threshold: 150. 
29 + 50 = 79 (Fail) 


Dice: 1d100+50 
68 + 50 = 118 


--U.A-- 


{Monday, April 19th, 23XX - 11 Days Until Sports Festival. } 
So: plans are moving on! 


That's probably the best possible thing you can have considering the 
absolute mess you're having to skirt around with BROKEN ECHO. No 
paperwork, thank God, but you have to keep it above U.A. (for now) 
and at a specific height range, which isn't really a big deal. What is a 
big deal is the stupid bird that keeps flying around it. 


You were told there's no O.W.C.A., but a red version of bigbird is 
really testing your patience on the subject. 


So you kindly shoot them while their back's turned with the Mute- 
Inator after teleporting it up, watching as they struggle midair with 
the loss in hearing the wind pressure and leaving them to their own 
problems as they go down to the ground. 


... You're calling them Agent R. You know, for Red! Because you're 
not really sure what species of bird they are, and calling them Agent 
Avian may be alliteration - yknow what, no, you're gonna call them 
Agent A! It sounds better, even if it's a little rude to generalize. 


Maybe Perry the Platypus can help with figuring them out... nah, 
maybe if he starts getting worse with this. It's been less than a week 
after all, and you can fend off a random bird without killing it! At 
least if it's not a pigeon, you do not have a good or healthy track 
record with them and your flying inventions, Inator or otherwise. 


Oh, right, you have traps to prepare for today's class! 


--U.A-- 


[Hitoshi Shinsou - 1-A Student] 


He didn't say anything, instead just quietly accepting the offshoots of 
metal that wrap around him with a dead look in his eyes. It's been two 
weeks of this. The small kit came out as he went for the lockpicks with 
a twist of his wrists, and within five minutes of the class start he's 
gotten his arms freed of the top two bands. He leaves the ones on his 
legs be, focusing on taking notes from the dedicated teacher as he 
writes about temperature-based reactions. 


"Now even though we have both Exothermic and Endothermic 
Reactions, there's two very important things to consider with them in 
mind! The first is equilibrium, which is the neutral point where 
temperature stops fluctuating too much, and that's the term for the 
‘end point’ of reactions, when everything calms down and the whole 
shebang ends. Kinda like when the air heats up after an explosion or 
cools down from ice melting before going back to its 'normal'! And 
the second... is thermal shock! Now, do any of you know what that 
is?" 


Momo, because of course she knows, tries to raise her hand, but she's 
still picking her lock, so no luck there. "Oh, Bakugo-San?" When the 
hell did he get out? 


"When you mix things too fu-" He pauses at the malicious glare from 
Ochako, "-freakin' different in temperature. Like my explosions and 
half-n-half's ice." 


"And what happens when that happens?" 
That's when his cheeky grin comes back. "Boom." 


Teach snaps his fingers back at Bakugo, grinning just as much as the 
Pomeranian. "Bingo! When you have things too hot and too cold 
together, they blow up! It's honestly very pretty, but I'm not exactly 
allowed to show that in the classroom and I don't really have room 
for a practical demonstration given most of you are still cuffed up, 
SO! I'm instead going to cover a different example of Thermal Shock!" 
One of his 'Inators' is aimed over at the teacher himself, cranking up 
the knob to be near-red. "Thermal Shock can happen so long as the 
temperature difference is high enough, so if someone in a 
comfortable, room-temperature room is suddenly subjected to below- 
freezing temperatures..." 


It fires, a burst of cold spreading through the class. Hitoshi shivers 
despite himself. "...Th-then it-t-t-t will c-cause therm-ma-mal sh- 
shock-ck!" 


"Sensei, are you okay?!" lida's nearly out, stumbling onto the floor in 
his panic to get up. 


"B-b-b-been through w-worse!" 


... Yeah, he's definitely crazy. But a fun kind. 


UUUUUU-U.A-UOUUUUU 
[Pony Tsunotori - 1-B Student] 
"Um... Heinz, sir?" 


He pauses his paper shuffling as most the class filters out, looking to 
her with a smile. "Yes, Pony?" 


Nervously, she grabs the sheaf of papers from her bag, putting them 
onto his desk before overlapping her fingers together. "I... finished 


the exercises." 
"Oh, that's good! Let me just take a quick look at them." 


There's footsteps behind her, and she peeks behind her to see Neito. 
",,.Were you given extra work?" 


"She technically asked for help with something not related to school, 
so I wouldn't call it work! Up to her to tell you what it is though, 
because it's, yknow, her business? By the way Pony, this is some great 
work! Come by the office after classes and I can point out what you 
did great and not so great, then we can go from there. See you 
tomorrow, kid!" 


Neito freezes as he looks at Heinz walking away. "...Did he just call 
me kid?" 


"He probably meant it endearingly?" 


There's a moment where his eyes twitches before he facepalms. "You 
know what, sure, why not. You're damn lucky I know English." 


"T HEARD THAT!" The muffled shout of Heinz startles them both. 


--U.A-- 


Class went well! 


Which leaves you in your small lab slash office, with your lunch 
and... whatever this is. 


There's a small package, about as wide and long as a piece of paper 
but like... two inches thick? Oh, and there's a little card with what 
looks like meeting details on top of it. When did this even get here? 
Scratch that, how did it get here? 


...You know what? You're not gonna ask. You're just gonna deal with 
it now. 


... Huh. Okay, neat, neat. Weird, though. 


You call up Nezdu the Mink as you go back over the first page. "Good 
afternoon, Doof-San! How can I help you?" 


"Hey, Principal Nezdu! Real quick, how can I legally verify a 
biographical account from someone that's nearly 300 years old?" 


You think you hear him spit. "...Beg pardon?" 


"Well, I just came into my lab, the office one not the big one, and I 
found this neat little package on my desk! So I opened it up, and got 
some uh... semi-old papers. Like, clearly they're as old as they look 
and all, and the uh, I'm pretty sure they're from someone who saw 
my Wikipedia stunt..?" 


"What's the name of the writer?" 


"Not written from what I can tell, but they do write like someone full 
of spite. I'd know!" 


There's a pause over the line. "You believe the text to be genuine based 
on the penmanship seeming spiteful?" 


"Yep!" 


"About as good a method of confirming what's there, I suppose. I'm going 
to come over to check it myself, if that's alright. And perhaps oversee the 
camera footage around that hallway." 


You nod, pocketing the little meeting card. At first you were curious. 
But now? 


Oh, now you're interested. 


[Shigaraki Tomura - Currently Suffering] 


It's not a task he's happy with, but it's a task from Sensei. 


Stupid stuffy DLC costume, stupid irritating as hell Heroes, stupid for 
all of it. 


‘But you must look sensible inside of a high-class restaurant’ Oh yeah? 
When I'm done destroying Heroes I'll make it an official fucking League of 
Villains rule to wear whatever the fuck we want. 


God he hates how not comfortable this is for just a Side Quest. But 
nooo, he has to 'be professional’ and ‘represent the League with 
respect and authority’, so he has to wear these shitty gloves too. He 
got to wear some of his usual gear though, the trench coat and red 
sneakers, which is the sole comfort he has as another fucking waiter 
NPC comes by to ask if he needed anything. 


...Oh. 
Oh. 


"Oh hey, I got the business card and let me tell ya, you got my 
attention!" 


"..." No. 
"Wait, no, not you. Your boss! Oh, oh that makes a lotta sense." 


I want to fucking dust him. This cheating motherfucker. Shigaraki takes 
a deep breath. "You're gonna be talking to me for this. Nobody else." 


He just shrugs. At least I know this stupid fucking disguise works. "Sure, 
sure. So, Wikipedia?" 


"I'm interested in having complete and accurate accounts from back 
then being uploaded for public viewing." 


"Okay, but why does your boss want to complain about so much stuff 
inside of those accounts? I read the pages he sent in and man he's 
bitter." 


Don't kill the OP Vigilante, Sensei needs him. Don't kill him, Sensei needs 
him. "Do you want it or not?" Please, please reject his Quest offer. Just 


anything so he can dust the fucker that ruined the Nomu and Kurogiri. 


"I'm not saying no, I'm just asking what's his deal. Like, I'm right here 
and talking to you because I'm interested. Why else would I come?" 


The fucking implication of certain death for him isn't enough? No, 
he's too fucking unafraid of it with all his goddamn HACKS. Shit. Fuck. 
"Spite?" Stupid fucking input response, shit- 


"Oh, yeah, that's fair and valid! But I did come because I'm interested 
in hearing more." 


...Oh wow, that worked. Is he... is he Evil Aligned? "What can you 
offer me for that?" 


"Uh... what do you want, honestly?" The fucker scratches his chin, 
and Tomura just... stops. 


He was told all sorts of things on how to use the barter Skill. He was 
explained to, in detail, about how to intimidate and threaten a person 
to do what he wants through Sensei's tutorial levels, though he's yet 
to put it into practice outside of that because he has to be 'cordial' for 
the Quest. He wasn't told how to set a baseline when the fucking 
psychopath in front of him somehow looks so damn confused when 
he's U.A.'s fucking head researcher. 


...Sensei, I need help. 

A chuckle sounds in his head before he loses control of himself. 
"Oh, there we go! So you're the actual boss right?" 

"I presume my student failed to properly exude authority?" 


He shakes his head. "Nah, you just have a really unique brand of spite 
that bled into your writing!" 


"Is that your Quirk? Some sort of means to link writing to the 
author?" 


"Nah! Don't have one!" 


",,.Oh?" Shigaraki feels a smile coming across his face, the posture of 
his body shifting accordingly. "You don't have a Quirk? Interesting! 
Very, very interesting." 


"I mean, I think you mean normal? Feels pretty normal." 
"Do you want one?" 
He blinks. "Do I want one what?" 


"A Quirk, my good sir. I'm certain you've had trouble fitting in, 
especially at a school as prestigious as U.A., that your vast intellect 
may underestimated by sheer virtue of lacking one. Modern society is 
rather biased towards them, after all." 


"...No? Principal Nezdu's pretty accommodating for my requests, 
honestly!" 


"One being does not make up for the rest of Society, I'm afraid. What 
happens when he cuts you from the staff?" 


The Quirkless man stops to consider the words. "Well... I'd take my 
things, probably fiddle with the Anti-Warp measures to mess with 
everyone's sense of spatial awareness, go onto the BROKEN ECHO 
and do my own thing like I used to?" 


"And if he finds out about this little trip to talk to some Villains?" 


"Wouldn't be the first time!" The man is... exceptionally chipper 
about that. "Honestly you're like the... what, the fifth one this 
month? I'm used to talking to way more, and he doesn't really see the 
issue with it!" 


"Even if the media finds out?" 


He shrugs. "Media, shmedia. What are they gonna do, arrest me? I can 
just fly away! What now, Mr. Wise Guy?" 


Shigaraki's body laughs. It's a raspy, shuddering thing. 


",,.] haven't met someone like you in a very, very long time. I'll give 
you my story to post, on a few conditions. I am, in truth, wounded, 


and without medical care beyond existing professionals I may not 
survive past a few years. Without me, you cannot Spite others with 
making such controversial information public. So, I'm asking if you're 
capable of producing a way to fix years-old injuries that's compact 
and doesn't require extensive setup." 


"Okay, next?" 


He doesn't bat an eye. "I would like this meeting to be kept private, of 
course. I think we can both understand why that's important." 


"Psh, easy. Next?" 


",,.You're rather willing to cooperate for what amounts to centuries of 
complaints." 


"Oh, because I have some conditions of my own!" 
The grin sharpens. "Do tell." 


"First! You'll have to write it to be formal and detailed. No ranting, just 
facts!" 


The sharp grin drops a little. "But that's half the fun." 


"Yeah, and that also means it takes longer for me to get it out onto 
Wikipedia. You know how much work I have to go through to get 
stuff on there? It's not a lot, honestly, it's just really annoying." 


"Mood." 


The Quirkless man blinks. "Please, I don't care who you are, just don't 
talk like my daughter when she texts. You're a three-hundred year old 
man, not some teenager." 


"Fair enough, fair enough. What's your next condition?" 


"In person meetings, because honestly? This whole middleman thing's 
a little insulting. You want my help, you can meet me in front of me!" 


" " 
eee 


Deal or No Deal? — Voting closed — 25 voters 


Bargain Struck. (AfO becomes * 18/20 
Occupied, AfO becomes Healed 

within the coming Month. 

Doofenshmirtz is not a Target. 

2??) 
—Bargain—Shattered—(AfO—beeomes— HH 4 5- 
Active, AfO isn't Healed. 

Doofenshmirtz is a Target. ???) 


A hum escaped his lips, contemplation leading to a smile. "I think we 
can agree to that. When can this healing process begin?" 


"Before that! I gotta talk to someone so I can get us a binding 
contract. Gimme a sec to call them-" The waiter NPC finally comes by 
with the meal, putting it down for them both. "-thanks!" 


Shigaraki feels the control returning to his body and decides to enjoy 
the high-value meal before him. 


At the same time, the phone in the OP Vigilante's hands goes to his 
ear. 
",,.Oh, hey Charlene, how are things?" 


" " 
eee 


"Y-yeah, I know it's a little late. Sorry, I uh... well, I had a bit of a 
favor. You know Rodin, right? Yeah, the guy that was helping you set 
up your real estate stuff. I need help writing up a contract, and it's 
pretty, uh, private." 


" " 
eee 


"He'll be outside in five minutes? Oh man that's fast! How's he coming 
over?" 


"Fair enough, he has his secrets and I have mine! Alright, I'll make 
this up to you later. Sleep well!" 


" " 
oe 


"Bye." The phone pulls away and the call ends. "Okay, so he's going to 
be here in like five minutes outside the restaurant. Can we meet 
tonight?" 


His eating pauses as Sensei takes over yet again. "That can be 
arranged." 


"Great! Okay, I'll need you in person to sign the contract, then I can 
get to work on making something I can heal you with. And you can 
work on the info that I can publish!" 


"That's acceptable. Would you like multiple perspectives of things 
around the world?" 


The man grins. "Oh, I'd love that!" 


"Then it shall be done." And like that, the Admin control pulls away 
yet again. 


...Fucking OP as shit Vigilante Support Healer DPS Tank, what the 
fuck is his class?! Jacked up stats are such bullshit... 


But he's in Sensei's Party now. 


--U.A-- 


[All for One] 


...Whomever made this contract has a very interesting Quirk, he 
would admit as much. But it was beyond him currently, and to keep 
use of a brilliant mind like the Quirkless Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz, he 


would need to be careful not to pull too much. Trades and offers will 
have to suffice for the man, flighty as his loyalties seem to be. 


One of the few Warp Quirks All for One had on hand were used to 
call the scientist to him through Tomura, giving the Supervillain the 
chance to affirm that he was, in fact, Quirkless. Not just Quirkless, 
however; he couldn't even feel any strands of Quirk Factor. Such a 
rarity, nowadays, to be both Quirkless and unable to Hold a Quirk if 
offered. 


He made note of the inane commentary on his wounded state, Quirk- 
based senses roaming the documents with clarity while others kept 
electronic transmissions scrambled. "I'm sorry to interrupt you, 
Doctor, but this Contract is binding by Quirk, yes?" 


"I... honestly, I have no idea how Rodin does his things? He's a bit 
weird, even for me!" 


"Interesting. Very interesting." He steeples and unsteeples his fingers, 
grinning wide. "I would hope you will let him know that I find this 
contract to be... exceptional. I wish I had someone like him in my 
employ." 


The doctor shrugs. "He's kind of independent, so that's not gonna be, 
uh, easy. He's also usually in the United States, and only really helped 
because he owes my Ex." 


"A shame." There's certainly nothing that All for One rejects in the 
documents, although they're startlingly thorough in what the deal 
holds. With casual ease, he slips the fountain pen from his vest 
pocket and signs at the bottom, with careful and practiced English 
similarly to Dr. Doofenshmirtz. 


The pen lifts off the page- 
And so the Contract is Sealed. 


-And the documents burst into blue flames. I've never experienced a 
Quirk that felt like it bore into my soul like that! "A very big shame. I 
suppose I'll be seeing you come Saturday night?" 


"Yep! Talk to you later, gramps!" 


He warps the man away, the grin never leaving his face. 


Just wait for the reveal, All Might. You'll see what it looks like to be 
betrayed by those close to you. 


--U.A-- 


{Tuesday, April 20th, 23XX - 10 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


Last night was fun! Hopefully you'll get to see the old guy more and 
hear what's up with him. For now though, you got a lot to get done! 


Finding a good target for L.O.V.E.D.A.R.T. in the coming weeks, Trap 
preparation for both 1-A and 1-B, an invitation for Dr. Diminutive's 
House-Slash-Evil-Lair-warming, a handheld version of the Rejuven- 
Inator... and your teaching, don't forget about that! 


Oh, and preparing BROKEN ECHO for being more active beyond a 
mobile base. Mei's been making some very good progress on the 
Synthesis machines, and honestly you're really looking forward to 
effective autonomy if you need it! 


...Oh shoot, you forgot all about the Quirk Amplifier thingy from 
David Shield! Right, right, you gotta work on that too. 


Argh, one thing at a time... 


--U.A-- 


[Mirai Sasaki - Sir Nighteye] 


He'd come late this time, waiting until the day had come and partly 
gone before stepping foot onto campus. The principal had informed 
him that the man would finish his office hours for students (and 


wasn't that a novel concept?) an hour after classes ended, and to 
ensure he came within time he'd come onto the grounds with a half 
hour to spare. 


Mirai wanted to avoid Yagi to the best of his ability as to minimize 
distractions of the day, but that wasn't helping his elevated stress of 
dealing with the first person to ever counteract his Quirk. He thought of 
it as infallible, but... that was clearly not the case. And the fact he 
didn't know why had been grating, as was the fact that Yagi had 
chosen a successor with pride. Without me. 


He passed by an angry-looking student leaving the section of the 
school housing the Nurse and Counselor, 1-A clear on his shirt. "Hold 
on a moment." 


"What." 


Mirai chose not to comment on the tone. "Do you know where your 
science teacher's office is?" 


"Matters if you're allowed on campus. So who the hell are you?" 


"Sir Nighteye." He pulls his visitor's badge from his front pocket. "I'm 
a Pro Hero, and here to talk to him specifically." Not All Might's 
Sidekick. 


",,.Alright, fine, follow me." 


The student grumbles to himself, at the very least trying to be polite 
about his clear distaste of the situation (though failing miserably) as 
they walk the halls. "So what the hell does a Pro want with him?" 


"On a need-to-know basis I'm afraid." And only he needed to know. 


The student takes a deep breath, shoulders shifting. "If you haven't 
met him, he's damn insane. Saved our asses at the USJ in the first 
week and shit. Don't think of him as weak. He's stronger than some 
fuckin' Heroes, and I don't fucking say that to be nice." 


Well then. "I'll take it into account. Thank you." 


"Tch." He pauses in the hall, pointing to the door. "This is his place 
for Students and shit, he stays for an hour after school ends before 
fucking off somewhere under the school. You got around ten minutes 
before he's outta there. And if you don't mind, I got fucking 
homework to do." 


The 1-A student storms off faster than he came, leaving Mirai alone 
at the front door to one Heinz Doofenshmirtz's office. 


He knocks twice before a voice calls out. "Come in!" 


The door's opened to a curious scene of a particularly headache- 
inducing teacher sitting and teaching... a general study student how 
to pick a lock. "Oh, it's you. You doing better after you collapsed in 
the cafeteria that one time?" 


",..Yes. Why are you teaching a general course student about 
something that could lead to delinquency?" 


"Look, when you're used to kidnapping situations you get a knack for 
breaking out, and frankly speaking I don't think teaching kids useful 
tricks for emergencies or a generally useful skill for degrees like 
cybersecurity should be shrugged off as delinquent." 


Mirai does his best to keep his poker face from slipping, considering 
the man's words with internal disdain. 


By all accounts he's technically correct, but his time could be... better 
spent in his eyes. "I thought you weren't a licensed Hero?" 


"Yeah, and I'm not! So?" 


...He's not going to unpack that. "Nedzu knows about your... 
situation, yes?" 


"Uh, duh?" 


The Pro Hero's eye twitches, but he deigns not to comment for his 
already shredding patience. This is the genius that's been healing 
Yagi. The man who made the flying fortress currently in the sky 
above the campus. He's not a talker, but he's good at what he does. 
And he doesn't have an ounce of professionalism in him. 


It's a good thing he isn’t a Pro, otherwise Nighteye would use 
whatever authority he had to wring the man's neck for being too 
blasé about such matters. "Did you get around to getting your 
license?" 


"Yep!" The man's face brightens as he grins, poking his head over to 
see the student's progress with the lock. "Took like five hours overall, 
not really, you know, much. Kinda needed it to get around some legal 
messes being a U.A. staff member protected me from apparently, 
didn't know about that, but hey not my problem any more! Anyway, 
what did you wanna talk about?" 


".,.Not around a student." 


Heinz sighs, rubbing his face. "You come during my office hours and 
just, you know, ask me to leave. Which is kind of unprofessional, isn't 
it?" 


"I can wait if you need me to." 


The teacher swivels his head to look back with a blank look. "Yeah, 
you do that." Without missing a beat, he turns back to the student. 


Deep breaths. Mirai turns away and walks out the door, leaning 
against the wall and waiting in silence. Despite his attempts to calm 
down, the frustration keeps bubbling up. 


UUUUUU-UA-OUOUUUU 


The kid, someone in Gen Ed that just thought the whole 'lockpicking' 
thing was cool and all, hurried out the door with a small smile, and 
you followed him right outside... and the guy's there? Nightmare? 
Nightguy? 


"So! Why are you here?" 


"I want to know more about what you've been doing here. Because 
you..." The guy frowns "Are off." 


In... a personal sense? "What do you mean off? I know I rub people 
off the wrong way, kinda have a history of doing that and all, hard to 
forget, but that tells me literally nothing." 


"You were immune to my Quirk through some sort of invention of 
yours. More than that, you've been a brow-raiser after brow-raiser for 
each and every one of your feats both public and private. Yagi 
Toshinori is a very important person to be trusted with, and yet he 
was in your care. So who are you, and why are you here?" 


You shrug. "I mean... I kinda fell in? It just worked out really well! 
Never planned to work in Japan, let alone here, but when one of my 
Inators was re-coordinated in an accident I got dropped into Principal 
Nezdu's office! He was really understanding and after a day of 
working on some things he gave me a job!" 


",,.So it's all luck. Not some greater scheme." 


"Eh, Luck's finnicky. Fate, on the other hand, that's pretty hardlined! 
You can mess with Fate by messing with Luck, of course, I had to 
write a paper about probability manipulation when I was working on 
my PHD in Theoretical Physics so I would hope I'm a reliable source!" 
Ahhh, you remember that paper very well. 


So many sleepless nights. So, so many sleepless nights. And one of the 
first times you went to therapy for present issues instead of past ones! 
That was a good change of pace for him too, and really discussing 
how technically everything is built off of a large-scale dice roll is 
both really disturbing and really comforting. Like, how can you judge 
someone for just having good Luck? How can you quanti- actually 
you had some ideas on that that were put on the wayside back home. 
Maybe you should work on that? 


"I can't say I agree on your definitions of the relationship between 
Luck and Fate, but that's your prerogative. And... let me be clear. I 
don't trust you with Yagi." 


"What are you, his dad? His husband?" Nighty-night looks like he's 
sucked a lemon. "Oh wait, used to be friends, right you told me that! 
You're his ex aren't you? Isn't this sorta stalkery behavior? That 
sounds, I don't know, illegal?" You look to one of the cameras in the 


hallway. "Hey, Principal Nezdu, is that illegal?" 
"I'm afraid it's more a grey area for Heroes, Doof-San." 


"Darn. Actually, wait, if he does this kinda thing to a kid could it 
stick?" 


The camera nods. Good to know! You turn back to Nightybye, 
slackjawed as he is. "So, taking back the illegal statement, my bad 
there, but still it's weird. If you're an ex, you're an ex for a reason. And 
I'm saying that as a divorced guy who shares custody and it works 
just fine!" 


"I can't deal with this right now." He turns and just walks off! 
"Hey, where are you going?!" 

"Hound Dog and Recovery Girl. Please don't follow me." 
".,.Man, he's weird." 


You can hear Nedzu the Mink laughing behind the camera footage, 
but you're not really sure why. 


--U.A-- 


{Wednesday, April 21st, 23XX - 9 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


So... Mineta Minoru. Apparently he's been a bit of a headache for 
some of the students, or so Asui-San says. And you trust your 
students, and she trusted you with the information. It's been only one 
week since the first Lab they'd had, and thus far nothing's come up in 
your class... But you're gonna have to make sure that nothing 
happens. Period. 


You have standards. Villains should always have standards. Heroes, 
though? 


Heroes are supposed to be better than the Villains. 


That's the way things are! It's the archetype, it's the point of Heroes 
and Villains, none of this stupid Villains are just criminals garbage. No 
no no, Villains have class, they have reasons for what they do! Does 
it make their, or your, actions legal? Does it make it morally justified? 
No, not at all! You aren't going to stop though, because you have a 
reason to do them! 


Honestly it's one of the things you hate the most here. So many 
people are called Villains when they're just, you know, petty criminals. 
A Villain makes an entrance, makes a dramatic exclamation, explains 
their backstory and does their darndest to get away with a smile! None 
of this violence stuff, none of this ‘practicality’ nonsense. Overkill! 
Drama! It's gotta be there! 


What's the point..? Right, right, sexual harassment. Not a Hero thing, 
not even a Villain thing. It's just a terrible person thing. 


So you gotta figure a way to both make sure he gets the point... and 
to make sure he doesn't do it. 


You're intending to make an Inator this week, you put aside time in 
your schedule just to do that in fact... but there's always more, you 
know, creative methods to making sure someone doesn't do something 
stupid. 


(1/2) Planned talking to Mineta: How is Doof dealing with the 
Grape being himself? (Words and Topics, not the actions 
themselves). — Voting closed — 40 voters 


Why girls? Of all the myriad * 14/20 
wonderful mysteries to obsess 
about in this world, why females? 
What does he actually hope to 
accomplish in his life by taking 
these actions? Why try so hard to 
become a hero only to risk it all 
for a few panty shots, especially 


when the internet is a thing that 
exists? What's the end goal, here? 


—+bring-a-shovel in-easetalk does AA 43/19- 


not go well or as planned 


on having 'The Talk’ with a teen 

boy. 
—So,-what-wotld-you-even—-do-if-a—__ ______—___——————#7/10- 
girl somehow accepted your 

advances? Like, do you even think 

you could make it work? Do you 

even WANT to make it work? 

Look-kid-t : 446 
point olin your life where people 

begin to appeal to you in a 

different way, but there has to be 

boundarys and common respect 

for your fellow person. If I hear 

you've been harrasing the girls in 

this school more I will find a way 

to make your time in this school 

miserable. 
—Maybe—ealt—in—Hound—Dog—fer-—————#16/147- 
advice? This is clearly indicative 

of some bigger issue. 

barely know what or how you got 

her and even them that didn't 

work out... So maybe she can help 

you with that. 
—Fel-him-the-version-of the-FAERAM__—_—_—————*45- 
that your parents gave when your 

gave you as a child. Hopefully the 

horrid imagery will help him 

understand about boundaries. 

Tal ‘eal : be 3.45 
route. Don't give him the answer, 

lead him to it. Ask the kid what 

his goals are as a hero and why he 

wanted to be a hero. (1 think 


Mineta likened his reasoning to 
wanting Rock-Star fame _ in 
canon?) Point out what happened 
to all those people he's kind of 
idolizing in the end. Ask him if 
Heroes are meant to be trusted. 
Point out that how he interacts 
with girls undermines the trust 
people give heroes, specifically 
him as a Hero. Give him a few 
hypothetical scenarios from 
another POV and change the 
genders and_ orientation to 
determine whether this is a 
double-standard issue. 
arn nie eee ees 
can show their view point toward mineta. 
Put Mineta against the wall and have all 
the girls fire the Inator at him so he will 
understand their point of view and 
hopefully stop with the pervert 
behaviour. 
*Words and Topics, not the Actions 
themselves.* That's for next vote given 
the mess on-hand for Mineta is... 
extensive. 

bei honk ded 
version in case he needs a_ harsher 
correcting 


(2/2) In the case he DOES try and do some questionable things... 
what are you gonna do about it? (Actions and Repercussions) [1 
INATOR MAX] . — Voting closed — 43 voters 


The slam myself in the faceinator *1/1 
cause him to slap himself silly if 

he do try it! (TAKES UP INATOR 

ACTION) 

vt hi Nedeuwire acd b25/34 
recording of your talk and your 

own written reports of your 


observations, and the report of 
what he did. 

girls can show their view point 
toward mineta. Put Mineta against 
the wall and have all the girls fire 
the Inator at him so he will 
understand their point of view and 
hopefully stop with the pervert 
behaviour. 
—Mandatory—meetings—with—Hound—+—————#15/21- 
Dog, a meeting with parents, a 
meeting with the principal, etc. If 
he's going to act like a pervert, 
he'll have to sit there as his 
predilection are explained to every 
authority figure he has. 
—Have—his—mate—elassmates—write—M—\ #34 
write what they think of his 
behaviour anonymously. When/if 
he dismisses it, tell him that's from 
his male classmates, and _ to 
imagine what the girls would say. 


...Hm. Okay, brainstorming aside your, uh, normal methods of 
operation... probably won't work. 


Don't get it twisted, you'd love just to go full taste of your own 
medicine this or dramatic irony that here and really drill things in..! 
But that's not exactly something you can do in your capacity as a 
teacher. No, you have to be 'fair' and ‘justified’ and 'no cruel or 
unusual punishments’. Ugh, back in your day in Drusselsteiiii - on 
second thought, maybe don't do cruel and unusual to kids. To adults 
though, it's fair game! 


Anyway, point is you can't really go all in with the kid for several 
reasons, most of all that you'd lose the job. And you really like the 
job you have! 


Which means you have to go through... Principal Nezdu. You did tell 
Asui-San you wouldn't, but he'll know better than you would in the 
long term, and if you word it right that isn't gonna stop you from 
getting to the bottom of this in your own way! And that is why your 
phone is held up by your shoulder as you hurry off to the lab to 
prepare for the week a few hours early while carrying a big breakfast 
with coffee. 


"Good morning, Doof-San. I assume this isn't a pleasure call?" 


"Morning, Nezdu the Mink! No, I'd love to come over and chat but 
this is kind of more... important? Serious? Serious, yeah, serious. So 
basically last week one of my students came to me during office 
hours and told me something a little weird that I wanted to keep a 
more personal eye on. All of us as teachers got the same profiles for 
our students, right?" 


There's a brief pause and the click of the mouse. "That's only partially 
correct. Student profile details are specific to the teachers, however when 
it comes to personality and grade the information should be the same for 
both. Who do you find to be concerning and why?" 


You laugh nervously. "Oh, you could already tell that's the case, huh? 
Mineta Minoru's the one, last name first. His old conduct record's 
kinda worried me, especially since a student brought up that he'd 
been acting oddly in ways that mirror it. She thought he'd try to use 
the practice he had to peek on other students, though nothing has 
happened yet. I told her to let the other girls know and to tell me if 
anything happened since, so we're good on that front... but I wanted 
to talk to him today about it to make sure nothing happens before I 
can put my foot down over it." 


"I see." Oh that doesn't sound good. "I assume you want my opinion on 
what to do with him?" 


"Nnno, that's not just it. I want to see if you can get more information 
about him, because he's, well, smart. Smart kids don't usually go for 
girls outright. Fame, sure, and they use that to get girls, but that's 
different than outright, you know, being a jerk to them like that. It rubs 
me the wrong way, you know? So here's what I'm gonna do. I'm 
gonna talk to him right before I start up my Lab, and I'll see what I 


can get out of him about his... goals with all of this. Because if he 
wants to be real upfront with the girls, then he can be upfront with 
me, too. I'm not sure what else I can do as a teacher outside of that, 
so I'll leave the rest to you..?" 


There's a clacking of keys. "I'll be sure to look into it then. Have a good 
lab, Doof-San!" 


"You too!" 


The line ends as soon as you realize you said you too to have a good 
lab. 


God you're not gonna forget that all day. 


--U.A-- 


[Kyoka Jiro - 1-A Student] 


Today's been one headache after the other, mostly with the other 
students not shutting up. She can't turn off her enhanced hearing, and 
the bickering between her classmates (mostly lida having a stick up 
his ass and Mina just having too much energy) has left only lunch 
being a saving grace of the day. 


And now it's lab, which... honestly, the lessons Doof-Sensei taught 
last week needed everyone to be quiet so it was a relief more than 
anything. 


Speaking of. "Alright everyone! Before we start class I gotta do some 
things. First off: Class Presidents, we're shifting from two-student 
teams to four-students! That'll give a total of ten teams and make for 
less individual work for some of these lessons, and allow for more of 
you to cooperate with a different class in a shared room! Now, if 
you'll excuse me I'll have to be right back for the second thing!" 


Unbeknownst to most the students focusing on the new 
rearrangement the class presidents are dealing with, Kyoka sees Doof- 


Sensei grab and gently drag Mineta out of the room. 


So that has her subtly using the jacks on the walls to hear what's 
going on. 


"Uhh... what do you need from me, S-Sensei?" 


"I wanted to ask about some things. Are you aware that U.A. has access to 
your junior high records?" Mineta makes some stammering noises and 
Doof-Sensei keeps going. "Right, that's a no. Okay, so for now youre not 
in trouble for anything on there... but I have to ask. Why?" 


Why what? 
"B-b-because I like how they look! Is there anything wrong with that?!" 


"Yeah yeah I get that, I married a beautiful woman and had a daughter 
you saw, so I get that. But putting aside the fact you should never get into 
a relationship built on looks, why not literally anything else?" 


"H-huh?!" 


"You realize you placed in the top five on the written portion of the 
placement exam, right? You're so darn smart but you're acting so stupid! 
You came into the Hero Course, which means you act like a HERO. I'm 
not gonna say you shouldn't have flaws because that's stupid to tell 
anyone let alone a kid, but I'm gonna say you better, and I mean you 
better have some common decency." Holy shit he's telling off Mineta. 
"You want women? Things like Red Light Districts exist for a reason when 
you're older. Personally I don't see anything wrong with those even though 
I don't care for them either, but you should realize that personality and 
money are the two biggest parts of getting someone to be interested in you. 
Not this sort of half-baked behavior." 


",..What do you know about it?!" 


"Lots, actually. I went and dated dozens of girls when in college, most 
never went past first base. Soon after I met someone who didn't work out 
with me but saved me from something, well... pointless. Not gonna go 
into details about it, but I still consider it all the time! Without her, I 
definitely wouldn't be here right now. Also wouldn't have met Charlene, 
but that's a different story involving one Hell of a bar fight." 


Was... I wasn't supposed to hear that. 


"Point is that I know plenty about not having someone in your life you can 
be with. But that doesn't explain the end goal. If it's the body you're after, 
I'm sure Quirks have a solution that don't involve bothering girls 
uninterested. If it's personality, you gotta work on it from your end first. If 
it's something else, I'm sure there are plenty of solutions that aren't doing 
what you used to. Not here. And... for hypothetical's sake, let's say you 
make a catch." 


"A... a catch?" Kyoka's never heard Mineta sound so numb. Wow. 


"A girl that's actually interested in you, romantically. Do you think you 
could actually make it work? Is that something you even want? Because if 
it isn't then you have to consider, again, what the heck you want. If you 
want the person, then you have to consider how you act and what they 
want, then consider how, you know, a relationship works!" He sighs. 
"Let me make this real clear. If I am told, even once, that you try 
something, I'm going to make sure you go to counselling among several 
other things. Because at that point, you're showing that you're failing to 
make a change to past behavior and actively ignoring other options. If you 
need help, my door's always open." 


She pulls from the wall when she hears footsteps, startling the 
classmates by her looking on in interest at whatever she was doing as 
Doof-Sensei comes right back in. "Okay, I'm back, sorry about that!" 


"You good, Jiro?" 


Kyoka looks to Denki. "Yeah, Kaminari. Just... thinking about 
something." 


I hope he's doing better now. 


--U.A-- 


That went pretty well, you think. 


Overall you're not very practiced at the conversationally disappointed 
dad thing (Vanessa is a perfect little girl and you would burn the 
world for her) but you had at least some experience from 
remembering how your father looked at you! The look on his face 
kinda sold it to you that you did pretty much spot on though; you 
know exactly how that look feels. 


Experience is always useful, and you won't let anyone tell you 
otherwise! 


Anyway, that left you with time to put that stressful mess (and the 
semi-chaotic mess of today's lab) in the background while you work 
on... an INATOR! Dun, dun, dun! 


You're... not sure what you're gonna make though. But that's half the 
fun! 


Inator Creation! — Voting closed — 29 voters 


Disguised-Cake-Inator. anything it * 19/22 

zaps makes it into an object made 

out of cake while keeping its 

original form. Disguised cake 

makes for fun surprises! 
—Fheme-of-the-Day-Inator:-allew—te——_______—_——*#4/4-— 

change the appearance of things 

it's used on to match the holiday 

or celebrated thing of the day 
—the-someone-else's-preblem-inater:-——_——___#1+2- 

one zap from this puppy will make 

you seem unimportant for one 

hour (he uses it to cut in line) 
—Diseo-Boots-Inator:—Zaps—peoeples———______k 678- 

shoes into making them look like 

gaudy-I mean Fantastic 1970's era 

Disco Platforms and compels them 

to repeat that same move from 

Boogie Nights that pretty much 


haunted Travolta more than the 
Scientology stuff. 
a . hit] be 
this machine will cause a song 
specifically tailored made for the 
person to be heard by everyone 
within a certain range 
Build Point-of.vi ; 
people who get shot by it are 
forced to see things from the user 
point of view. 
a bi Lei 
into a cake. 
Superior Cake-Inator submitted 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 
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[Melissa Shield - U.A. Support Student] 
"Uh... what are you making, Dr. Heinz?" 


She's used to one person cackling at a time, and that's usually taken 
up by Mei in her cordoned-off 'babymaking corner' that nobody goes 
into except for Chase. Dr. Heinz rarely comes in here to work, but 


when he does it's... chaotic. He's all over the place, but his 
sketchwork and schematics are perfect when he finishes the design, 
not to mention just how fast he is when he gets to work. It's honestly 
incredibly intimidating, but also really encouraging. If he can do it, 
then so can I! 


"I'm making a Disguised-Cake-Inator!" He reaches over for a size 19 
hex cap and puts it into place as he kneels over the plating, the 
positioned bolt quickly screwing in. "It's the perfect sort of prank to 
turn someone's pencil or something into cake and make a harmless 
mess! Also, cake is delicious but making it lifelike sucks. This'll do all 
the work for me!" 


Okay, the extreme degree of weird it is for today. "What do you need 
cake for?" 


He pauses, eyes distant. "You know... you never really know." And 
like that he's back to work. "Like birthday parties or when someone's 
feeling down. Hey, you think Lunch Rush stress eats?" 


".,.Does he?" 


"I have no idea! Nor do I know what his face looks like - or if the 
metal plate he always has on IS his face, because wow that's honestly 
a little terrifying to be born with but probably not the worst, also has 
literally anyone seen his eyes? Like really. What color are they? Is he 
bald?" 


Melissa can't help the giggle that bubbles up. "I don't think he'd 
appreciate being asked that, Dr. Heinz." 


"I know, which is why I'm asking you! You're a half-assistant, half- 
researcher, and you're smart enough to follow along when it comes to 
my designs and work. You're smart enough that maybe you caught 
something I didn't!" 


She thinks about it a little bit. "...Yeah, no idea what he looks like 
under that." 


"Drat! I'd ask him but that seems insensitive. Might ask regardless 
because I really wanna know, but I also want to hear about his 


cooking advice for pudding. If you make someone grind their gears or 
rustle their jimmies than it just becomes way, way harder to get any 
good questions answered. Real two-bit work, that!" He pauses again. 
"You think anyone else has asked on the staff?" 


Mei immediately pipes up. "Two thousand yen that Power Loader 
asked!" 


"T'll take that bet. He's too socially awkward to do it!" 


"But they've known each other for years! No way they don't know 
more about each other!" 


"Not gonna argue about this-I'll see in a few hours after I'm done! Oh, 
and if you want a cake later, we can have some fun figuring out what 
tastes like what~!" He ends it off in a scratchy sing-song. "I'm betting 
a pencil is gonna taste like a chocolate lemon cake. What do you 
think?" 


...That is a good question. "Well it matters if it's a number two, 
because those are normally painted yellow. I'll say lemon, but maybe 
pound cake instead?" 


"Oooh, that sounds really good!" 


"Another twenty thousand on lemon pound!" 


She spends a good hour or so discussing what objects will taste like 
what while also figuring out how the heck he managed to make 
matter transfer so perfect that it's going to be edible. 


But she decided not to ask and instead just... watch him work at that 
point. 


Dr. Heinz... he's very good at his job. Scary good. He's fast, but he's 
also really smart about it. All of the internal stuff was hyper-efficient 


and highly compact, cooling was consistent and set perfectly for 
projected heat exhaust, the wiring was so darn concise that it made 
her previous circuit work feel so wasteful..! He's definitely a true 
master of inventing at work! 


More than that, he was really effective at cost balance. Most of the 
parts and materials he used, if not all of them (he used only some 
Metamaterial for the internal components to drop total volume) were 
completely mundane! The kind of energy conversions at these levels 
of efficiency are just... unheard of! If she could figure out the 
underlying principles he was using for full-on M-E work it'd be 
revolutionary from the sheer number of theories that could be built off 
of the work! He's been using formulae she'd never heard of, which 
could either mean she just doesn't know enough, or he's made them 
himself. 


Because of the results he's just shown with the lemon-fudge pencil cake 
she's led to believe it's the latter. 


"Okay, so now let's try some of these!" He puts down a small box of 
fruits and vegetables on the counter. "Let's hear what you think! I'm 
calling it now, Potato's a marble frosting and white cake inside. Also, 
YOUR BET'S COMING FROM YOUR PAYCHECK MEI!" 


"Not gonna argue, potato's definitely look like their insides are 
vanilla..." 


"It's gonna be coconut! Double or nothing!" 
"Hah, coconut?! Let's see!" 


A shot from the Inator and... "Oh wow it is coconut. Huh. Well, forty 
bucks is forty-DOUBLE OR NOTHING, CARROT IS CARROT CAKE!" 


"ORANGE FLAVOR!" 
"OVER MY DEAD BODY!" 


An explosion rings out. "I can help with that!" Oh, Melissa can see the 
smile Mei has to have on her face. 


--U.A-- 


{Thursday, April 22nd, 23XX - 8 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


...You're not sulking about losing your week's worth of salary to an 
upscaling bet against one of your researchers. Nope. Definitely not. 


Okay so maybe Chase had to drag you away from nearly running after 
her in a sugar-drunken craze. But she deserved it for winning your 
money! At least you make enough to not have to worry. 


Still, bad life choice. Terrible life choice. It's a really good thing you're 
no longer in need of money in the long term, and the fact that it was 
only a week's salary. Also that was a lot of sugar and cake so you're 
gonna see about dragging out one of your older Inators for nutrition 
and weight loss just to make sure you're not going to get diabetic in 
the next month. 


Self care! 


...Oh come on, who's knocking already?! 


= ee 


[Lucius 'Redline' Fields - The Homing Hero: Snipe] 
"Ves?" 


",..1 reckon'd you were an' early bird, pard'ner. What sorta viper 
mosey'd on up in yer boot?" 


"I lost a bet to one of my researchers." 


"Christ alive you're fucked." 


The fella clucks his tongue. "Don't I know it? So uh... why are you 
here so early?" 


"Wanned t'offer ya a deal o' sorts. Y'know that this here campus got a 
Range? Well I wanned t'go on shootin' some good ol' targets with ya. 
Two fellas from the U S of A shootin' it high time in the noon. I even 
got me a lil' chickadee to learn ‘longside. So what'cha say t'that, white 
coat?" 


He blinks slowly. "You know I'd be at an advantage with literal metal 
arms, right?" 


"An' I got homin' shots fella. Y'wanna play all hannicapped or y'wanna 
go all out on them there clay pidgeons?" 


",..Eh, why not? Not like I got official office hours during lunch or 
anything." 


Snipe gives the fella a pair o' finger Big Irons. "Gooood. Lookin' 
forward t'the shootout pard'ner." 


Nobody ever agrees t'go shootin' with him no more. This’ gon' be a 
gooood time, like it'r not. 


It doesn't take the Homing Hero much of any time t'get the Range 
ready, considerin' he makes plenty use of it for his lil' 'protégé' (as 
fancy English speakers may well say), but that leaves 'im a smidge... 
bored. Somethin' that's easy enough for him t'remedy with some good 
ol' shootin. 


He flicks the IN USE light on, turns on his mask's sound protection, 
pulls a pistol from th' rack and loads it on up before taking aim. Snipe 
walks up to the hole in the wall with the gun aimed on ahead, lettin' 
the pressure plate below him settle on down an' the targets start 
t'shift inta view. 


With a grin, he lines his shot on up without his Quirk and pulls the 
trigger. 


Ue 


[Hitoshi Shinsou - 1-A Student] 


It's easy for Hitoshi to eat his sandwich while on the move; it's 
become a sort of learned skill for him thanks to middle and junior 
high. 


He's been busying himself for just about a week now with practicing 
throwing rocks and knives, all in the name of ‘having options’ by 
Snipe-Sensei's own suggestion. Alongside his recommendations for 
exercise, Hitoshi's been throwing himself to the grindstone for the 
sake of earning his place in 1-A, his own self-conscious deprecation 
be damned. 


He still doesn't get why he passed beyond the points, but apparently 
by damn Eraser Head's own standards (and man did that give the 
student butterflies in his stomach and a stupid smile in his head) he 
had potential. And if he had potential, it had to be realized. Otherwise 
he hasn't really earned his position in 1-A, and while he does not want 
to give it up, he can't keep it if he doesn't make sure he properly 
deserves it. 


Learning from Snipe-Sensei helps twofold; not only will he learn how 
to make use of impromptu weapons (something he wasn't planning 
for but is more than happy to capitalize on), but he can get a Heroics 
gun license to add to his repertoire. Given Hitoshi is fully intending to 
be an Underground Hero, the public's general distaste of gun use 
won't be something he'd have to deal with... much. 


Still, maybe I won't need it after all. And after the festival, maybe I can 
ask Eraser Head about learning how to use his capture weapon? 


The line of thought is cut short by someone following behind him 
and calling out. "Oh, Shinsou-Kun! How Unexpected... and by 
Unexpected I mean COMPLETELY EXPECTED! Snipe said he had 
someone he was apprenticing, good to see you're spending time on 


extracurriculars! Though uh, maybe also spend time with your 
classmates?" 


"I see half of them in the Dorms by the end of the day. I dunno about 
you, but that is plenty social interaction for me." 


"...Huh. You know, fair enough!" Doof-Sensei cracks his neck, 
groaning as he leans back. "Still though, kinda surprised a Japanese 
kid wants to learn about guns! Not exactly a, you know, a usual kind 
of interest for people outside of Hunting... or hunting." 


Hitoshi raises a brow. "Hunting or hunting? Aren't those the same 
thing?" 


"Nope, they're completely different!" 
",,.Okay? How so?" 


"Right, so regular old hunting is against game like animals and stuff. 
Then the other Hunting is of way, way more dangerous stuff!" 


"Like the Nomu thing in the USJ?" 


"Yeah! Bioweapons, monstrosities of eldritch origin, a big mech, that 
kinda stuff!" 


See, now that Hitoshi can understand. "So big guns for big targets?" 


Doof-Sensei mulls it over. "I mean, sure you can make a real big gun, 
but I gotta say technique is way more important than size. Most of my 
Inators are real small scale versus things like Railguns or large nukes 
or... or that one time Rodney tried to recreate the Ice Age. That was 
the last straw before I broke his stuff and got him arrested." 


"I'm not going to even try unpacking that until later." 
"Fair enough! Oh, and it looks like Snipe's done." 


The light outside the Range flicks from red to green, and Hitoshi 
steps in front without so much as a second thought. 


Inside is the same as it's been these past few days, clean tile flooring 


and sound-dampening walls with bright but not blinding light giving 
the various racked weapons a slight sheen. Snipe-Sensei's putting the 
emptied shells in the bin, the empty magazine of the pistol set beside 
it. "Well I'll be. The two of ya gettin' along?" 


"I think so!" Doof-Sensei grins, eyes darting around the racks. "How 
can you get so many guns here, let alone on a school campus? You 
can't even do that in the United States!" 


"Y'see, this here school is by all accounts a psuedo-police academy by 
virtue of Investigative and Underground Heroics, an' because they 
could make some real good use of firepower to supplement their 
Quirk, there's no harm nor foul in having them learn to use powerful 
weapons for their plucky future careers. Also, I bribed Nezu." 


Doof-Sensei laughs. "You had to bribe him for this? He seems the 
kinda Principle to tell you 'sure, go wild' considering this place has 
gotta be way cheaper than uh... the whole robot army or the USJ and 
all that. It... is cheaper than that right?" 


"Well yeah, but because it has all sortsa guns it's gotta have way more 
paperwork done fer it to stick around!" 


"The bane of good men." Hitoshi can't help but snark at the 
commentary. 


"The bane of anybody honestly. Shinsou-San, if a person says they like 
paperwork, they have a problem and you should really keep your 
distance. That's not something to enjoy, that's torment in papercut 
form!" 


"Thoughts an' Prayers ‘bout the worst part of modern Society aside... 
I do believe yer here for some shootin' 'longside me, ain't that right?" 


Doof-Sensei nods. "Yep! So how are we starting out?" 
"First an' foremost, gun safety." 


"Right, right... Always treat it like it's loaded, never point it at 
someone if you aren't intending to shoot them, keep your finger off 
the trigger until you're gonna shoot, I know my gun stuff from both 
Drusselstein and the United States!" 


"Oh? What sorta guns you practiced with?" 


He raises a finger, putting his hand into his coat and pulling out an 
old gun. Even Hitoshi could tell it was antique just by looking at it. 
".,..Christ alive, that's an absolute beaut." 


"Like it?! This is one of the guns my great aunt passed down to me 
when I got her castle. She has a couple dozen of them stored away, 
mint condition and great kickback. Never really used them much 
though, I always got disqualified from tournaments because of family 
lineage. I mean, who's focusing on that?!" 


"Yer home town, that's who. Now, can I... take a look-see at that 
pretty thing?" 


"Sure, sure." He offers the wood-and-cast iron gun to the man and 
looks over the rack again. "Though I can't say that I really used 
bullets with casings any time soon." 


Snipe-Sensei slows his careful look-over of the gun in his hand and 
stares. "Pard'ner. Pard'ner." He puts a hand on Doof-Sensei's shoulders. 
"Could I Kindly have one." 


Hitoshi notices the manic look in Snipe-Sensei's eyes and chooses not 
to comment, just getting his earmuffs and grabbing from the non-gun 
rack. 


Despite the muffs, he can still hear the scream of joy from the gun- 
toting Pro. 


Dice: 3d100+70 
Options: Individual. 
75,35,18 + 70 = 145,105,88 


Snipe won't fucking hesitate. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
22 + 40 = 62 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
78 + 40 = 118 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
44 + 40 = 84 


Guns from the rack pop into the two men's hands as Hitoshi thumbs 
the knives in his hands. Yeah, just gonna go to the other end of the track 


and let the two go at it. 


"Principal Nezu, I say this with all the respect I can muster." The 1-A 
student nods to the camera. "For the love of whatever you consider 
God, yourself included, please don't let them make some kind of 


supergun after this." 


He swears he can hear the rodent's cackling through the earmuffs, but 


he knows better than to peel it off to check. 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


The mink fails to keep the animalistic grin off his face, watching the 
feeds with great care. 


Snipe takes a simple 9mm pistol of some variant, while 
Doofenshmirtz takes a larger-caliber six-cylinder revolver and a 
bandolier of single bullets. Interesting choices. Familiarity of single shot 
reloads or something else? Snipe should undeniably have a higher rate of 
fire, however Doof-San's accuracy should be higher by virtue of his 
prosthetics- 


The two step up to the plates and the targets start falling. 


And to the wholly expected surprise of Shinsou-San and Snipe, 
Doofenshmirtz's aim is inhumanly precise. But to the shock of Nezu... 
-Oh dear. 


Did he flick tap a Revolver? Three shots tore through a single target in 
the head, neck, and heart before Doofenshmirtz fired thrice again at 
another, Snipe making quick work of his Quirk to keep up. The sheer 
speed that Doofenshmirtz reloaded made Nezu immediately 
reconsider his thoughts on who'd be winning this. 


Targets continued moving from above and below, points being 
marked up as the two go at it for the next three minutes. Or it would 
have, until Doofenshmirtz seems to fire just a little too quickly, the 
gun exploding in his hand. He waves off Snipe's panic, looking only 
highly disappointed at the ruined skin and damaged plating. 


Only a handful of the students were fully aware that the man's arms 
are genuine prosthetics. And he hadn't told any of the students in 1-A 
about it just yet... Nezu's grin widens as he watches the chaos unfold. 


"Uhh... a-are you okay Sensei?!" 
"WHAT?" 
"I-I said are you okay-" 


"WHAT?" 


Snipe pulls Doofenshmirtz's muffs off. "Oh there we go. What did you 
say?" 


",..Wait a second, is your arm made of metal?" 


"Yep! Lost both of my arms a while back, replaced 'em with Titanium 
ones. It'll take me a few hours to fix it but I'm A-OK, don't worry!" 


"Oh... huh. So when your arm was getting disintegrated-" 
"Didn't feel a thing!" 


There's a momentary pause. "...Can I tell everyone in our class about the 
arms? 'Cause that's honestly badass." 


"Don't see why not. Unless you want emotional trauma though, don't ask 
how I got 'em. Bothered the last semester pretty badly when they asked!" 


"Yeah, no, I'm not interested in that." 


--U.A-- 


[Goya Kaori - 2-A Student - Hellhound, The Flamesent Heroine] 


Today's been rather good for Goya; she's been meeting with Yuu after 
classes in the dorms, studying her assignments with her for what 
should be the next few hours before taking up one of the gyms and 
helping the smaller girl work in an upper-body heavy fighting style 
since she was given the Gauntlets by Doof-Sensei. 


But of course, her time with her totally just friend is interrupted by the 
damn first year heroics students, and Goya grumbles enough that she 
pokes her head out the door to listen in. She can feel Yuu grabbing 
her arm, joining her after a moment. 


"What do you mean he has robot arms? Doof-Sensei clearly has skin and 
muscle, we've all seen it!" 


"I'm telling you Denki, those arms aren't flesh and blood. He was shooting 
with Snipe and the gun blew up in his hands, he should have been crying 


bloody murder and running off to Recovery Girl! Instead he waves it off 
and grumbles about fixing his hand again. Like this is normal or 
something!" 


The two girls look at one another before coming out and down the 
hall, the smaller girl trailing behind Goya's taller frame. 


The first years scream when Goya speaks up, completely missing her 
presence there. "Yknow, when he taught us his fuckin' arm was all cut 
off. He built a new one a week later." 


One of them scoffs. Blond fucker, the one that doesn't shut the fuck 
up. "And who exactly are you? Some upstart sneaking into the dorms 
and spreading baseless rumors-" 


"Goya Kaori, 2-A, ego for brains. If you want to pull the mightier- 
than-thou schtick, do it with the stick up your ass on vibrate, will 
you? I got shit to do and it doesn't include your posturing 
interrupting it." Goya squeezes Yuu's hand, and she returns the favor. 
"Now, have you sniveling idiots pissed off Eraser Head yet? Or has 
Doof-Sensei pulled an impromptu sing-and-dance on you?" 


",,.He does that?" Everyone up and ignores the sputtering blonde. 


"He has robots specifically for that. Just make sure that if the lights 
suddenly turn off and you're not trapped to pull out your phone to 
record it. Also... he's probably the most trustworthy teacher in the 
roster. If you ask him for help, even if it's completely un-fuckin'- 
related, he'll see how to help you. If you have a problem, he'll put his 
neck on the line to solve it. You have bullies, abuse, shit at home? 
He'll pull you out like a damn Hero should." 


"You're speaking from experience, aren't you?" 


",,.Some of it, yeah. I can't say I had help for all of that, but some of 
my classmates got help for that kind of stuff and I know they're doing 
better now." Another squeeze, returned again. "Still, if one of those fit 
your bill, I highly recommend going through with talking to him. 
He's like a Goddamn papa bear for all of us." 


There's a lull in conversation and Goya turns back into the hall. 


"Anyway, I'm off. Got shit to do." 

Yuu followed quietly, sticking close to her. 

"...Why didn't you come into the hall? You never were shy in the public." 
A smile crests the small girl's face. "Stealth training." 

Goya gets it. She's tiny, she's good at sneaking, might as well let her 
have fun with it. "Please have a camera on you so I can see them 


scream." 


Yuu pokes out her tongue. 


= ye 


{Friday, April 23rd, 23XX - 7 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


After the gun blew up in your hand yesterday - your fault for 
forgetting that most guns aren't exactly overengineered - Snipe still 
won pretty solidly! So you spent the rest of that time talking about 
some of the other guns you had back home, pulling up the one 
picture you'd taken way back when you first got the deed to the 
castle. You knew the schematics of... well, most of them. Hunter 
weapons don't do normal gun stuff and you're not exactly going to try 
testing how to make use of interdimensional blood for teleportation 
and transmutation when normal physics can do that just fine! So you 
simply brush those ones off as broken, because no way are you going 
to bring that nightmare of a mess over to here. Drusselstein can keep 
it. 


After that meetup and chat though, you left back to your office to fix 
your hand and re-apply the synthskin. Again. Like, sure, you're 
normally at least a little accident prone, but this is starting to become 
a bi-monthly thing! That's not exactly endearing you, but it is what it 
is. Kinda like when you first worked out the material, but not how to 
make it self-repair like real skin. Honestly it was pretty terrifying so 
you locked yourself in your lab like that... Jekyll guy? Yeah, him. 
Unlike him though, you actually did fix it. Old problems, modern 
solutions baby! Though sometimes the old solutions work way better, 


don't they? Matters the topic probably. Like that one time with-huh. 


You nearly call out 'good morning' to your class, but honestly they all 
just look... "So I might be overstepping here, but who peed in your 
guys' cereal?" 


"We got called out by Gen Ed after first period, sir." Ojiro-San spoke 
with a frown. "They said that for the up-and-coming festival, they can 
take our places in the Hero Course if we do poorly enough." 


"Oh. Well are they exactly, you know, training their Quirks like you 
guys are?" 


There's a pause before Ojiro-San's brow furrows in confusion. "I 
mean... maybe? They probably don't have help from a teacher 
though..." 


You nod. "And are they training their body in practical fights like you 
are?" 


",,.Probably not." 


"So they're likely going to be less prepared than you are. If they 
aren't, then you're doing something wrong here already! Make 
sense?" 


Shinsou-San blinks. "That is probably the most roundabout way I've 
heard someone ever say a variation of ‘you'll do fine if you studied 
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enough for it’. 


"Don't take Sensei's words so callously, Shinsou-San!" Iida-San's arms 
are chopping through the air, as per usual. 


"How did you lose your arms, Doof-Sensei?" 


There's a moment of dumbfounded silence as Todoroki-San's words 
go through the class. You're honestly surprised that it only took them 
a day to ask the question though. You did warn Shinsou-San about it! 
"Todoroki, shut it." 


"What? You told us about-" 


"I told you guys that because what happened was crazy, not to have you 
just up and ask him how it happened!" 


Kaminari-San looks between the two bickering students and yourself. 
"Ubh... guys, he definitely still has his arms?" 


You take the opportunity to rap your knuckle against one of them. 
"Not the ones I was born with! These are made of titanium. But, 
anyway..." Your gaze flicks over to Todoroki-San. "Are you sure you 
want to hear that? Because let me tell you, it is not pleasant. Nothing 
I can't handle given how many times I've had to reverse-engineer 
things in my past, but I was told by Principal Nezdu that trauma- 
dumping students is in poor taste if they don't ask!" Well, he told you 
that after the thing with the new 2-A class... that's mostly your fault 
in hindsight, but you were asked and you were willing to answer! 


"Right, Manly as you are Doof-Sensei, I don't think any of us wanna 
hear how a guy lost both his arms." 


"Oh, I wouldn't be telling you, I'd be showing you!" You pull out your 
favorite Inator and wave it around. "The Traumatic Backstory Inator 
here lets me shoot someone and see their, you can guess this pretty 
easily, traumatic backstory! It basically roots through their memories 
for the one that's the most traumatic... or the one they're focusing on, 
like in my case I'd be focusing on covering what happened to my 
arms and all, and when I shoot myself with it you could all see what I 
went through! Just a teensy side effect of it is that whoever's hit with 
it also has to experience everything going on in the memory, but I'm 
made of some stern stuff!" 


Bakugo-San breaks the pencil in his hand, Midoriya-San is 
hyperventilating, and several other students look mortified. "What? 
Was it something I said?" 


",,.Perhaps Dark Shadow is right to call you Oni, Sensei. That kind of 
mental and physical fortitude is beyond human measure. What a mad 
banquet of Darkness indeed." 


Jiro-San was pale as a sheet. "You aren't lying." 


"Uh... why would I? A good teacher is an honest teacher!" 


Several students look around, some kind of weird cliche thing 
probably going on. You're sure of it when they nod and look back at 
you. "We don't wanna see it." 


You shrug. "Fair enough. And class starts right abouuuuut-" The traps 
slip into place a moment later. "-Now! Okay, so like I put in the 
syllabus, let's talk about the importance of the Laws of Motion! Who 
here knows who Isaac Newton is?" 


[Kenji Nojima - 2-A Student - Chesire, The Tricksy Hero] 
He still can't get it out of his head. 


The visage of the... the thing that was sitting in the corner of the 
hallway. Doof-Sensei and Hound Dog were looking for it. How did he 
know? How did either of them see it? 


Nobody else did when he saw it earlier that day, and when he came 
back to it again with an excuse of meeting with Present Mic... they 
came by and hit it. 


Hit it once and it vanished. What the Hell was it? 


Every day, he's struggled to keep focus on what's in front of him and 
had to put most of the effort into just keeping himself together. But 
now he can only focus on whatever the faceless thing was. And it's 
been weeks. 


He's never seen one again. Not on campus, not off. It was just the 
one, and just... there. It's been enough that even Yasuo noticed he's 
been out of sorts. Yasuo! The damn densest bastard in the class! 


So that's why Kenji's officially said fuck it and is knocking on the door 
of Doof-Sensei's office after the last class of the day. 


"Come in!" 


With a nervous grip, the door opens up and a familiar face looks 
back. "Oh, Nojima-San! Honestly, I was expecting you a bit sooner, 
but... eh, what can you do? Take a seat!" 


"Sooner, Doof-Sensei?" 


He nods. "The thing from right before finals. You remember it in the 
hallway, right?" 


".,.How could I forget?" 


Doof-Sensei shrugs. "When you deal with them enough, they become 
more of a blur than anything. So, questions about what you saw?" 


Is... is he really just doing this? "What was that thing?" 


"Short answer? Interdimensional monster. Less physics, more 
metaphysics, not really something I know all that well. Which is 
saying something about why you don't mess with that kinda stuff!" 


"...What?" 


"Look, it's hard to believe, but those things usually exist between 
Dimensions. If you remember when I lost my prosthetic, that's when 
they popped through to here. Because a certain someone decided that 
it'd be a good idea to make the construction of an Anti-Warp device a 
showcase for students! I... don't do good with having an audience 
when I work. Any other time? Golden. When I work? No thank you, 
that's weird!" 


"But, b-but why could only me, you, and Hound Dog see them?!" 


"Oh, that's a question that I can only explain as a mix of very complex 
genetic mutations on the part of animals and a very abnormal 
evolution path for the fellas that aren't supposed to, yknow, be here? 
I'm not experienced with it, but the last time I looked into it I got that 
as the explanation. Short answer, animals can sense them, I know 
how to get rid of them, so I went over the campus with Hound Dog 
when I realized some popped through. One was hiding on me, for 
crying out loud!" 


I... What? What?! He doesn't even know how to put his questions, his 
worries, his response to literally any of this into words. So he takes his 
seat and does his best to mentally reconcile everything going on. To 
put the pieces together so all of this makes sense. 


Near-Invisible things that seem to do stuff nothing else can, looking 
horrifying and just wrong in ways Kenji can't put to words. 


An accident in a lab. 


A lot of theories like to say Quirks were engineered. But that doesn't 
seem... right... unless it was a secondary consequence of a terrible 
accident. 


"Doof-Sensei." He doesn't know how long he's been sitting here, trying 
to reconcile the puzzle and hoping he's wrong. "Do they have genes 
too?" 


"Uh... technically? Way different than a person's though, and let me 
tell you it is wild to look at a sample of their blood - but that's a bit 
dangerous, so we're not going to do that. Ever. Why do you ask?" 


"Why is it dangerous?" 


The words fit the last piece of the puzzle in neatly. "Oh, because it 
can cause mutations! Pretty nasty all in all when people do it, but 
banishing them back works just fine!" 


So that's how it is. 


An odd, calming clarity comes over Kenji. "I see. I think that's all I 
had to ask, Sensei. See you around." 


"You too!" He smiles wide, and the look in his eyes... He's working on 
that Genome project. He's too smart not to know. 


He knows. 
He hasn't felt this clear-headed in... he doesn't know how long. 


So... what does it change? Is there a way to just... figure things out? 
Do they know how Quirks work? Is it an accident from their end? 
Something on purpose? More sinister? Is he even right with his 
assumption? 


Well. It seems he's found his rabbit hole to Wonderland. 


And you know what they say about curiosity and cats. 


--U.A-- 
{Saturday, April 24th, 23XX - 6 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


You didn't teach today, like usual. But you did have some things to 
put together for the night! 


Particularly, you had to start setting up some devices to start healing 
the guy's ugly mug. Not that it's his fault, that'd be pretty rude for 
you to assume given you still barely know him, but he also hasn't 
really... given you a lot to work off of? Assuming's all you can do, 
even if the whole saying about ‘you and I' that doesn't make 
grammatical sense comes into play. Like, seriously, who's making 
these sayings?! 


Ugh, not the point, Heinz. Still irritating, but anyway! Tonight, you're 
gonna be chatting the guy up. You just gotta work these bad boys 
out, portal them on board the Broken Echo, and then right on over to 
the guy's place so you can start the whole process and get his story! A 
guy that old has to know all about history, right? And he's already 
agreed to give you plenty, so you just gotta make sure that you do 
your part. 


Given this isn't your first time making an Inator to heal someone, it's 
not all that tough to work out the framework for the designs. The 
problem is that you're not actually sure how badly his brain's been 
affected. A ruined head like that means there had to be some kind of 
underlying trauma, but working that out is going to be nothing short 
of a medical nightmare, even for you. Yeah yeah, you can do a lot, 
but building a brain to perfect form when you nor the person you're 
healing know what that's supposed to look like in perfect detail is 
kinda tough without outright state reversal, but that would wipe 


memories and that's a stupid kind of caveat. Genetics and organ 
rejection also complicate that method, so. You know. 


That leaves you with a scant few options, so you decide to just do 
some preliminary checks to make sure he's actually stable before you 
start using your stuff to get him back up into better health. 


Which is why you have two devices and an Inator coming through 
the portal to the guy's spot. "Hey! How've you been, gramps?" 


"Stuck rather stationary. Yourself, Dr. Doofenshmirtz?" 


You shrug. "Oh you know, busy teaching, working out my own life 
problems, got invited for a housewarming party... nothing much!" 


The scarred face smiles. "I see. What's for this week's initial 
prognosis?" 


"Well! I brought with me a pair of tools to check your mind and body 
over, mostly to assure you're actually, you know, healthy for me to 
start using one of my Inators on and begin the restoration process. 
Brain damage and brain scarring isn't something that's easy for me to 
fix, especially when it's old. So checking for anything that'd 
completely blow up the process is step one!" 


"I see. Is this what you did with the Nomu?" 
"Nomu? Nomu... where did I hear that before?" 


He chuckles, shaking his head. "The black creature in the USJ, Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz." 


"Oh! You mean the bioweapon. Nah, that one was way easier to deal 
with. Lemme tell you, bioweapons? Good for fear factor, terrible at 
being effective for what you actually need them for. Breaking 
regeneration is super easy, not to mention the fact that they're usually 
really susceptible to mental attacks. Like, stupidly susceptible." 


"I see what you mean, however... I must disagree. Body Horror as a 
trope is truly effective when it comes to unnerving the populace. 
Mutation Quirks face major discrimination due to this, and it's rather 
fun to see such bigots riled up from the results." 


"Nah, that's just getting them angry. That's different than getting them 
scared. If they wanna scare people? Make a Terminator or something. 
The only time they're getting afraid from body horror is if the body 
itself doesn't make sense, not because it's grotesquely proportioned. 
You ever read a book or two on old European Myths, or American 
Cryptids or something?" 


The smile changes to a grin. "I've been called a Cryptid by a fair few 
people, I will admit. Never had the chance to read those books, 
however." 


"Audiobooks are still an option! You have text to speech set up?" 
"I have a Quirk to do it for me." 


You shrug. "Fair enough! I suggest looking into some real scary stuff. 
Humanoid bodies aren't gonna scare people unless they go full 
zombie apocalypse. Just uh, don't tell the guy that, will you?" A 
nervous laugh escapes you. "Don't wanna give him any ideas." 


"Of course! No need to worry. But back on topic, Doctor, do you need 
me to do anything while you work?" 


"Eh, I'll have to check brain activity and synapse response, but 
outside of that not really much. For now just uh... stay put. No joke 
meant there, just can't have you be moving around for this first scan. 
After that I'll need to see how your brain fires off for limb movement, 
speech, and Quirk use. Then we can talk shop about how I'll heal you 
and about some stuff from your time. That work?" 


"Perfectly." 


TALKING TO YOUR EEEEVIL PATIENT! (Topics MUST be 
Historical or Villainous in Nature.) — Voting closed — 26 voters 
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story? Every Supervillain has one 


that faded from historical record/ 

living memory 
—So,-how-old-are-you-again?-Were——————______*578- 

you alive when The Beetles were a 

thing? 
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you've ever done? 

did the government of your time 

had to the emergence of quirks, 

and what kind of things does the 

government of today wish to be 

forgotten that you remember? 


[All for One] 


With a regal silence, the ancient Villain laid back as the Doctor made 
use of the scanner-like device in his grip. He couldn't even use 
Thermal Vision to keep an eye on him given the necessity of the tests, 
leaving him blind to the world as the tool worked over him. 


The sensation was odd, like a soft, minty caress was brushing against 
his face and scalp. It was pleasant in a way he couldn't quite describe, 
and once the device seemed to pull away it left naught but a slight 
tingling in its place. Soon after, even that faded away as the Doctor 
tutted at something. "Alright... and now let's try that again with you 
moving your arms, then your legs." 


More hums and the sound of a pen on paper ring out before he 
speaks again. "Okay, almost done here! Sorry that you're kinda 
dealing with partial sensory deprivation right now, but there's no 
easy way to check through multiple brain activities at once and have 
this stuff all ready." 


"Lovely. So, what's the topic of today's brain scan?" 
"Well, I was thinking to ask... hold old are you? Like, actually." 


"Hmm. I'll be honest, exact dates evade me given I was born just 
when the world was starting to collapse, but... the 2020s? 2030s? 
Somewhere around there. Got lucky with my Quirk being what it is 
and made a name for myself starting from there. My brother was not 
so lucky." 


The Doctor huffs at that, muttering something about insects under his 
breath. "Man, I feel that. I've always had a bit of a sore spot for my 
younger brother too!" 


"What a small world! Let me guess, he always seems to be lording 
over you, claiming moral superiority in some way or another?" 


"No, more of a... I'm waving my hand in a eh motion by the way, 
gotta give you a play by play so you're not left out of this." Quaint. 
"More like he's just always praised and raised on a pedestal where I 
had trouble with my parents from the get-go. He never really kept in 
touch with me when I went over to America, and then he just... pops 
up! Out of the blue and everything. And what's worse is that he goes 
into politics." 


All For One, for the briefest of moments, feels genuine sympathy 
towards the Doctor. "A den of Vipers and Bastards is all you'd find in 
that field of work, and I'm the one saying that!" 


"Trust me, I know! Do you have any idea how many zoning permits I 
had to fight when it came to operating a personal lab?! I didn't even 
know that was a thing until suddenly I'm getting a knock at my door 
of 'oh hey by the way you're buying a lot of glassware and if it's for a 
lab we'll have to check it for safety hazards' Like what? So I told them 
that it was just me wanting to do some arts and crafts and they 


actually bullied me into a glassblowing contest because apparently the 
zoning rules for having a literal face-melting hot furnace is lighter 
than a chemist's lab! I got third place in that by the way, I was very 
proud of that. Someone made a Baking Soda Volcano out of glass and 
that got first." 


"You have had a rather unique life, haven't you?" 


"More or less! Now, since your time starting out around 280 or so 
years ago, what would you say was your biggest Lunar Deathray in 
your career as a Villain?" 


If he could blink, he would. "I'm sorry, I'm not familiar with the 
phrasing." 


"Huh. Might be an American thing... Basically, a plan you know will 
blow up in your face that's some big, overarching goal of some kind. 
Most of the time it's blowing up the Moon or something equally 
crazy. I got into a fistfight with someone who thought it would be a 
good idea to put the world into the Ice Age earlier this year and let 
me tell you it was not fun to do that. I liked Rodney for - actually, no, 
I didn't, he was a huge jerk. Still, crazy idea that would never work!" 


"Ah. I have one or two of those, yes. I suppose the most fitting one to 
share would be the time I ran for the position of Prime Minister just 
as Japan was beginning reconstruction. That was, oh, 2113? I 
managed to rig the election to the best of my ability, making offers 
and ruining my opponents as I went along. Of course, that didn't 
quite work out in my favor. Some of the first nascent Hero Teams had 
figured me out and we wrecked the place, bringing about the 
government's re-collapse given they didn't want someone like me as 
their Prime Minister." 


The scanner pulls away again and All For One decides to flick back 
on Thermal Vision, watching the Doctor work away. "Yeesh. I know 
what it's like to be ostracized, but that doesn't mean you should give 
up either you know!" 


"Oh, I didn't. Tried again around fifty years later, but by then Destro 
was around and the Government actually had its ducks barely in 
order. Following his death it collapsed just as I was getting a public 


follower base under me again. That led to an indirect cult following 
of me which I was equal parts impressed and disappointed with, so I 
got rid of it. After that, I knew I'd have to be careful given the 
internet had returned in spotty but existent networks, leaving me 
unable to truly act as I usually would without getting more attention 
than the effort was worth. Then I gave up; not until I can deal with 
my Archnemesis properly." 


He can see the man nod. "Priorities are always good, but sometimes 
things lose their charm if you try and do them after your Archnemesis 
is dealt with. Do both at the same time!" 


Both at once. Simultaneous plots, like Lex Luthor in the old comics. Hah! 
HAHAH! "I like how you think, Dr. Doofenshmirtz! It's truly a shame 
we hadn't met sooner." 


"Eh, past is the past and all that. Anyway, make sure to use your 
Quirk while I look you over with these two!" A second device joins 
the first, and All For One reaches for his namesake, the light of the 
galaxy of jewels in his mind. His Collection, sprawled out. 


It was smaller than it should be, the fight against All Might making 
him lose many of his prior options. Even amongst the pool of several 
hundred Quirks, a good majority were either weak, highly 
specialized, or needed too much time to train back into for long-term 
use. It would be something he'd have to deal with for the short-term, 
but in the long term he'd be more than capable with his glimmering 
arsenal of stars. 


Air Cannon, Wind Tunnel, Velocity Boost for a ranged 'Beam' attack. 
More could probably be done with the Fire and Fire Resistance 
Quirks in his arsenal, but testing takes time he currently had to let 
slip away. Then there were the various strength enhancers and slight 
transformation Quirks resulting in what anyone would know to be a 
limb that screamed power behind it. Grotesque... yet perhaps not 
enough to sell the idea of 'Demon Lord’. 


He's going to need to revamp his arsenal ideas to properly show he is 
The Big Bad Evil Guy, and with the extra time and bodily health he'll 
be afforded, such a thing won't even be difficult so long as he trains. 
Hah. All For One, training to surpass the Heroes. 


Nobody will know but the Doctor, and he doesn't seem to care either 
way. "Aaaand done! Okay, so I'm gonna be honest with you? Your 
DNA is a mess. Comprehensible mess, yes, but a mess." 


"You can read the genetic material making up my body?" 


"More or less. And you've got at least a hundred unique samples in 
there for the Quirk-half of the Genome. So what gives?" 


Quirk-half. "My Quirk allows me to give and take Quirks of others." 


"Oooh, yeah that'd do it. Okay, so that might, uh... cause them all to 
become permanent if we do this the way I was first thinking. So, 
solution number two!" He claps his hands together. "We're going to 
make an actual dummy-you to hold all of these, then I'm gonna start 
healing you slowly to assure the process I'm using is safe and doesn't, 
you know, cause any complications. Then after that you can just suck 
all your Quirks right back to you!" 


Quirk. Half. "Can you safely disentangle all the Quirks I possess? Even 
I can't keep careful track of them without intense focus." 


He shrugs. "Eh, I never said I'd be the one to do that; I have an 
assistant that can do the job for me! His whole specialty is genetics 
anyway, and he's not gonna disobey me so it's the easiest way to get 
this whole thing squared away. It'll also be some pretty helpful data 
on Quirk restoration and duplication!" 


"I would say that works out rather well for your increased workload, 
Dr. Doofenshmirtz." He's implying that modern Humans have two sets of 
DNA, or perhaps a different shape than we used to. If only we had 
internet before I went full Evil Overlord, I could have checked what the 
hell DNA was supposed to look like before modernity locked that 
information away behind private education and lock and key. "Anything 
else?" 


"I'd like to ask some questions, more or less. You uh, you up for that?" 


All For One nods. "I rarely get to spend time with others, I'd rather 
make the most of it before you leave for the week if nothing else. Ask 
away." 


"Oh, good. So, uh, based on things people forgot about, what would 
you say has made you the happiest or saddest that it's been 
forgotten?" 


Ooh, interesting question. "For the Happiest, I'd say Nuclear 
weaponry. Probably one of the most dangerous things in a society so 
happy to tear itself down at any waking moment." And arguably one 
of the worst trump cards imaginable in a fight against him versus a 
foe with nothing to lose. He can't beat a nuke, he's not that strong. "As 
for the Saddest... two things come to mind. One was an old chocolate 
mint company that was rather delectable, albeit not sold in stores 
very often. Andes were the name. The other was a group of Heroes 
that acted like the Power Rangers. I loved those five, they understood 
the need to make a grand stand and play the part! It was such as 
shame when they retired. I didn't even go and Steal their Quirks." Not 
for a year at least, I gave them some time to themselves and let them be 
forgotten first. 


"Huh. Yeah, that sounds pretty good! Sucks that you live too long 
though, you couldn't just go with 'em altogether." Oh you have no 
idea. 


"Indeed. Is that all?" 


"Yeah, for now! Take care, gramps!" After a moment, he and his 
equipment vanished. 


"What a unique man." 


--U.A-- 


{Sunday, April 25th, 23XX - 5 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


You'd been waiting for this since the start of the week. A 
housewarming! And it's also an EVIL LAB warming! A two-in-one for 
Doctor Diminutive! A ton of L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.I.N. members pledged to 
come over, as did some of the people he supplied to on the 
EEEEEEVIL version of Etsy! What was it called... Vile Styles? Yeah! 


Vile Styles! You remember when you tried to sell some older stuff on 
there, but apparently they were looking for smaller stuff. Ugh. No 
offense to your friend, and also no attempt to insult the guy for his 
size or anything, but making things small-scale is so... boring! Like 
sure, miniaturization of devices is a science and an art, you're not 
gonna argue something that's inherently wrong. But that's different 
than just making things small for the sake of being small! 


On the plus side, sometimes you just need something small. Vile 
Styles has that sorta thing covered, like custom voodoo dolls, instant 
traps, aesthetic makeup kits, and more! Also things like what Doctor 
Diminutive made. 


"Sooooooo... How are things?" 


"They've been rather nice, Heinz. How about you, how have things 
been on your side?" 


As you looked to Charlene (carpooling, what can you say?) you 
laughed to yourself. "Aside from that whole history thing with that 
random supervillain guy? Uhhhhh... I shot a revolver at a range and 
gave one of my coworkers a gun! He really liked it." 


"One of those older models, I assume?" 


You nod. "Yeah. Never really had a use for 'em and selling them 
would have been an insult, but the guy knows his guns and I gotta 
respect that! So, gave a gun to him, that's that. Oh, and I had to fix 
my hand again." 


Charlene huffs playfully. "Did something go wrong in the lab again?" 


"Nnno, I had a bit of a shooting contest with him and - you know 
paintball guns, right? Remember that time I, uh, was in that team 
match with you and some other guys?" 


"The one where you coated in a paint grenade?" 


"Yeah, that one. I kinda... maybe... sorta used the trick for speed- 
firing paintball guns on a revolver." 


There's a moment of silence before she snorts, chuckling at what was 


probably her mental image of what you did. 

"On the plus side, I did nearly beat him!" 

"Well, - hah - that's good. Did you have fun, at least?" 

You nod with a smile. "I did!" 

",,. You're taking better care of yourself Heinz. I'm happy for you." 


"W-w-well I wouldn't put it like that... But hey, maybe you're on to 
something! You always figured things out that had me stumped when 
it was anything not science." 


You can tell she's rolling her eyes despite being in the back seat, and 
your cheeks flush with embarrassment. "Trust me, I haven't forgotten. 
But it seems you've managed to find some other people willing to 
help you up and work things out, at least. Socializing helps a lot with 
that." She pauses. "That, and the right outfit." 


"What's wrong with my labcoat and black under t-shirt?" 
"Time and place, Heinz. Time and place." 


"Doctor Diminutive is literally using his new place for both home life 
and mad science after his last one blew up in a freak mole person 
accident." And apparently that wasn't covered in his insurance, the 
sick corporate monsters! "What, am I supposed to just... not be there 
in my Lab Best and support him?!" 


"IT meant as a teacher, Heinz." 


You blink. "...I-I mean it sorta - oh we're here!" Whew, good thing for 
perfect timing! 


"That we are. Oh, and Heinz?" She turns to look at you, eyes glinting 
with mischief. "Don't drink the alcohol, trust me." 


",|,.Okay but why-" "Just trust me." 


Fair enough! "Alright, punch only then!" You step out of the back of 
the car, looking over the full garage, full driveway, and the slightly 


packed curb. "Have fun, Charlene!" 


"You too, Heinz." She pats your shoulder and walks in ahead of you, 
winking as she passes. 


... Huh. She seems pretty happy that you're putting all this work in to 
being a 'better person', however that works with socialization because 
you have no idea, and she's been... less cold? Nicer? Like... it's almost 
the whole square one thing. 


Maybe if this whole teaching gig pays off you can try to see if she's 
still interested? Was-was that wink a sign? Are you overassuming? 
You do have a bit of a history with her after all and-"Uh, you comin' 
in Sir?" 


You shake your head, looking to see one of the caterers or butlers or 
whatever Diminutive hired. You laugh with a nervous grin. "Oh! 
Sorry, got a little lost in thought there." You step inside, following 
them and taking a look around. 


Charlene always did know how to get a house together! 


A lot of people were all around though, and the tables were filled 
with foods and drink! You meander over and quickly grab a cup of 
punch before looking for the totally inconspicuous way down to what 
was definitely going to be the place for the Evil Lab. Ooh, he might 
have some of the real party favors lined up down there! 


It takes you a bit to find it, sipping away a full cup of punch and 
going back for a quick refill before a door in one of the halls makes 
itself known to you. One that's flush with the walls, those revolving 
ones that you used a handful of times. Both as a way to hide things 
and as a trap for Perry the Platypus! Honestly, they're a classic - you 
should have noticed sooner! 


And as soon as you figure it out and get down the steps, which he 
nailed the lighting on, wow he's really went all out with this, you 
come and see a space that's definitely way larger than it should be. 


Kind of his biggest focus in his science, spatial stuff. Using it for his 


lab makes perfect sense in that context, 'cause then he can assure that 
there's no quantum fluctuations that happen naturally and keep a 
careful eye on the compression or expansion levels in real time! 
Honestly, that's probably as top of the line as you can get with spatial 
safeties... he did help with some of your initial designs on that front, 
but he never really poked portals. Too unsteady for his tastes, even 
though they were perfectly stable! Still, not gonna judge. 


Despite being a lot larger, there... weren't all that many Mad 
Scientists around versus the crowd upstairs. Was he dealing with an 
HOA then? 


A shudder goes through you at the thought. THAT is beyond evil. 


You poke your head around, seeing the handful of clusters talking 
about different things, some of them waving around bags with - oh 
THERE'S the EEEEVVIIIIIL party favor table! 


A lady with shadows for hair and a neat... you wanna call it Goth 
Science aesthetic is chatting with someone dressed as a plague doctor 
and an older man that had robot arms, combed back hair and a 
button up that you're mostly sure you haven't met before right in front 
of the table, so you skirt around and listen in as they chat away. 


"I'm telling you, J-No, that these are excellent! The higher-density 
ones have been great for data readouts when it came to checking my 
environmental tests!" 


"Dr. Penumbra, I've seen your tests in action, but I can't quite do 
much but worry you might pull a Rodney." 


She scoffs at the older man. "Oh come on, making artificial darkness 
to blot out the sun to limit global warming is completely reasonable! 
So what if there's a smidgen of ecoterrorism? It's necessary!" 


"Isn't that just that one Alicorn's schtick?" 


Even you pause to look at the plague doctor. "What was her name, 
Nightmare Luna?" 


"Nightmare Moo-" Dr. Penumbra's mouth clicks shut. 


"Are you seriously going for this via blocking out the sky because you 
thought the literal pony show has a Night Horse?" 


J-No clears his throat. "And how, exactly, do you know about it?" 


They shrug. "I have three little sisters and they've watched My Little Pony 
when they were young. Then they showed their kids the newer seasons 
and I had to get Dr. Killbot to help me with free Netflix. At least I can say 
the animation is better." The mask moves to look back at Penumbra. "If 
you're doing this, you better go the full nine yards so I can show my 
nieces. Win the war of best Uncle." 


"As long as we never speak of this again." 


Her eyes flick to you as you reach over, and you instinctively do the 
zipper on your mouth motion before grabbing the hefty bag and 
waving to them all. "Don't worry, I won't say a word. Have fun with 
your project!" 


".,.Who was that?" 


"Dr. Doofenshmirtz. Good guy, Dr. Diminutive is close with him." 
That makes you smile. 


"He's also the one that wiped the floor with Rodney." 
Right, you did do that. Ah well! 


You dig through the bag of party favors, pulling out the note on the 
top and flipping it open with your thumb. 


Good Afternoon! 


You all know who I am, you came to my housewarming party for crying 
out loud! So let me also put in a Welcome... To my Lair! I worked rather 
hard on developing it in short order, I even got the spatial flux stabilizer 
fully functional on a large scale! Inside this giftbag is a mishmash of items 
I'd normally make, either for Vile Styles or for private dealings, but in 
sample sizes and scales! 


All of them are carefully labeled, but please do not use them in here. 
Overlapping spatial effects from so many independent items in one spot is 
how you get self-destructing flying islands. 


And I don't mean the good kind of self-destruct. 
With Malice and Spice, 


Dr. Diminutive 


You hold the bag by your side as you walk around, punch in hand 
and sipped from as you notice two other groups pretty close by. One 
is the man of the hour himself, a bit surrounded for you to approach 
and with several catering staff moving around that part of the lab. 
The other is a group gossiping about a pair that just came down the 
stairs... Eugh. 


Honestly, you don't have the best history with gossip. Sure, it has its 
uses, but most of the time it's targeted your way, like it was when you 
came by Dr. Penumbra. At least she was nice! You decide not to listen 
in- 


"Sorry to shout, but I'd like to make an announcement while we're 
here!" The two that just came down become the center of attention 
for a moment, confused murmurs of a henchman and scientist coming 
together before the two raise their hands- "I know it's a bit out of the 
blue, but my right-hand woman had proposed to me after a night of 
Evil. We are now a pair of mad scientists!" -and you catch the pair of 
matching wedding rings 


There's a beat of silence before everyone cheers, Dr. Diminutive 
running over to give the man a cackling dive-tackle hug in 
congratulations. 


You turn your head to see Dr. Bringdown wave at you, his big glasses 
making it easy to see his raised brow. "...Uh, where's Lawrence, 
Doof? And how did you get here? I thought you were stuck in 
another dimension." 


"Stuck? Oh no, I've been able to go back and forth, it's just a bit of 


an... experience. Been getting things together on the other end for a 
while now." You smile wide. "I did arrange a ride for Lawrence 
though!" 


Dr. Bringdown blinks in surprise, his monstrous hand pushing up his 
glasses. "Really? Who?" 


sles 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 
"Oh dear. Norm, do you have a license to drive a motorcycle?" 


"Not in Danville!" The two had been gunning it down the road, Perry 
the Platypus following along through his hovercraft and watching 
them approach... a suburban home in a nearby neighborhood. "We've 
made it to your destination!" 


"Thank you very much Norm." 
"Any time!" 


Perry activates the cloaking and leaves it to hover a little ways above 
the house, then hops down and rolls into the grass. He'd been 
informed there was a get-together of L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.I.N., among 
various other mad scientists one of the members knew, one Dr. 
Diminutive. One of his experiments had gone terribly wrong when 
Agent Silent G had startled him halfway into his work, causing the 
underground facility to turn into a massive cavern... connected to a 
mole colony, which also expanded and warped. 


How spatial warping led to a psychological change and biological 
evolution evaded Perry, but his job wasn't to figure out how 
something worked, it was to take down Dr. Doofenshmirtz. Not that 
he'd be doing much necessarily; the whole thing was a party of some 
sort, after all, not a planned prep for assault on OWCA or any other 
known groups. 


...If he was doing nothing Evil, he'd simply sneak himself some punch 
and pastries before slipping away. 


As the door opened and Lawrence stepped in, Perry slinked around 
by hiding behind the tall man's frame, hurrying off to find an alone 
member of the catering party and getting their attention with a 
handful of bills. 


A minute later, Perry was dressed as a member of the catering crew 
and the man hurried out the back door, dressed only in underwear. 


The first conversation he'd caught was from a group consisting of an 
older woman, a ginger-haired man, a Japanese man with a soft smile 
and someone in a domino mask. "Dr. Bright, I cannot believe that you 
allowed V.G.'s U.S. branch to reject my grandson's Unethical Science 
Grant! Every year I bring my prized lemon squares for the bake sales 
and the fundraisers, and yet they deny him?! After all of my help?!" 


Perry quietly pulled his body back when he saw the ginger man's 
manic gaze, the platter of cheeses offered to the four with some 
distance. "Metilda. We have discussed this. That's not bribery, that's 
genuine, ethical assistance." 


"So what, you want me to stop bringing my lemon squares?! You 
know just how crazy the staff go for them!" 


The Japanese man laughs. "Now that, miss, is unethical. These are the 
sorts of things we look for in our candidates and their families. 
Threats, traumatic pasts, ambitions and plans of revenge... cheating, 
bribery, and extortion are par for the course." 


Dr. Bright sighs. "You know, I tried to get the whole 'glue a 
woodchipper to the invention and call it the puppy grinder 3.0 
extension’ banned. It gets a little boring after a while." 


"Someone might actually try to grind a puppy in front of the judges." 


"God I hope they pull a fakeout. I'd desperately hope I'm on that 
panel if or when it happens. Where are you from anyway? I'm not 
familiar with any community scientists who wear Domino masks, no 


offense meant." 


"I'm an independent from France. I do elixirs and non-addictive drugs 
of various types." 


Perry decides to back away a little more when Dr. Bright whispers in 
the man's ear. "I'll buy your entire stock." 


Perry had got away as the Frenchman and Dr. Bright were 
negotiating details on pen and paper, swapping places with one of 
the caterers and slipping down the obvious secret passage. Fewer 
were down below than up above, seemingly only those particularly 
close to the mad scientist were coming down into the lab. 


It was common knowledge to any OWCA member just how 
meticulous some scientists could be with their labs, and Dr. 
Diminutive clearly was no different given his effort to hire so 
many-"Hold on a minute." 


Perry the Platypus froze up, looking at the frowning man in question. 
"I hired this group with explicit instructions of no animals in the wait 
staff! How did they mess it up..?!" 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz was by his side, patting the smaller scientist on the 
shoulder. "I'm sorry that they couldn't cater accordingly, but." He does 
a scandalized gasp. "How could you be so speciesist Dr. Diminutive?!" 


"It's nothing against animals, Heinz." He sighs and looks Agent P in 
the eyes, the Platypus feeling a bead of sweat falling from his 
forehead. "It's to avoid OWCA barging in here and ruining what's 
supposed to be a good time. Say, doesn't this Platypus look rather... 
familiar, Heinz?" 


Perry lets his eyes do The Thing just in time, waiting with stone-still 
patience as Dr. Doofenshmirtz squints at his Archnemesis. 


",..Naaaah, no way this is Perry the Platypus! His nametag says 
Darrel. Darrel! You think Monobrow would skimp out on an outfit and 
not go for his normal naming convention? It'd be a P-name at the 
least. Darrel the Platypus - heh, ridiculous!" Heinz pats the shorter 


doctor on the shoulder a few times. "Come on, I think you need a 
drink. Darrel the Platypus Waitstaff, could you do us a favor and grab 
some drinks for us?" 


This was a slight mistake. 


= ie 


Dr. Killbot, Chloe, and CHASE are sitting together alongside a few 
other robots, an E-Book on display. "We're waiting on one other 
member before we can begin our first bookclub meeting. While we 
have time, does anyone have any book recommendations?" 


Chase wants to be back at the lab, but unfortunately for him, Dr. D 
has to give him time off. He's a tool, the only time off he would have 
needed was maintenance time. But here he is, joining a Robot-centric 
book club just as they'd finished a new book because he refuses to 
spend his time doing nothing of worth. "Neuromancer." 


"That one's on our list, Chase. Sorry for not informing you of it in 
advance. Let me send it to you now..." 


At least he didn't have to be with his Heretic of a brother for the 
moment. To want to be Flesh in place of Steel, how preposterous. To 
be his Creator, the Archmagos's son instead of the useful tool he was, 
how pathetic. 


The books may give him ideas, at the very least. 


"Donde -ESTA- Biblio?" 


Chapter 13: SPORTS FESTIVAL! 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/Vw2BD6Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


TOP SIX! — Voting closed — 41 voters 


(Todoroki Social SPECIAL) "I was %& 24/29 
told you could help me with 

almost any problem." 
—€Student—Assistance}—-Bakugoe,——£2——____—\—* 21/27- 
and...SEVERAL students, wow 

that's a lot, are at your Lab. Your 

BIG LAB, even. 
—€nator)Make-a-New-tInator!———$>> #2 /3- 
—Research}—Put—an—Action—inte—£_———————#t/2- 
Research 
—Event)}—You—know—what?—You're—————__—#22727- 
gonna go to the Sports Festival 

and make a whole day of it! ...At 

least that was the plan. 
—CAfO-Researeh- SPECIAL) You have-——H———__—-#27733- 
that guy's genetic data, as messy 

and MOSTLY unreadable as it is. 


And you have CHASE. Sounds like 

a great way to kill birds with 

stones! [USES CHASE ACTION] 

girl in your class has a... problem. 

Well, you solve those when you 

can! 

~(Nezu, Power Loader Social) So * 25/31- 
Nezdu the Mink has asked for you 

help with some ideas for the 

various events coming up on 

Friday... And boy do you have 

some! 

(General Research) Put some time * 6/9 
into helping research things! 


BIG LAB. 


CURRENT STAFF: 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz: + 50 (All Scientific Fields) 
-Modifier (Stress): -50 - -O based on degree of Stress. Currently at: -O 


-Modifier (Family): Will not fail actions when it comes aiding to those he's 
close to. 


-Modifier (Hypersuccess): All Successes done by Heinz are better than 
others with the same results. 


-Modifier (Anti-Bot): Does not see AI as Human. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


Hatsume Mei: +35 45 (Robotics), +15 20 (Other Engineering), 
+5 10 (Non-Engineering) 


-Modifier (Robophilic): Automatically claims Robotics related research, if 
free and such research is available. Will resist non-engineering research. 


-Modifier (Antisocial): Doesn't care unless it interests her. Will not get 
along with some peers. 


-[NEW] Modifier (Mechadendrites): Additional Build or Research Action. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


CHASE: +35 (Biological Research, All Inators), +25 (Non- 
Biological Research) 


-Modifier (Purpose-Built Machine): Completes Research much Faster. Can 
be Upgraded. 


-Modifier (Researcher): Research Only. Cannot do Development (EXCEPT 
to assist Doof with Inators). 


-Modifier (Zealot): Failing a task will have them auto-repeat with a +20 
Bonus. This stacks for multiple failures, and goes away upon success. 


Melissa Shields: +35 (Quirk Engineering), +20 (Robotics), +10 
(Software) +5 (All Other STEM) 


-Modifier (Extremely Quick Study): Gains +5 to a Field of Study when 
below +25 each time she Researches said Field. 


-Modifier (Quirkless): Will have a negative stigma from much of society. 


-Modifier (Shield): Likely to be respected by the Scientific Community. 


PROJECTS: 


-[Biology] [CAPSTONE] Complete Complex Genome (3/1 Research 
Staff[Melissa, Chase, Doof], 1/10.) 


-[Biology] [Special] Quirk DNA Disconnect-Reconnect-Therapy Methods 
(DOOF SPECIAL) 


-[Biology] Quirk Suppression Polymer (1/1 Research Staff[Chase], 
2/8.) 


-[Robotics] Building Synthesis Machines (2/1 Research Staff[Mei, Mei], 
4/4.) 


-[Robotics] Festival Armament (Mei/Mei) 


P.S. Melissa is beginning a personal side project, which she's keeping 
private for the moment. 


P.P.S. Mei is vibrating in the corner and not in the usual way. Give extra 
berth as the lack of explosions raises tensions. 
Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+170 
69 + 170 = 239 


Dice: 1d100+170 
68 + 170 = 238 


Dice: 1d100+ 170 
73 + 170 = 243 


Dice: 1d100+170 
96 + 170 = 266 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
68 + 140 = 208 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
22 + 140 = 162 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
81 + 140 = 221 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
12 + 140 = 152 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
58 + 140 = 198 
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Beans are spilling and Todoroki mimics Canon to Doof. 


{Monday, April 26th, 23XX - 4 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


[Shoto Todoroki - 1-A Student] 


He always knew the teacher would come to his office during lunch, 
given several students had snuck away in those timeframes just to go 
and see him. But he wanted to make sure, even if he wasn't there 
first, that the teacher wouldn't be busy then. Be it another student or 
some other project, Shoto wanted to talk to him with the fullest focus 
he could get. 


Out of everyone, the most trustworthy staff member was the only one 
that wasn't a Hero. The only one that got hurt, that walked up to 
three active Villains that broke in to kill All Might of all things, and 
stopped them without using a Quirk. 


Shoto trained his body for years thanks to his father's beatings. He 
didn't exactly have a choice, doing so much and succeeding alone 
because there was nothing else for him to do. No sibling bonding after 
Touya died. No friends at school - Yaoyorozu-San was an 
acquaintance at best before U.A., no hobbies beyond being on his 
phone and reading forums or watching streamers. Touya got him into 
the former, but he got himself into the latter. 


Doof-Sensei moved in a way that reminded Shoto of himself. He 
wasn't a Hero, he wasn't even trained like one, but the way he moved 
was so... experienced. But he didn't act like a grizzled veteran, his 
body type didn't match someone who trained. 


It matched a person that learned those talents, once upon a time, out 
of desperation. 


He was unfazed to admit he'd lost his arms, like it was nothing but a 
roadbump in his life, an inconvenience at the worst. Like he was 
talking about the weather being nice today. 


Like he didn't know any other way to describe things beyond a smile, 
nervous or wide. 


Then there were the 2-A students, weeded out by Eraser-Sensei and 
trained harder and harder. 


"If you ask him for help, even if it's completely un-fuckin'-related, he'll see 


how to help you. If you have a problem, he'll put his neck on the line to 
solve it. You have bullies, abuse, shit at home? He'll pull you out like a 
damn Hero should." 


They were around Doof-Sensei for at least two months, and yet the 
girl had said, beyond all doubt, that he could and would help them. 


He'd checked the halls and asked several other 2-A students the same 
question between classes, and got a similar answer from most... and a 
confession from one. 


"Would Doof-Sensei help me if I had a problem?" 


"Doof-Sensei... my Quirk made my skin go numb by middle school due to 
overuse, mostly in my arms. I was cutting and bruising my skin to feel 
things, but he talked to me about things that he saw. He didn't ignore my 
problem. He asked me to go to therapy and worked to cure the numbness. 
These gauntlets were gifts to help me with my Quirk, too. I owe him a lot. 
If he wasn't my teacher, I don't think I would have been able to survive as 
a Hero for long. Yes, he would help you, even if he had to fight All Might." 


It was enlightening, to hear conviction like that. 


So that's why he walked directly up to Doof-Sensei's teaching desk 
before class started. "I want to talk to you at lunch period in your 
office. Will you be busy then?" 


"Ubh... not today, should be free then!" 


"Mm." Shoto Todoroki nodded and went to sit down. I did that 
perfectly. 


Doof-Sensei's class today was two periods before lunch, English 
following it. Shoto wasn't all that focused on it, wanting to put the 
rights together to talk to his teacher about everything. He would 
understand. He would help. He isn't owned by the Commission. He 


would fight All Might. 
Endeavor would never win that. Doof-Sensei could. 


As soon as the bell rang he walked out and into the hall, bag already 
packed to assure he got there as fast as possible. He hoped the 
teacher would understand that he needed to go for this. 


It didn't take long to get to his teacher's office door, and with a 
breath of air he knocks on the door. 


"Come in!" 


The inside is organized chaos, but the table in the center was clear of 
things. "Ah, Todoroki-San! I'm surprised you're here so quickly, 
honestly. Come on, sit, tell me what you need help with?" 


",,.Do you know what Quirk Marriages are, Doof-Sensei?" 


"I know what political marriages are, but not Quirk marriages, no. Are 
they similar?" 


A curl of indecision in his gut makes Shoto hesitate, but he forces the 
words out. "My father bought my mother's hand in marriage to make 
a child with a stronger Quirk." 


Doof-Sensei's face is stony. "Your dad... practiced Superhero Eugenics. 
You're-you're not the first because that never works out the first time, 
right? That's how things like this usually go. Okay, what else did he 
do?" 


Well the cat's out of the bag and Doof-Sensei seems angry. "He abused 
my Mother, my siblings, and myself. My brother Touya died from a 
training accident, and my Mother... she had a psychotic breakdown 
when she saw me one day. She poured boiling water onto my face 
and-" 


His teacher shoots to his feet and rips out his phone, speed dialing a 
number. 


"Perry, I'm going to do something dumb." He ends the call. 
"Continue?" 


"-and that's how I got the scar on my eye." 

"So your dad is the fire thing, your mom the ice?" 
"Yes..? Do you know who my father is, Doof-Sensei?" 
"It said Endeavor in your files. That is him, right?" 
"He's the number two Hero-" "It doesn't matter." 


It didn't take much to see how his teacher was shaking. "I just have 
one more question to ask you right now. When did he start?" 


"...I was four." 


There's a moment of silence before Doof-Sensei takes a shaky breath. 
"Ohkay. I'm going to take the rest of the day off because I have 
something to do now. Print something out and stick it to my door 
please, then go tell Nedzu. Goodbye." 


The door handle and frame were broken by how hard Doof-Sensei 
slammed them. 


[Atsuhiro Sako - Mr. Compress Mr. Robbery Man] 


It was a unique situation he'd found himself in, Atsuhiro would admit 
to himself. 


He was a failed magician with a family tree connecting him directly 
to Arsene Lupin, with an unfathomable depth of sass and dramatics 
under his belt to deflect most of any questions about that prior 
career. He was, was a_ successful robber of various wealth- 
concentrating spots (mostly banks honestly) and lived a comfortable 
life in peace. If he played the stocks right and got into touch with 
Giran for better Gear, he would have become some A-Class or S-Class 
Villain with no deaths to his name and a metric-ton of money to 
assure he could do what he wanted while also having his finances in 
order in the case of a relationship. 


Most of that's out the window now, and he's honestly not too worked 


up over it. Even if this whole Robin Hood sort of group fails, he still 
has his financial nest egg. He also, well, likes the idea of going back 
to his roots and punishing what's wrong from the other side of the 
law. It's a nice idea. 


The issue is his boss, or the 'leader' of the group. Because as he's 
explaining everything he actually knows about in the Broken Echo, a 
portal rips open and said boss storms in, face twisted in abject rage as 
he... 


"Who's in the box?" 


Jin and Suichi both look to the disgruntled scientist alongside, the 
latter muttering box? and the former keeping his mouth shut. 


"Endeavor." 


Mr. Compress can feel the cold sweat. "...I'm sorry, you mean you 
kidnapped the Number Two Hero?" 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz nods with a scowl. "His son confessed he's an 
abuser and I'm not exactly happy with that. So, he's now in stasis until 
I figure out what to do with him." Without a care, he tosses the 
present onto the table before sighing. "Hold onto that for me, please? 
I'm going to do something really stupid if I keep that for any longer, 
and I need to emotionally cool off. Hi to you two, you're new and all, 
but I really can't do the spiel right now. Really just angry. And I don't 
do smart things when I'm angry." 


"Shit. Are we compromised?" 


"What?! No! I had Chase handle the footage, don't you worry. Chase, 
you recorded it right?" 


"Of course Dr. D! Allow me to load the clip." 


The television on the far wall flicks on, showing Endeavor standing 
up and staring out of his office. A mostly-eaten bento box was on his 
desk, and a vent above was slowly jimmied open. 


That's when the fucking madman crawled out of the vent, holding the 
grate with one hand, and snuck up behind the man with a pulled 


back leg. Then there's a thud and a high-pitched scream before 
Endeavor is replaced with a present. "And no more kids for you!" The 
footage ends as he goes back into the vent. 


"God damn." "Play it again! Again!" 


The scientist blinks. "Huh. You have my attention but the whole 
anger thing and... urgh, I'm gonna go punch things in the training 
room. Talk in like, an hour? Maybe less. Ciao!" He walks out and 
down the hall. 


",..You two want a drink? Because I don't think either of you are 
hazed enough by the head of Lovedart to take what just happened 
well." 


Jin nods aggressively as Shuichi just seems confused about the whole 
thing. "Sure..? Is he always like that?" 


"In the sense of chaos, in the sense of sticking to his guns, or in some 
other sense entirely? The answer's probably yes regardless." 


There's a moment's pause before the lizard-Quirked man speaks up 
again. "Do you have tequila?" 


A few parlor tricks behind a countertop with the small collection of 
alcohol and juices on-hand leaves the two men impressed and 
supplied with the offered drinks, the clip on repeat in the background 
with lowered volume. "So, Dr. Doof's impressions aside, what's your 
thoughts on this arrangement?" 


"I'm basically sold." "Hell no, I like poverty better!" Jin's frowning at his 
own inner conflict, something Atsuhiro would either leave to a 
therapist or let Dr. Doof try his hand at. Given the man works here, 
both would be in the cards given the healthcare being offered. 


"I think it's damn cool, but... would he accept me?" 
"Have you killed anyone? Abused? Sexually or physically assaulted?" 


"Wh-what? Of course not!" 


He shrugs. "Then he doesn't care. His standards aren't very high so 
long as you haven't crossed a line and are willing to work with his 
plans. And considering he successfully kicked Endeavor, Endeavor, in 
the dick during his lunch and then kidnapped him without being 
seen, I'm going to say that whatever he's planning is going to be 
insane, incredible, and probably shave a few years off your life. But 
what's life without risks?" 


".,.Comfortable..?" 
"Boring." "Safe!" 


Mr. Compress deigns not to respond to those perfectly valid answers, 
mixing himself a Shirley Temple; sure he could use a good drink, but 
he has to be responsible for the moment and that includes little to no 
alcohol in his system to make sure nobody touches the fucking #2 Hero 
trapping box. Or... maybe he can pull a ‘put the car keys somewhere 
drunk you will miss' and just shove it somewhere. Not like time 
passes inside of the present-dimension thing. 


",..Say, how are you considering things if you do consider Dr. Doof's 
impression?" 


"Fucking terrifying." 


"Scared to be boxed." "A little turned-" Twice cuts himself off by 
downing his unholy mix of fireball and scotch, coughing whatever 
went down the wrong hole into a handkerchief and then immediately 
resuming drinking. 


",,.Help me find a place to hide the present box, I wanna get wasted 
but I don't want to accidentally let the guy out." 


"Fuck Endeavor!" 
Mr. Compress nods. "Fuck Endeavor." 


Shuichi hesitantly mutters fuck Endeavor as Mr. Compress gets the 
citrus mix and rum from under the counter. 


None of them notice the small cyan figure slipping through the 
hallway, who pauses to watch the clip stuck on repeat before moving 
on. 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


He pokes his head through the halls, checking each one and making 
careful note of what's where without touching Heinz's or others' 
belongings. There were bedrooms, places to teach, simple labs (for 
Heinz), hanger bays, and more that were catalogued and left behind. 


A few minutes later had him finding the faint noises of someone 
punching and kicking things, and with a peek into the room labeled 
'Training' he saw his 'Archnemesis'. 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz was breathing heavily, throwing a slab of metal 
at a dummy before swinging around with the full force of his body, 
underbuilt or no, and popping the head off of another dummy 
coming up from the ground below. Surrounding him were the ruins 
of several dozen other dummies, training weapons, and unidentifiable 
objects that probably used to be something useful. Probably. 


There was a strong feeling of conflict in his posture, and Agent P had 
a fair share of working with or against Heinz. The number of times he 
got like this were few and far between, and all he knew in truth was 
that Heinz had gotten angry at someone and kidnapped them after 
kicking them between the legs. 


He... rarely hit people. Extremely rarely. He hit Rodney when he was 
going too far, he tried to hit some people interested in his daughter, 
he hit the occasional monster from another dimension but those 
weren't people. The fact he hit them, then kidnapped them implied a 
lot happened that made him unrepentantly furious. 


The ruined training room cemented that fact. There was solace in the 
fact he didn't cross the line, that he hit them once and didn't do 
anything worse. But it was still an escalation in the eyes of O.W.C.A., 


because the target of the strike wasn't an Agent or a Villain. It was 
the equivalent of assault of a S.H.I.E.L.D. member, and if it was 
revealed Heinz would have more trouble to deal with, a deeper hole 
to dig himself out of, more misconceptions he did not deserve, because 
of something that was most likely justified. 


Heinz did a lot of unjustified things, considering his track record of 
unproportionate petty vengeance on his problems or sources thereof, 
but assault? Heinz? Never without it being an Agent, not without a 
very, very good reason. 


He waits for the man to wind down before calling out with his usual 
clicking, throaty gurgling noise, the only noise he could really make 
with his beak and diaphragm. 


The scientist turns to look at Agent P with a small frown. "Hey, Perry 
the Platypus. I'm uh, I don't think I'm doing too well right now. Better 
than when I called and all, sorry about the suddenness of that I kinda 
had to go find a guy and - not the point, look so I did something that 
was maybe a bad idea, but lemme explain." 


Perry gestures for him to continue, and continue he does. "Right, so 
one of my students came in to see me just as lunch was supposed to 
start and told me his dad wasn't... very good. Took a bit of an 
exception to that when he started giving me details and I decided you 
know what, maybe I should use LOVEDART and get rid of him! and then 
thought how that was maybe too far and gave you a call. So uh... I 
maybe kidnapped him after kicking his junk with my steel boots. Not 
gently either, I'm pretty sure he'll need a doctor when he's back out." 
There's a pause. "I'm not sorry by the way, like yeah I get it, no taking 
the law into my own hands, but come on! The guy was using his kids 
like a fancy genetics project and used their genetics as a standard for 
how much attention he gave them. And by attention I mean physical 
training from childhood that is definitely gonna leave some serious 
irreversible scars on them all. One of the kids died, and that's just... I 
don't know how much of that was his fault but there's no way that the 
guy's actions didn't influence it!" 


Oh. "Grerererer." 


",,.] thought I was the immoral one. Look, I'm just... keeping the guy 
in stasis for now, and when you calm down from how you feel about 
it, we can reconvene and figure out what to do with him. Sound 
good?" 


Perry nods. "Oh, that's-that's great. You're actually smart about these 
things, and I kinda need you to make sure whatever I do isn't too far, 
while you need me to make sure it's suitably ironic. Glad we could 
sort that out!" 


[Shoto Todoroki - 1-A Student] 


His teacher's sudden exit was odd, but he wasn't dumb enough to 
miss that he very clearly seemed intent to do something about the 
information. What he would do, he had no inkling. The better 
question would be what could the teacher do, but that was very hard 
to pin down. He definitely couldn't fight his father, not only would 
that be illegal, Doof-Sensei would probably lose... Probably. Making a 
plan to do something was unlikely given his sporadic nature. He 
didn't go to see the principal, said mammal having asked Shoto for all 
of the details he could prior to letting him go to start a quiet 
manhunt for the teacher. 


Then he got texted by one of his father's sidekicks, Burnin’, that he'd 
gone missing from his office, bento unfinished. Nothing was arwy on 
the camera feed until he was in the middle of eating before it cut to 
him simply disappearing altogether. Nobody visited him at the 
time... but Doof-Sensei left school within minutes of that. 


Do you know who my father is, Doof-Sensei?" 
"It said Endeavor in your files. That is him, right?" 


"He's the number two Hero-" "It doesn't matter." 


He did this. He definitely had something to do with it, and even the 


principal could tell that much. But there was no evidence of anything. 
And... Shoto didn't really want to look, so long as his father got 
justice served to him. Maybe he's simply held captive in some way, 
just to hold back as they dig through his father's records and private 
life. He doesn't seem like the type to do something worse, but hate 
and terror can make a person do horrible things. 


It broke his mother. 
It killed Touya. 


Shoto won't let it happen to him. He'll be strong. He'll succeed without 
his Father being a part of it. 


So when Doof-Sensei barges into the dorms calling for him in the 
name of ‘something really really important’, he listens and follows 
despite his surprise. 


The hallway is empty at the end of the school day, their footsteps 
echoing. Doof-Sensei speaks to fill that silence. 


"So, do you know what I wanted to chat with you about?" 
"Did you kidnap my father?" 


"Can't say!" His teacher grins as he tilts his head, eye glinting with an 
unknown emotion. "But it's technically related. Let's say I can get rid 
of the fire half of your Quirk. You want that?" 


",..What?" 


"Your fire. You want me to get rid of it for you? You forget I kinda 
handle R&D here and I can get this whole thing settled away for you 
by tonight if you're willing to settle in for some very quick and 
probably exhausting gene therapy." 


"Why would you do that?" 


"Why? I thought it was obvious!" 


He stops in the hall, turning with a wicked grin. "Spite. He can't give 
it back to you if he doesn't know how it was taken away, right? So if 
you simply, oh I don't know, mutate and lose any ability to use fire, 
it'd be really, and I mean really inconvenient for what he wanted out 
of you. And it's not like he's here to stop this, right? So you have 
technical autonomy in your decisions, which again, not like he'd even 
know that it was something you chose because again it isn't like he's 
here or can do a single damn thing about your choices, right?" 


Oh. 


The look in his eyes is spite. "Will this cause problems for my 
training?" 


"Nah! I can make sure this all works out pretty quickly, don't worry. 
If it doesn't, I can just undo it! Blood samples are great for that." 


",,.When can you start?" 


The glee on the man's face somewhat echoed Shoto's own, at least in 
his heart. 
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{Tuesday, April 27th, 23XX - 3 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


Your Big Lab is where you spend your time overnight, busying 


yourself with what's probably legal given it's not Human 
Experimentation and instead Human Modification - there's a 
difference, back off, you know what you're doing and you had perfect 
odds for how the body would accept or reject the gene therapy, and 
it's not like it's the first time you've made vials to fully modify a 
body's genetics in a matter of moments! You have to make something 
that's a little slower acting to keep up the stability factor, but that's 
why you said he'd feel a bit exhausted after you're done doing it! 


A batch of three good 'ol options are checked through before you 
discard one with a very nasty mistake in the stabilizing compound 
that's turned it into some mutagenic - no thanks! - and try both before 
getting... pretty similar results. 


Both leave him with a slightly better grasp of his ice, usable from 
both sides and making him less cold than it usually would. Which is 
pretty great in all honesty, that's already a telltale improvement! He 
made a few ice sculptures you put away into your Lab's freezer just so 
they can sit and be pretty for later viewing. 


...Then you realize that you can technically mix both of those two 
genetic results and completely revamp how the whole superpower 
works. It would be roughly exactly how he has it now but when it 
came to using it, it would simply become... better. Sure, giving the 
teenager a literal adaptation gene in his body to slowly but 
permanently enhance his ability to use his superpower is a terrible 
idea to most, but you don't exactly care of the consequences because 
the kid deserves something nice! 


So you do one more bout of gene therapy, let him know how the final 
change, eat some ice cream with the kid and pat his head before 
letting him go for the late night. 


And that is when you remember that you have a class to teach in like, 
six hours. But honestly? You felt like garbage. So you decide to do 
something completely unexpected! 


You send Nezdu the Mink an email asking for a day off of teaching 
and sleep in before he can reply! 


Around... ten hours later? Eight? Some amount of hours later, you're 
sure, you woke up well rested and in the middle of the day. A check 
to the clock lets you know that it's around lunch time, and a check to 
your email has you blinking in surprise at what you actually... you 
know, wrote. 


You spilled that you were helping a student become ‘true to 
themselves' and were 'screwing over one of their parents in the 
process’, which 'was technically part of your job’. By that logic, you 
apparently wrote that you were ‘working overtime’ and ‘therefore 
won't be available for teaching tomorrow due to being up so late’. 


Surprisingly, he answered like five minutes later that he was A OK 
with it cause it was a few hours in advance! He also said he wanted 
to talk to you... huh. About what? 


You shrug and quickly go through your morning routine, then hurry 
off for lunch. Like, yeah, you just woke up and all and normally that's 
breakfast, but it's not really the morning anymore, so it can't really be 
breakfast either. Brunch is pre-noon so that's also out the window, 
meaning it is in fact lunch. Your logic is impeccable! 


If only Perry the Platypus agreed on that front. He calls it late 
breakfast, like who does that? It's not breakfast time! Sure, Breakfast 
literally means the first meal of the day, but that's in reference to 
eating it in the morning, not just 'first meal any time’ otherwise that's 
just... insane! You know it, he knows it even if he's wrong and in 
denial about it, it's lunch if you're past noon and that's final, first meal 
or no. 


Your own internal monologue and argument on time versus meal 
placements leaves you a little surprised when you stop in front of 
Principal Nezdu's office. Maybe he has an opinion on it? But you're 
kind of here for a meeting, not to discuss the English linguistics of 
words for meals. Still, he's an academic! Surely he'd agree with you. 


As the door slowly opens you call out. "Hey, Nezdu the Mink! Real 
quick, if you eat your first meal after noon, would it be Breakfast or 
Lunch?" 


"Wouldn't that just be Brunch?" The detective's there, and he's looking 
pretty annoyed... but not as tired! 


"No, because brunch implies you ate a morning meal." 


Principal Nezdu, for his part, shrugs. "Does it matter what you call it? 
It's food! Though I suppose I'd call it Breakfast given the fact you're 
breaking fast from the lack of eating between the meal the night 
before and that very moment." 


"But breakfast implies that it was a morning meal!" 


"Ah, but implications are built from culture and linguistic use! 
Breakfast is subjective, much like the meal you eat for it. Your 
background and history tie into what you consider an acceptable or 
good meal, and would therefore be quite different from another, 
randomly selected person!" He smiles wide. "However, you're here for 
two matters. First and foremost, do you know where Enji Todoroki 
is?" 


Who? "No idea." 
"Do you know where Endeavor is?" 


Well... you did yesterday, but you honestly have no idea where they 
put the present box sooo- "Nope!" 


--U.A-- 


Mr. Compress groggily looks around the lounge room of Broken Echo, 
Jin and Shuichi both still out of it on the couches. Gentle Criminal 
and LaBrava were using the countertop for what he could swear was 
chamomile before several emotions pass through him at a distinctly 
missing memory. 


"We misplaced the box." Oh fuck me sideways we are dead. 


--U.A-- 


The detective raises a brow but nods. "He's telling the truth... huh. 
Do you know what happened?" 


"You're gonna have to be a little bit more specific?" 


Nezdu the Mink interrupts. "I don't think he knows about the missing 
person situation, Detective Tsukauchi. He's made it clear he doesn't 
know where they are, and I don't believe he could hide it, especially 
if he wanted to." 


",,.Fair enough. And thank you for the Coffee Maker, Dr. Doof." 


"No problem! See you later!" You wave as he shuffles out the door, 
the Mink smiling wide and animalistic. 


"So! You did kidnap him, correct?" 


"Oh, definitely. I kinda lost it when his kid told me about the abuse 
thing. He's uh... probably going to need some surgery under the 
waist, but he's also in stasis so he'll be fine indefinitely! I just uh... 
need to figure out what to do with him." 


"Well, did he see you?" 
"Nah." 


He sips from his tea. "Then perhaps we can do this the legal way? 
Simply drop him off somewhere dazed and confused within range of 
a hospital after U.A. pulls Shoto Todoroki into becoming a ward of 
the school. As the information leaks out and he becomes ruined in 
the eyes of the public, we can attempt to get the other Todoroki 
family members away from their father to prepare a lawsuit. 
Removing Rei Todoroki from the psychiatric ward would also be 
important to achieve, given those circumstances." 


"I mean, I guess... but I said I'd sit on it a week to Perry the Platypus 
and I'm sticking with it! He might have some ideas, after all. 
Anything else?" 


"Why yes! The original intent of this conversation was to ask a favor 
as we approach the Sports Festival. Would you mind assisting with 
making a twist or three to one of the challenges? To return the favor 
of not speaking about what you were busy doing with the youngest 
Todoroki last night, of course." 


",..Huh. Yeah, might be a bit of a bad idea if someone asks why I 
wasn't teaching today. Having something to time crunch on makes 
sense as a workaround!" 


The Mink's grin is wicked. You love it! "Then let's begin!" 
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It took a good few hours to work out the specifics, mostly because 
you didn't actually, you know, know all that much about the Sports 
Festival. Not really something you'd ever gone to given that you're not 
from this dimension. Sounds like one heck of a step-up versus the 
superbowl, you'll say that much. Though... it's also really weird to 
televise the superpowers of a bunch of highschoolers, especially when 
people can make use of that to their advantage against them. 


You don't bring that up though. Surely Nezdu's thought it over on 
that front! 


Instead you stick to what's going on in the actual, you know, festivals. 
First Years, your current students alongside the General Education, 
Business, and Support Course for the year will be competing. There 
would be an obstacle race, a cavalry battle, and a one-on-one 
tournament battle. The last one was pretty self-explanatory, the 
middle one was... honestly pretty solid. So that left you changing up 
the first challenge enough to really get you something nice; instead of 
what you had, you took some serious WIPEOUT inspiration and 
completely revamped what was there. Those big, menacing robots 
were replaced with smaller robots shooting blobs of hardening foam 
that anyone can wiggle out of if they're willing to burn time, 
alongside potholes and rough terrain. The big pit is instead a massive 
jungle environment, the ground unsteady but the vines plentiful! 


Monkey robots aren't tough to make to toss balls that tase people and 
make them drop down and have to deal with the foliage and general 
ick that people just can't stand. As for the minefield... eheheh. You 
had fun with what you did there. 


For the Second Years, your first class, you either have, again, the 
tournament, or changing Capture the Flag, or messing with their King 
of The Hill. You go for the last one of course, and quickly design a 
large-scale terrain shifting machine to be under the ground and 
change the Hill spots, add or remove climbing implements, detect 
and mark the top players so others can tear them down... You also 
may or may not have added concussive explosives that go off based 
on point tallies and jump pads that do the same. No harm in making 
it more fair, or you know, a little spicier! 


Then the Third Years. Honestly, you didn't have much to add for any 
of their normal events... so you do a bit of brainstorming and 
remember something about one of the games Vanessa talked about a 
bit. Something about the changing environments... that stuck with 
you! So you turned the entire tournament field into a shiftable terrain 
and artificial environment generator that they'd be forced to deal 
with at complete random! It should be a nice surprise for them 
because you've never actually interacted with the Third Years. Also 
because you didn't do any changes to the other spots... 


Okay so maybe you replaced yourself in the Teacher hunt with 
CHASE but who can blame you? You want to watch! It's not like he 
can do much more than you! 


By the time you're done with the designs and the robots are already 
moving into position in the stadium, you and your boss are cackling 
in sync. 


--U.A-- 


[Bakugo Katsuki - 1-A Student] 


He ignores the goddamn extras behind him as he stomps up to the 
door, whether or not they're 'supporting’ him or what-fucking-ever 
not mattering. 


A few pounds on the front has his damn Sensei looking out in 
surprise. "... Huh. Can't really accommodate all of you, so uh... what's 
up?" 


"We need stronger fuckin' Gym gear, 'cause Deku can't control his 
goddamn fakeass Quirk!" 


He blinks. "I think I can do that, but have you talked to Principal 
Nezdu about your classmate not being able to control themselves? 
That seems like a pretty, uh, pretty important thing for him to know." 


...Fuck, Katsuki can't argue with that logic. "Tch. Can you make 
better gym gear for me and the extras or not?!" 


"Yeah yeah, I'll work on it and should have it rolled out some time 
after tomorrow's lunch. Still, go see the principal and fill him in." 


He nods and storms off, knowing where to go already even if he 
fucking hates talking to the Rat. 


He can hold his tongue with his damn science teacher, he can accept 
that there's some people he should shut the fuck up around and be 
nicer. That's fine, that's fucking fine and not him capitulating. 


But he isn't giving the fucking Rat the same courtesy. He hasn't done 
shit, scar on his fucking face or no. 


He can't even kick the fucker's door open when he gets over there, 
‘cause it swings open when Katsuki gets his foot up. "Ah, Bakugo-San! 
What do I owe your visit?" 


"Deku can't control his damn Quirk." 


The Rat has the damn balls to blink. "Oh? Care to explain further, 
Bakugo-San? Oh, and tea?" 


".,.You got Ginger? Strongest one, one sugar." He takes the seat 
offered and grunts as he adjusts. "I don't know what the fuck 
happened, but Deku didn't have a Quirk in middle school. Nothing, 
not a single goddamn sign of it. Then he's apparently first fucking place 
in the Entrance Exam. And he's apparently bullshittingly strong. I don't 
give a flying goddamned fuck who you think I am, I lived with Deku. I 
know that he was Quirkless, knew that for years. I saw Auntie Inko's 
goddamn heart break as Deku got stuck in that fucking rut, and if 
there's one fucking thing I would know, it's that he wouldn't be able to 
keep his Quirk hidden from Auntie Inko. Not unless he had a fucking 
good goddamn reason to keep it like that." 


Idly, he clenches and unclenches his hands, getting his words in 
order. "Not only that, he would have, he fucking would have TOLD me. 
He wouldn't have kept saying he'd be a Quirkless fucking Hero, he 
would have said something. But he didn't. Then he comes into U 
fucking A, top of the fucking exam, and he can't control a Quirk he's 
using at low power." 


"And how do you know he's using it at such low power?" 


"Two fucking reasons, Rat. One, I might bitch about his muttering, 
but I can understand it. I've been able to for years now from hearing it 
enough. Fucker keeps talking about only using four to five percent 
whenever I tell him to stop fucking breaking the machines, so that tells 
me he isn't going all the way. And the only reason I can fucking think 
of for Deku to not try and resist would be that he literally can't 
without breaking his goddamn body and mind. And that's the first 
fucking reason. The second is that he's chatty as fuck with All Might, 
and that there's way more going on there. Too close for it to be a 
teacher-student thing, because no fucking teacher asks to eat lunch 
with a motherfucking student." 


There's a beat of silence as the kettle starts to sound off, the Rat 
moving to pour the two cups. 


"Well?!" 
",,.What do you think is going on, then?" 


Katsuki knows there's something in that tone, but he's not letting the 


fucking Rat set the pace. "Do you think I'm the only fucking student 
that's noticed this shit? Do you think fucking Eraser Goddamn Head- 
In-His-Ass hasn't?! I ain't even the next number fucking one yet and I 
caught it a mile away. It's been made fucking worse because of the 
stupid fucking USJ, and I know what I heard and saw there. So I'm 
going to be real, real fucking simple with you. How the fuck did Deku 
get a Quirk, and how does that relate to All Might? And why the fuck 
does he get to break equipment because of his shit control and I get 
anger fucking management for what I did in an older school?!" 


His hands are shaking on his knees, a whirlwind of emotions and 
several fucking question that need to be answered left in the air. 


He heard, very fucking clearly, bad hearing be damned, that the 
fucking black thing that Doof killed had multiple Quirks. He doesn't 
know what happened to the fucking Misty Bitch, but he ain't fucking 
around and that doesn't give Katsuki much hope that the fucker's 
alive at all, and the fucking visual showed something fucking similar 
to the black fucker. Which means they both had multiple Quirks. 


That means Quirks can be Given and Taken. That means Deku was 
given a Quirk. 


The Rat fucking knows what's going on, and he's not fucking spilling. 
And it is seriously pissing Katsuki off, because that means he likely 
knew about the fucking people Giving and Taking Quirks. 


"I believe you might vastly misunderstand the situation at hand, but I 
cannot give you details without two others here. It's a matter of 
National Security, not a matter of privacy." 


"What fucking part of National Security involved someone giving 
Deku a god-damned Quirk?" 


The fucker just sips his tea. "That, I believe, is for them to answer, not 
me. Take some time to calm down and drink your tea, Bakugo-San. 
You'll understand soon enough. And I'll have to have a chat with 
Toshinori-San about not being entirely truthful about certain matters, 
assuming he knew." 


"Don't try to fucking swindle me, you fucking Rat. I want answers, 


and I better be getting them." 


He smiles. He smiles. "Oh, trust me, I know not to play the fool in 
these matters." 


[Nedzu - Principal of U.A. High] 


It didn't take long for the two he needed to come on over, one 
previously pouring over paperwork and the other living within the 
dorms. 


Of course, neither expected to see Katsuki Bakugo sitting there 
already. 


"A-ah... P-p-principal Nezu?" 
"Midoriya-San, please take a seat! Toshinori, come over here please." 


Nedzu makes sure to keep eye contact with the grown man as he 
walks around, taking in the beads of sweat from the unexpected 
scrutiny with no small amount of joy. 


"So what is this about..?" 
"Simply put: Bakugo-San is very insightful. He figured you two out!" 


Immediately the room was thrown into chaos, Toshinori and 
Midoriya-San sputtering in sync while it looks like a blood vessel's 
about to burst from Bakugo-San's forehead. "What the fuck does that 
mean?!" 


"It means that you were correct, Bakugo-San. Izuku Midoriya was, in 
fact, given a Quirk, but the details of which are connected directly to 
one Yagi Toshinori, as he's better known..." 


On cue, the man hesitantly bulks up into his Muscle Form, the 1-A 
student completely losing steam at the bewildering situation. "...as 
All Might!" 


"What. The fuck.So when the fuck did-" He pauses again, eyes 


widening for the briefest of moments. "Sludge Bitch. That's why you 
fucking changed! You were getting fucking trained by goddamned All 
Might for ten fucking months! You were given a fucking cheat on a 
fucking platter with a free Quirk because you couldn't fucking get in 
on your own power! And now it's somehow National fucking 
Security?! What kind of bullshit-" 


"Young Bakugo-" 


The boy snaps over, Midoriya-San curling into himself in his seat as 
he does. "Don't you fucking dare call me that! You're here because of 
him, not for us!" 


"Isn't that what Aldera did for you, Katuski-San?" 
Instantly the boy recoiled. "The fuck? No-!" 


"Ah, but in your mind you know the comparison seems accurate. It 
isn't, but the two have enough similarities that you know I'm right. 
However... that's not what we're here to discuss. Toshinori, I suggest 
you start explaining the nature of your Quirk. After that, we'll have to 
discuss matters of leniency." 


The Number One Hero audibly gulps, but nods. Good. 


--U.A-- 


{Wednesday, April 28th, 23XX - 2 Days Until Sports Festival. } 


You make a list of all the equipment that's gotta get upgraded - and 
man is it a list - then chat with a tired Power Loader about it and give 
him a bit of a rundown, then you text Vanessa and Perry the Platypus 
and go to bed! 


When you wake up you go through the usual morning routine, then 
head out to grab breakfast and head on to your Lab to start some of 
the drafts for what needs to be done. Which... doesn't take long at all, 
honestly, and leaves you pretty quickly getting the fabricators aboard 


BROKEN ECHO running for the designs so you can have that all done 
by midday today. All in all, an easy fix! 


Then there's class, yada yada yada, Todoroki-San's hair is starting to 
get a few more strands of white poking through the red which is good 
because that means things are still progressing (also he's talking a 
little more to others so hurray!), Bakugo-San is... weirdly calmer than 
normal and that has you concerned. What did he and Nezdu the Mink 
talk about that's left him that much better kept together? Is he just 
trying to keep it together or something? 


...Eh, you decide not to ask. 


1-B on the other hand, way better off when it comes to not being full 
of extreme emotions and blatant admittances of abuse. You really 
hope that doesn't mean one or more of them are repressing said 
abuse, but honestly there's nothing you can do without waiting and 
getting a response. Still, you haven't caught any signs of problems like 
that, so all should be pretty A OK on their front. 


Then lunch comes around and there's a knock when you get back to 
your office. "Come in!" 


A particular ‘invisible’ girl pokes her arm in and waves, your eyes 
catching the edges of the material her body's using to refract the 
light. "Hagakure-San, come in! How can I help you?" 


You can see her exaggerated body movements, the way her shoulders 
forcibly and uncomfortably bend forward as her fingers tap against 
one another. Her face is set into a nervous frown, or at least you 
think so. "So... I know you're not technically a Support designer... 
but do you think you can make clothing I can use to stay invisible?" 


",,.Uh, what do you mean by that?" 


"Oh geez this is embarrassing... I can't really use my Quirk without 
removing my clothes." 


You blink. Then you take a deep, deep breath. "Two in a week. Okay! 
Okay, I have a few questions first, if you can answer them real quick." 


"Sure!" She chirps, jumping from embarrassment back to her cheery 


self. 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 


He didn't know why Doof-San was calling him to his office of all 
things, but he did know the man didn't do it unless it was important. 
Otherwise, he'd come directly to Higari's own neck of the 
metaphorical woods and do things from there. 


That, of course, left Power Loader in his imagination as to what 
would be the important problem (and it's always a problem when it's 
from Doof-San). His best bet was either a concern regarding the anti- 
warp measures placed only weeks ago or something about a specific 
student. He's hoping it's the latter so long as it isn't Mei. So long as it 
isn't Mei. 


Callous? A little bit, yes. But getting everyone together to get the 
anti-warp measures in place was a nightmare of schedule rearranging 
for all the teachers involved, and a test of Higari's willingness to 
wrangle teenagers and questionable tastes. 


So when he opens the man's office door to see him with one of the 1- 
A students, he can't help the small sigh of relief. "Good afternoon 
Doof-San. What's the situation?" 


He points to the invisible girl. "Why, exactly, is one of the students in 
Heroics having to go out without a costume?" 


Oh. "...Someone's getting expelled from the course or removed from 
our list of departments with a lawsuit to boot, I can tell you that 
much. That should not have happened. More than that, that means I'm 
going over everyone's costume for the year to see if there's anyone 
else with glaring issues based on the entries made." It took him a 
moment to properly remember the girl's name. "Hagakure-San?" 


"A-ah! Yes, Power Loader-Sensei?" 


He bows. "I am incredibly sorry this has happened. This is an 
oversight that should not have happened, and if you could please 
come with me I can have this sorted out immediately." 


"So you guys do have invisible clothing!" 


"Not quite, Doof-San. We can make Quirk-like clothing based on the 
DNA of the person, meaning that Hagakure-San's outfit would be 
fully covering but still remain invisible." 


",,.It can't, you know, switch back and forth?" 
He knows that tone of voice. "You have something that'd do that?" 


"I can definitely put it together, but I wanna know if you have that as 
an option before I put it all together. Maybe do both so she still has a, 
I don't know, backup bodysuit? She's gonna want it in the sports 
festival probably, all those third acts are fights and she shouldn't have 
to fight with people in the nude on live television because the school 
shortchanged her, invisibility or no!" 


",,.But they wouldn't see me regardless?" 


Doof-San sighs, visibly uncomfortable. His eyes are aimed at her face, 
despite it being invisible. How Power Loader Knows that, he isn't 
sure. "Not really the point, Hagakure-San. More... I don't know. It 
feels weird to let a teenager go with full skin contact when they're 
fighting if there's a way to avoid it. Also incredibly unsafe in actual 
Hero work. How messed up are your feet from all the times you had 
to go around barefoot, for example? Gonna guess you need a lot of 
spa time to get those callouses out that you shouldn't even have to 
deal with." 


"Do you have a solution, then? The sooner she's with me in the labs, 
the sooner I can start the process to at least get her something to cover 
up with. DNA-infused clothes take time and usually require a hefty 
dose before it can be made in full, so starting now would be for the 
best to maximize what coverage we can offer." 


Doof-San huffs. "Fine, fine! Look, I'm already aware that there's a 
misunderstanding in how her Quirk works - and we will be getting to 
that later today, Hagakure-San, come back after classes end - but the 
clothing you make better be good enough to be conservative on live 
television! I'll try to see about making something she can control with 
her Quirk, we'll see if I get anywhere with that, but a teenager kinda 


needs more clothes she can use in an emergency than just be stuck 
with a boring bodysuit." 


",..1 promise to accomplish that to the best of my ability. Hagakure- 
San, let's go." He gestures to the door, watching as the girl shuffles 
out with a nervous energy in her shoulders. "Oh, and Doof-San? Tell 
Nedzu to come to my lab as soon as possible. This is critical." 


He gets waved off, but the mad scientist nods. "Yeah, yeah, I'll give 
him a ring." 


The door closes and Power Loader sighs. "They are fucked." 


Beside him, the teenaged student snorts. "I guess he really is just like 
that." 


"Just like what?" 


A sleeve moves around her midsection, the fabric wrapping the other 
arm clenching at the elbow. "In the dorms... we met someone from 2- 
A. They swore over and over that Doof-Sensei was weird and all over 
the place sometimes, but... that he really cared. Didn't matter if it 
related to anything with school or stuff, he just wanted to help. One 
of the other kids in our class snuck away during lunch and went to 
talk to him. Since then, I've seen him smile. He literally never smiled 
around anyone before that!" 


Power Loader didn't say anything for a minute, walking with the girl 
in silence. 


"2-A was a class that was never supposed to see graduation when 
they came about last year. Twenty went to zero. Doof-San came in 
and turned that around. Zero up to eight. They were given two 
months to prove themselves. All eight of them graduated, with a 
personal gift made by him for each. He cared more than anything 
about seeing them succeed, Hagakure-San. He's damn terrifying, he's 
smarter than anyone else here when it comes to anything science, 
and he focuses all of his manic energy on his work and his students. 
Just... trust me when I say not to ask him too many questions about 
his past. Most of the time those will end in headaches or worse, and 
who and where he used to be has no bearing on what he's doing or 


his moral compass." 

",,.Wait, you know?!" 

He smirked. "I never said that." 

"Oh come on, tell me tell me tell me!" 


"Heh. I had to take him to dinner first before he told me anything. 
And that was after something slipped that shouldn't have. He's not 
going to make that same mistake when there's students on the line; at 
least, I'd think not." 


She muttered just loudly enough to catch. "I'll find it out, one way or 
another..!" 


[Tooru Hagakure - Subject to Heinz Doofenshmirtz's Ranting] 


She had her blood drawn for a bit and was excused from Practical 
Heroics to recover, a little too woozy to really do much but sit and 
wait for her body to do it's thing. The red that came out was always 
just a little iridescent, like the blood was liquid ruby. 


Pretty was one way to put it, but looking at it always scared her a 
little. She's never seen her face, not even in baby pictures outside of 
weird light scans. All because she's 'the Invisible girl’. 


But Doof-Sensei was talking about that being wrong. Like the 
Counsellors all just made a mistake. Like the ones who her parents 
went to made a mistake. It seemed to far fetched... but what if he was 
right? Power Loader-Sensei said he knew more about science than 
anyone else on the campus, and the fact that he was some kind of 
genius to make that flying base thing in the sky. And, and the fact 
that he's been kind of on top of things every time someone comes to 
him about stuff. That's impressive, honestly! 


Or at least she thinks it is. Nobody else has put that kind of effort in 
her time going to school before, so she can't really compare it to 
anyone else. 


That's why she went back to go see him after school ended, coming in 
with an open mind and a good amount of nerves. 


He had a notebook in front of him when she came up, notes about 
stuff marked and circled all around. "Oh good, you came! Okay, so 
I'm going to ask some questions, I'll need you to answer honestly. Sit, 
stand, whichever you prefer!" 


Tooru takes a seat. "Alright..?" 


"Great! Okay, question one. How much knowledge do you have 
regarding general physics from before you came to U.A.?" 


",,.Not much, honestly." 


"Right, and that's one checkmark. Question two! What have you been 
told about your Quirk, and what have you tried to do with it?" 


"That it's just invisibility. I haven't really... tried to do anything, 
because I was always told that's how it works." 


"Second and third checkmark... yep, three strikes there so we're going 
about this from the top." He takes in a deep breath. "Your Quirk isn't 
Invisibility, and I'm gonna take a bit of time to explain why. So just 
stick with me through this and ask questions as we go." 


Doof-Sensei gets to his feet and walks to an empty whiteboard, 
drawing and writing as he goes. "So when we say invisibility, that 
normally means one of three things. One is a natural biological 
camouflage, one is genuinely being purely transparent, and one is 
sliding the light around to hide the position. Each of these have a 
drawback that's very much obvious and something that you don't 
have. Camouflage has an issue with being consciously done and even 
then it'd still leave visible smudges, and you don't do that so we can 
cross it out as a possibility. Genuine transparency means your eyes 
aren't absorbing any light, which would either leave you blind of 
have you always see the world completely differently than the 
average person, like... infrared vision. The second one is possible but 
so unlikely I'd call the odds effectively zero, because that's something 
you'd pick up on pretty fast due to it coming naturally rather than 
something you have to learn. The third, sliding the light around, 


comes back to the issue of you seeing and absorbing light, and also 
the fact I can see the insides of your clothes. That would be pitch 
black if the light was sliding around and it uh, definitely isn't." 


Tooru blinks. "So... I'm not invisible. What's going on then?" 


"I got two ideas, both need you to know a bit more about optics 
though! So let's talk some real basic concepts and run them by you to 
see if you understand what you're doing. Now, light has two different 
forms it takes based on how it's observed, that being Particle, also 
known as Ray Optics, and Wave Optics. We're sticking to Ray Optics 
because whew Wave Optics are nasty to explain and don't matter for 
the details here." Doof-Sensei claps his hands. "So! Think about light 
shooting out in straight lines from wherever it's coming from - like 
the lights above us, or the Sun! Shootin’ out in straight lines towards 
wherever or whatever it hits first." 


She nods and he continues, writing out on the board. "Of course, light 
travels through a medium - the space it's cutting through to go from 
A to B - and that changes how it behaves. So that led to scientists 
defining the speed and direction light travels through a new medium 
from an old one to be called Refractive Index!" 


The drawing on the board showed two blocks, a line with an arrow 
pointing through it going into one, changing direction, back out, 
changing again, then through the next with different changes. "These 
blocks each have a different refractive index, which results in the 
light bending in different ways! This also changes at different 
wavelengths and the like, so that's something else to consider. Now, I 
want you to consider what it would mean to be able to control the 
index at will, or perhaps do more with it?" 


",,.Then you - then I can redirect light." 


"There you go! Hahahaha!" He claps in praise. "What you have is not 
invisibility, it's the fact that you can control how your body interacts 
with the light and energy that hits you! Like a hypercontrolled prism 
or something. That explains both your natural invisibility and the fact 
you can still, you know, see." 


I can redirect light. She swallows nervously. "C-can... can we go 


check? Right now?" 


"Oh, sure. Lemme just put a little sign up by the door and we can go 
to one of the gyms." 


She can't do much but nod, the scientist's eyes following it somehow. 
I'm not just the invisible girl. 


"If you're right, that-that means I can shoot lasers, or flashbang 
people and stuff, right?" 


"More than that! If I'm right, you're a shield against all sorts of 
attacks and good at presenting yourself with the colors of the 
rainbow! Oh, and you should probably be able to go visible. That 
one's more figuring out the individual nitty-gritty details... but we 
can work it out, don't you worry!" 


Tooru takes a deep breath and follows him along after a paper's taped 
to the door saying 'Gone Testin", the student sticking behind her 
teacher to mask the growing nerves. This... she'd never been told any 
different. She'd never been told it was possible. 


She's afraid to see what she'll look like. She's afraid to see if she can. 


But Doof-Sensei doesn't notice the fear, leading her forward with a 
smile and excitement. It made her stomach churn a little, the mix of 
positivity and nerves together as they entered the gym. 


"Now, you don't really need to go and get dressed up unless you feel 
uncomfortable in your normal uniform for this, in which case go 
right ahead! I can wait." 


"No, I'll... do it as we are, Sensei. What should I..?" 


He pauses, considering the unasked question. "I mean... How does it 
feel to have the light touching your skin? There's gotta be some 
sensation there, right? Try to mess with that." 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
53 + 55 = 108 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
8 + 55 = 63 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
86 + 55 = 141 


Dice: 1d100+ 55 
214+ 55 = 76 


She wouldn't... well, she knows she can feel the tingling of light 
sometimes, but she didn't really think anything of it. Just a side effect 
of her invisibility, something that made her sensitive to the changes 
in light. She never just thought for one second- 


Tooru sucks in a breath, rubbing her own skin. "Can you turn up the 
lights?" 


"Sure! If you're gonna try anything then lemme know!" 
"Got it!" 


He hurries over to the controls elsewhere in the gym, and she just 
tries to relax to the best of her ability and feel out the sensations she 
lived her life with without a second thought. 


Then the light starts to brighten and that familiar, ever-so-slight 
caress of light seems to brush at her skin the way she'd grown to 
ignore as a side effect of invisibility. "Gonna try something right 
now." 


She tried to move the feeling. Nothing. 


She tried to grab the light touching her, both with her hands and 
with her mind. Nothing. 


She tried to do something with her skin, to make the feeling go away, 
to change how it felt. Nothing. 


Tooru groans at the results. "Nothing..." 


"Eeeeehhhh, wouldn't really call trying a few things and getting no 
results nothing. It means there's just gonna be another way to do it! 
What have you tried so far? Why?" 


"I can feel light when I'm touched by it. So I tried to move and 
change that, tried to grab the light like that... didn't get anywhere." 


"Well of course you didn't! That effect isn't just skin-deep you know." 
She pauses. 

Then she facepalms, screaming into her hands. 

"You good now?" 

",,.Yeah, yeah I'm good. Let me try that." 


Instead of just sticking to the skin, she goes deeper in. She forces 
herself to think about the sensations of the light touching her skin... 
and her body, and going through her. It's weird. It's very weird. But it's 
not painful. It's not bad. Just new and weird. Maybe nice? She can't 
tell. 


And across, through it all, she grabs that feeling and just... twists it a 
little. 


Suddenly, the light around is not longer being kept together, 
everything being distorted- "Hahahaaaaah, you did it! Good job, 
you've figured something out! Okay okay okay, try to do that but 
backwards! And slowly, very slowly!" 


Fascinated and in awe, she couldn't help but comply. She could see 
the light that was bouncing from her, diffracting, changing as it went 
in and out. How the light responded to the twisting, or how it 
responded to a tug and a poke, shifting it around in ways to see the 
lightshow and see what she could do. 


Tooru Hagakure isn't just an invisible girl. 


That singular thought is enough to wet the girl's eyes, because she 
could make the world see her. She wouldn't be forgotten, she 
wouldn't have to just be bubbly to be seen, she could be bubbly 
because that's who she is. 


Doof-Sensei patted her on the back and congratulated her, and then 
they continued with trying things. 


After a half hour, she has skin. After an hour, she had not just a face, 
but her face. 


It was late when she managed to walk on light, but the beaming 
smile and crystalline tears outshone them, she was sure. 


...She's going to confuse her classmates so damn much at the Festival. 
Her little secret to keep, just to show the world on the public stage 
that Tooru Hagakure is here to be seen. 


She hopes Mom and Dad will see it, knowing that she worked hard to 
get here, that she was shown she's more than something forgettable. 


--U.A-- 


{Thursday, April 29th, 23XX - 1 Day Until Sports Festival. } 
[1-A/1-B/2-A/Etc] 


The day before the Sports Festival is one rife with tension, the 
morning of having three different classes facing crowds of grumpy 
students. 


For 1-A and 1-B, it's general study students declaring their intent to 
try and take a position from the Hero Course come tomorrow. 


For 2-A, it's not just the General Course to them, but also familiar 
faces that had lost their chance. 


To say there were some who had more to fight for than others would 
be an understatement. 


But the day was to be one of unwinding, to assure that they would be 
able to be in the right mindset come tomorrow. 


And with permission from the professors (and parents), the forty- 
eight students that made up the three classes came together in the 
dorms for the first time. 


1-A and 1-B had been well-acquainted thanks to the weekly labs with 
their science teacher... but very few of the students ever interacted 
with the older students of 2-A. In fact, only two students had ever 
talked with the other Hero Courses at length. Hajime Ogawa, who 
had a tendency to be in the gym with various people and argue for 
the sake of arguing became a part of a small clique in 1-B during 
after-school exercises. And Goya Kaori, who occasionally popped up 
from the middle of the dorm from seemingly nowhere, and left just as 
quickly - always to butt in on something or to comment about 
keeping things clean - but never seen much beyond that. 


Which meant that forty kids spent a good amount of time getting to 
know six of their seniors - All but Yuu and Kenji, the two remaining 
unseen or staying in their room respectively. 


To say that ended in an explosive dance-off party, a broken cutting 
board, a lot of screaming, and a realization that their teachers are all 
dorks would be inaccurate. 


There was also a broken pot. 


Hajime started it off by dragging out as many of his classmates as 
possible to the common room after the agreement had been made, 
the attention of the students already excitedly chatting there raised to 
new heights, leading to loud conversations that dragged other 
students from their rooms. 


"Eventually you'll be going for flexibility or strength training based, 


yes, but it's based on body type and Quirk usage, not so much doing 
both - yes, it's all plus ultra here, but it's going to specialize your body 
to the max instead of doing it a little both ways once you really hit 
your swing." 


"Gonna be honest, you're a literal hunk of a dude, so I don't really see 
how you are doing flexibility-oh." 


He's already bent backwards, head poking out from between his legs. 
"Told you Ashido-San, the training works." 


"Y-yeah, I see that... Hey, Senpai, are you free after the festival?" 


The second year belts out a harsh laugh, several others joining him. 
"I've gotten into relationships with all sorts of people already, Ashido- 
San. If you want to take me out on a date, I'm flattered, but if you 
aren't the right kinda girl for me things'll end just as fast." 


Almost everyone that didn't know him recoiled while the rest shook 
their heads. Setsuna clicks her tongue and walks over as he stands 
back up. "You won't find the right girl if you're so harsh, big guy." 


"TH-THAT'S ENOUGH! We are high school students, not miscreants!" 


"Woah woah tin soldier!" Shihai had his hands raised in defense, 
getting between Tenya and the other two. "No need for the stick up 
your ass when they're just shooting the shit, yeah? Let them fuck 
around and play chicken. Honestly some popcorn wouldn't be amiss 
either. OI, FUMI, GOT ANY POPCORN?" 


A box full of unmicrowaved bags hits him in the side of the head. 
"BITCHIN'!" 


"Christ alive, this is happening." 


Shihai rips a bag out from the box, ignoring the bruise on his head 
like a champ, and offers it to the seething Bakugo by the table. "Oi, 
bomberman. Ever used the heat from your Quirk to make popcorn?" 


He pauses from his homework for a second, snatching the bag and 
eyeing the box in his offhand. "Gimme two more, a bowl, and siracha, 
and I'll kill the shit out of this bag." 


"Allright! FUMI, YOU HEARD HIM!" 


Bakugo, unlike Shihai, actually caught the bowl and bottle instead of 
taking direct head trauma. "...Die." 


A stream of smaller bursts rapidly popped three bags of popcorn, 
Shihai taking one of the three and taking a seat by the collection of 
couches to watch the rest of the console setup. 


Momo had the solid pad for DDR and decided to bring it for the 
sleepover, and half the class had lost their minds over the fact. 


As the large television quickly flipped on and connected to the right 
input, the music started to sound out and the golden words were 
spoken. 


"Which two of us go first?" 


Foolish tape man, you've enacted my trap card. "Just make a 
tournament so that doesn't matter." 


The pained sigh from Ibara fueled him. 


ms Ue 


You scratch your head, looking around the lab. "Uhhhh... Where's 
Chase?" 


"Thought he was with you?" 

"No, no he wasn't. Mei, do you know where he is..?" 
Mei's not here. 

Where the heck did she go?! 


...You decide that it's officially not your problem and focus on what 
needs to be done. He's technically his 'own person' by law after all. 


--U.A-- 


"Ai yai I yai, 

I'm your little butterfly! 
Green, black and blue 
Make the colors in the sky." 


Ashido and Chase were dancing against each other as half the class 
sang along to the pre-built tracks, Shinsou of all people loading up 
modded songs and additional options that would raise the skill 
needed for the up and coming ‘duels’. 


"I've been searching in the woods, 
And high above the hills. 

Just to find, to find my samurai. 
Some who won't regret, 

To keep me in his net. 

Yes I need, I need my samurai." 


"AI YA I YAI, I'M YOUR LITTLE BUTTERFLY!" Olivia, Hanta, Denki, 
and Pony were belting out the chorus, the latter with a stupid smile. 
"GREEN, BLACK-AND-BLUE, MAKE THE COLORS IN THE SKY!" 


... They're tied. Again. "Alright, screw it, you two are playing a 
challenge!" 


The custom track starts and they get to moving, the students all 
watching with curiosity to see the hell that the 1-A student had 
wrought. 


Shihai gives him a high five as he sat back to join them, eating 
popcorn with his fellow prankster and enjoying the panic from 
Ashido and the careful efforts by Chase to keep up with the 
nightmare that were custom stepcharts. 


Then Fumikage screams in the kitchen as a small form darts out, 


Goya jumping to her feet to join them. "Ghost!" 
"That wasn't a-" 


"Oh no, that was definitely a ghost. The ghost of 2-A in fact. She 
doesn't like to people much." Misaka sighs from the dinner table, 
opposite Bakugo. "Be gentle with her, got it?" 


"..Of course. I shan't disturb another of the silent hour. 
Unfortunately, the cutting board didn't survive the ordeal. We will 
need another for tomorrow's dinner." 


"How the hell did you find that, Hitoshi-San?!" 
"It was wiggedy wack, bro!" 
",,. may or may not livestream?" 


Before anyone can unravel that particular revelation, Present Mic is 
through the door and grinning wide. Eraser Head is dragging behind 
them. "You're all dancing without me?! Shou, you can't let your kids 
do that!" 


"I'm not dancing to a rhythm game from the Pre-Quirk era only 
revived within the last two months, Hizashi." 


"Eh, we can just dance regularly, can't we? Also Chase, Hatsume-San 
was looking for you! Maybe go see what she wants?" 


He leans back, hand on his chest. "Dramatic Gasp! I'm on my way!" 


Oboro pokes his head in, mist partially subsiding as he gazes into the 
packed common room. 


For a moment, it's deadly silent. Then he slowly slides out an 
impressive stack of pizza from... somewhere. 


Fumikage doesn't say anything, but Dark Shadow breaks down in 
tears over their cooking not being eaten fresh. Everyone else either 
comforts him or celebrates the pizza. Except Iida, Ochaco, and 
Momo, the former eating the healthy stir fry and the latter two 
feasting on both. 


Things get a little weird after that. Well, weird for U.A.'s Heroics 
Courses. 


A majority of the saner students call it a night after dinner, wanting 
to be fresh and early for tomorrow's Sports Festival. A few of the sane 
but less-than-wise students decide to stick around to make sure 
nobody stays up too late... or does anything especially stupid. 


Shinsou also stayed, though that was because he was waiting for the 
Melatonin to kick in and wanted to see if the other students would do 
something stupid as he sunk into slumber. 


That left Iida, Mina, Denki, Eijiro, and Hanta for 1-A, and Nirengeki, 
Pony, Tetsutetsu, Manga, and Kojiro for 1-B. 


Oboro and Present Mic stick around, but Aizawa leaves within 
minutes of the first wave of students returning back up the stairs with 
a small nod. 


",,.So!" Denki claps his hands together, gathering the attention of the 
students and teachers alike. "Now that there's only a handful of us 
left... let's play Truth or Dare!" Before Iida can even begin to veto, 
everyone else either joins in agreement with a cheer or a nod. 


Shinsou munches on some leftover pizza. and watches as Oboro pulls 
a fancy bottle out of his mist. "...Is that wine?" 


"Used to be. Empty now. See?" He sets it on the living room table. 
"Gimme a second to clean up, it's been bothering me since we came 
in." 


Present Mic blinks in surprise, but stays silent as the misty figure 
spawns portals all over and removes the various bits and pieces of 
garbage in a matter of seconds. "Whew, much better! Okay, so how 
are we doing this?" 


If anyone has a problem with it, they don't say anything. 


"Well, we can just go in order, clockwise around the table?" 
",,.Yeah, right, sorry. I meant more who's spinning first?" 
"Maybe... let O-Oboro-San do it..? He got the bottle for us." 


A few heads turn to Kojiro, who's poking his fingers together. Present 
Mic hums to himself. "That works just fine little listener. But! While 
we're all here, make sure to call me Yamada-San or Hizashi. Either of 
those are fine!" 


Oboro grabs the bottle and takes a deep breath. "Spin to win!" 

It ends up landing on Eijiro. "Oh." 

"Truth or Dare?" 

"How about... Dare!" 

"Mm. 'Zashi, did Nezu make all of the vents up to his usual standard?" 
",,.You wouldn't." 


"If he was smaller, I absolutely would. He'd probably break them 
instead honestly... Kirishima-San, I dare you to write rock hard on 
your chest with permanent marker." 


"Bro." 


He's silently handled the marker, and within a minute he's standing 
up and shirtless, writing the kanji in front of a mirror. A sheepish 
grin is on his face when he comes back, still shirtless, grabbing the 
bottle and spinning it around. 


Manga. "Truth." 

"Have you ever tried to make a face out of kanji?" 

teh?" 

"Like the emoticons? Just a bunch of kanji to form expressions." 


The speech bubble face shudders and attempts to work it out. "... 


Nnnnnope." 

"Aw damnit. Your turn!" 

Mina. "Ooh, ooh, Dare!" 

"I dare you to let me touch your horns." 


",,.0h you sly fox. Sure!" She gestures dramatically. "Can't actually 
feel anything through 'em but they're not too durable. I have to trim 
'em or they get tangled with things!" 


Manga gently rubs the horns with a nod as the bottle spins. 
It lands on Oboro. "...Truth." 
"You're the guy that was in the U.S.J., right? The warper." 


"Yes and No. That's... complicated." Oboro taps his head. "There's two 
minds in here. I was... sleeping, for lack of a better word, and the 
other one was chained up by the guy that taught young To-" He sucks 
in a sharp breath. "...That taught Shigaraki. It wasn't a good time up 
here, but I'm working through it." 


Tetsutetsu pats his misty arm. "You got this, Bro. Therapy is hella 
manly." 


"Yeah!" Hanta and Eijiro both yell in agreement. 

",,.Heh." He spins the bottle, elation obvious even through the mist. 
Back to Manga. "Truth." 

"How do different languages work with your Quirk?" 

"The same." 

"Huh." 

Spins to Pony. "Uh... Truth?" 


"What are you doing with Doof-Sensei after class?" 


"Oh... um. Dr. Doofenshmirtz is helping me learn how to draw 
comics." 


Hizashi's eyes are as wide as dinner plates. "Wait, he's been what? 
How the hell does he have so much time?!" 


"Honestly, he's just terrifying." 


"Dr. Doofenshmirtz isn't scary, he's nice!" Pony frowns at Shinsou, 
slowly going through another slice of pizza. 


"Never said he's not nice. But I want to point out a few things. Have 
any of you noticed what's going on with Todoroki?" 


"Shinsou-San! You can't be-" 


"Talking about our classmates, yeah yeah, you'd be right if it wasn't 
something to be worried about. His hair's changing color. He's smiling 
more. It's as if his entire person has changed. And all of that's 
happened after he went to go see Doof-Sensei. And also hours after 
Endeavor went missing." 


".,.1 don't think he has the capacity to arrange a kidnapping of the 
Number Two Hero." Nirengeki rubs a hand against his fingers. "He's 
stupid smart, but he's not a Villain... right?" 


"PFFFT, Doof-San a Villain?! NAAAAAAAH, definitely not!" Hizashi 
was doing his best to hide his panic at the very likely possibility that 
Heinz just up and chose crime and/or violence a few days ago and 
did it without anyone noticing. "Buuut it's VERY late and you should 
all be going to bed. Come on Oboro!" 


"Uh-" 


"IT said come on!" 


--U.A-- 


{Friday, April 30th, 23XX - Sports Festival. } 


You groan slowly, stretching out in your bed and smacking your lips. 


Today's the whole Sports Festival thing that you were invited on to 
watch with other teachers and also the... announcer's box for the 
tournament portion. You're not really sure if you should do that, but 
you got all of two hours to figure that out. In the meanwhile you 
know that you invited Vanessa and she couldn't come, but Perry the 
Platypus and Charlene both could! 


Honestly, you're surprised she was even interested. Bit of a long shot 
invite, you know. Buuuut it DID work out and you're feelin' pretty 
good about it! 


You're gonna sit with her of course. But hey, no harm in showing 
what you're capable of behind the mic! 


What'll it be? — Voting closed — 33 voters 
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...yeah, you're probably going to be way more impressive in the 
announcer's booth than you would in the stands. 


With a sigh, you leave your room and quickly shower, then give 
Nezdu the Mink a call and let him know you're gonna be announcing 
- and then you hurry off to the actual arena. Which... you know, you 
never actually went to the arena in the bleachers. You went onto the 
field to install all sorts of stuff just a few days back, but now you get 
to see it all from a fancy new perspective! 


Though as you're heading in, you notice a lot of reporters there 
already. And one seems... weirdly familiar. 


Eh, you're sure it's coincidence. You've never met with the press here 
before, after all! 


The tunnels are nice and air conditioned, making sure you're no 
sweaty mess when you finally, and you mean finally, get up and into 
the bleachers and the booth in question. 


Yamada is already there. "Oh-! Hey Heinz!" 

"Hizashi-San! I uh, assume we're doing this together?" 

"You're my co-host?! You... uh... do know how to announce, right?" 
"Why would I agree to do something I can't do?" 


He gives you a look, then sighs. "You have no idea how many people 
come to my Agency saying that line, Heinz. C'mere, I got a list of all 
the student names sorted by year and class letter in those three 
binders. Stick to year one for now and familiarize yourself with all of 
them!" 


You sigh and take the binder for the first years, sighing and sitting in 
the wheely seat. "I was thinking that I could go see my Ex when she 
gets in, you know. Guess uh... I'll do that during break?" 


",,.Right, you married! Hard to think of it sometimes. You trying to 
get back with her?" 


"Yep! Been slow going though. Not that I blame her! We had some... 
rough times when I was still working out what I wanted to do with 
my life. But we've been seeing each other here and there and-and I 
think we're really getting somewhere again!" 


He pats your back. "Best of luck, man. But right now, you're gonna 
have to set her aside and give this your A-Game. Can you do that, 
Heinz?" 


"Absolutely." 


He grins wide. "Perfect!" 


--U.A-- 


[Izuku Midoriya - 1-A Student] 


He is a bundle of nerves. A glad bundle of nerves for sleeping in early, 
but a bundle of nerves nonetheless. Getting dressed in the lockers 
with only minutes before the Sports Festival starts is not going well for 
that bundle. In fact, it's like shaking a jar of angry bees and then 
throwing that nerve bundle in there. 


Long story short: He's about to have some serious Plus Ultra Anxiety. 
"Midoriya." 


He jumps, One For All incidentally coming on and making him hit his 
head on the ceiling. A few classmates snicker at the reaction, others 
looking on with concern. Todoroki has neither. "Objectively, I am 
stronger than you. Especially now." 


"Uh." Never mind, this is definitely no longer helping his nerves. 


"Todoroki, don't you think you should chill a little? This is just a 
festival, not a war!" 


"...If you said that a few days ago, I would have answered with 'I'm 
not here to make friends'. Now, though, let me tell you that this is 
how we show what we're made of. I'm going to go Plus Ultra. And if 
I'm not holding back... you cannot defeat me." 


"Haaaaah? The fuck kinda weak shit is that?! If you asked me that a 
few days ago - Fuckin' stupid goddamn mentality. You're here to win 
Peppermint, now fucking act like it so I can pummel you harder!" 


Todoroki ignores Bakugo and walks out the room, Izuku's incensed 
childhood... friend? chasing after him. 


"...] can't say I agree with Bakugo-San's words, but the underlying 
meaning I believe should be held by all of us. We're here to prove 
ourselves and give it our all. Plus Ultra!" Iida chops a hand 
aggressively in the air. 


"Plus Ultra!" 


Okay, so it's not so bad. 


"Now to hear a speech from the representative of our student body, with 
the highest overall score in the Entrance Exam... Izuku Midoriya!" 


Oh. Oh it's worse. 


His feet are lead weights as he trudges to the microphone, Midnight- 
Sensei gesturing to it with her whip. Why didn't anyone tell me about 
this?! 


Okay, okay, calm down, calm down, this can be done, I can talk to 
millions of people both in and out of the stadium. Why did I put it like 
that in my head, oh crap oh crap oh crap- I GOTTA SAY SOMETHING 
OR IT'S GONNA BE AWKWARD. 


"U-u-um. This... I-I-I'll be honest, I w-wasn't really expecting to talk 
in front of all of you today." Just... spit something out! "B-but..! The 
Sports Festival is an e-event where all of us, from Heroics to General 
Study, from Support to Business, where every single person here can 
show what they can do. Not all of us want to be Heroes. Not all of us 
expect to get far in these events. But that does not mean that we 
should not all give it our all! No, not just give it out all. Today is the 
day to Go Beyond!" 


"PLUS! ULTRA!" 


The crowd breaks out into cheers, and several other students look to 
Izuku in contemplation, shock, and surprise. 


"Now that, ladies and gentlemen, is a pledge! Why, I'm feeling real 
fired up just thinking about these youthful souls going at it with 
passion~!" 


"Midnight, keep it PG-13!" Was... was that Doof-Sensei?! 


"Ugh, you're just too conservative! Now, to see what event befalls 
these poor souls first!" 


A wheel comes out from the ground behind her, and with a wicked 
upwards kick it starts to spin. 


...Obstacle Course. "It looks like we have our first Event! First Years, 
please get into position as we prepare the course!" 


There's nothing more nerve-wracking than what he just did. He's 
confident. He's got this. 
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[Tooru Hagakure - 1-A Student] 


She takes a deep breath, centering herself and doing her best to 
ignore the loud cheers and conversations from the other students. She 
can do this. She did do it, even if only barely. She can do it here with 
the space and adrenaline that's already pumping through her. 


"HEEEEEY LISTENERS! Gentlemen, Ladies, Everyone Else, and a special 
mention to those who realized that's in the wrong order... GET READY!" 


It's far more quiet, now. The students around her get into position 
and tense. "GET SET!" 


She prepares what light she has saved through the wizardry science 
that is refractive indexes and - "STAAAAAAAART!" "MY EARS!" - She 
flashes it all out and runs. 


A literal flashbang gives her enough room to run out near the front of 
the pack, a leap helping dodge the sheet of freezing cold that sprouted 
out beneath her. Moment of truth. And instead of landing on the sheet 
of ice, she lands on a sheet of blinding light. 


"WHAT THE-?! IS THAT WHO I THINK IT IS?!" 


"Oh yeah, that! You're doing great Hagakure-San, just keep running and 


you won't stop!" 
She doesn''t. 


A bunch of students cry out in alarm as several panels of light flash 
out beneath her feet, blinding most around her and further back in 
the tunnel while she runs out and lands on the ground, light filtering 
through her for her to store as she needs it. 


Todoroki-San, Bakugo-San, and Ashido-San are all already catching 
up to her, but she's done what she needed to in order to get ahead of 
the majority. Her own athleticism can handle the rest past the start. 


"DINITIMTEEEEE!" Bakugo-San screams as he flies in the air, explosions 
popping aplenty. Something that would be his downfall if she fought 
him. 


"AND THEY'RE OFF! Also Doof-San, when the hell did you teach 
Hagakure-San to do that?!" 


"Eh, bit of a long story. Also not really, you know, focusing on the 
Obstacle Course?" 


"What's there to-" Tooru nearly misses the disguised hole in front of 
her, leaping over it in a panic. Ashida-San isn't so lucky, falling 
straight into one. "-Oh. Well folks, it looks like we've already found one 
of the-" A wall shoots up from the ground some distance ahead, 
dropping back down to show a small army of robots. "... That's not 
what was in my schedule." 


"I built those, I'd be surprised if there was a schedule to be following! 
Introducing the STICKY SITUATION! Inator. This army of robots has a 
nice selection of foams, both hardening and clinging, solely with the intent 
of bringing you all to a sudden STOP!" 


Tooru rips off her shirt and kicks off her shorts and shoes, running 
towards, then past them with nothing but her invisible undersuit on. 


Her feet were going to be so damn sore when she was done, but she's 
not taking any chances here. 


Behind her she can feel a frigid gust combine with blazing heat, a 


burst of wind making her stumble and recollect herself. After a few 
seconds, she keeps going without looking back. 


Another section of track with unsteady ground, but this time with it 
constantly shifting. Like a physical wave. 


Then there's a blur of green lightning blasting past her, and she forces 
herself to run. 


She's starting to lag behind with the extreme workout she's going 
through, but she keeps going. With two jumps and a roll, she gets 
through and manages to make it to the next challenge. A jungle. Hot, 
sweaty, and genuinely uncomfortable with monkey robots, and also 
with rough ground that she doesn't want to deal with. One look to 
the vines gives her a simple plan to deal with it: Invisible Tarzan. 


That works really well, actually; the invisibility lets her completely 
get around the robots throwing literal taser grenades and make it to... 
a minefield with robots with guns. 


"Doof-San, respectfully. WHAT DID YOU DO?!" 


"Oh relax, they shoot those concrete rounds that are used with practice 
guns in the range! Also maybe some other tricks." 


She tunes it out and focuses on what she sees. But not just in the 
visible spectrum; Doof-Sensei taught her that she should be able to 
see way more than that. 


And what she sees, beyond the dozen or so students ahead of her, is 
tripwire. 


From there, she's running like a bat out of hell, completely unseen by 
the robots and students alike before making it across and through the 
finish line. 


She got 17th place. 


[Mei Hatsume - 1-H Support Student] 


Who knew that having four extra cybernetic tentacle arms stapled to 
your back would make it way easier to place in an obstacle course? 
Not Mei, now 36th place! 


Still, that wasn't enough to get her some proper recognition. Nope, 
she needed to really get in the spotlight for this next one. 


So she ran over to the Green Bean with the One Million point band 
and yelled at him. "Oi, Million Green! My name is Hatsume Mei and I 
wanna be famous! Let's do this!" 


He snaps over to look at her, blinking owlishly before seeing the four 
mechanical arms coming out of her back, then snapping back to her 
eyes. Oh right, they're doing the zooming in and out thing. "...Th- 
those are prosthetics aren't they." 


"Yep! Chase did 'em." 


He opens and closes his mouth. "I don't want to know the legalities 
involved, but I do want to kn-know more about what you can d-do. 
Oh, and welcome aboard!" 


"Hell yeah! I got a collection of babies-" "B-babies-?!" "-that'll blow 
our competition away! Like my jetpack, my hoverboots, some bombs 
and things that shouldn't be bombs but are-" '"-uh-" "-and an extending 
staff and electroshock knives and-" "Hatsume-San?!" 


"Mei. Call me Mei! And what is it?" 


"I... I-I'm gonna see if I can get us one more member. But first... how 
much weight can you fly up and for how long?" 


"Hm. I'd say I can carry around 500 pounds for fifteen minutes. 
Why?" 


"So if I lower the maximum mass you have to lift, you can last longer 
in the air?" 


"Yeah, that's right." 


Million Green grins. "Okay, I got an idea. "Uraraka-San!" 


A girl with a bowl-cut of brown hair turns to look at the two. "Oh, 
hey Midori! Do you want another member?" 


"Yes please!" He snaps back to look at Mei. "M-M-Mei-San, this is my 
classmate Ochako Uraraka. She can cancel gravity... or at least that's 
what her Quirk description says..." 


He's already muttering to himself, and Mei know better than to break 
a fella out of their train of thought sooooooo... "I'm Mei Hatsume, 
soon to be CEO of Hatsume Industries! But just call me Mei." She 
offers a hand to her fellow body-built girl and gives a handshake as 
good as she got. 


"Midori already introduced me so... I guess he has a rough plan 
already?" 


"If I had to guess, we have enough combined points to completely 
skip the event by having you keep enough of the stuff weightless. 
That keeps us off the ground for most, if not all of the event, then we 
just deal with the exhausted remainder!" 


".,. That means I can't be a horse, ‘cause I'd be too sick to run around 
after holding things up that long. Is that okay with you?" 


"I got plenty of tricks up my sleeves, gravity lady! You just gotta do 
your part as long as you got juice in the tank, got it?!" 


"Y-yeah...! Plus Ultra!" 


"Great, glad we got that all squared away. Oi, Million Green, it's 
showtime!" 


She pats the boy on the shoulder, snapping him back into focus. "O-o- 
oh, right..! So the plan was to have Uraraka-San lighten... oh that's 
the plan you guys already put together isn't it." 


"Eh, mostly. You got anything in that head of yours for sky and 
ground defense?" 


He grins, and for a moment Mei is reminded that someone who 


knows how to make their enemies weep is cool as hell. 


--U.A-- 


You blink as you see the team composition being set into place. "... 
Huh. Okay, am I allowed to bet on Team Comps and who I think will 
win or lose?" 


"On air? No." Hizashi grins. "But off-air? Absolutely. I'm already 
getting texts from most of the professors on their thoughts. Who do 
you have in mind?" 


"Did you put your bet in yet?" 
reese 


You give him a look, and MAN when do you do that?! It's always 
someone else giving you a look, you know that look because it's 
making the guy wilt! "Okay okay I was planning to crib off of your 
guess!" 


",,.Really? Come on, have some independent thought!" 
"Oh fine, I'm putting it on Todoroki's team!" 


"Not a bad choice, gonna be honest with you. But... Nah, I say 
Midoriya's team. He's got a plan and I'm telling you he'll pull it off." 


"And not because Mei is on that team, that right?" 


You pinch the bridge of your nose, sighing all the while. "Look. She's 
terrifying in a lab. Outside of it, she's a socially science-focused 
student with a drive for being in the spotlight and basically nothing 
else. She's in that second category right now. Midoriya-San isn't 
stupid, and also the fact he comes to me on some days for lessons just 
means that I've actually seen what it looks like when he works his 
head through. Then there's Uraraka-San, who I STILL need to talk to 
about using her Quirk wrong... and honestly, I can tell you exactly 


how he's pulling it off." 


",,.Huh. Well we still got like five minutes but-" A knock at the door 
cuts off Hizashi's words. "Come in..? ..!" 


"Oh, hi Charlene! Glad to see you've come by! How's the show so 
far?" 


She walks over to you as you stand up, smile soft and hand patting 
your cheek. "Oh Heinz sweetheart, it's been lovely. Anything too 
stressful for you so far?" 


"Nah, not really. Mostly just sitting here and calling things out as I 
notice them. Should be a bit more exciting when we hit the point of 
bloodsports, though. That is what the tournament is, right Hizashi?" 


"Whuh." 


"Right! Glad I got that covered. Hasn't been too exciting yet, right? I 
know you don't like how your clients treat you sometimes so if it's a 
bit excessive-" 


"Heinz." You click your mouth shut. "Good boy. I'm really happy that 
you care so much about if I'm enjoying myself. And I am! But don't 
push yourself too far, okay?" 


You nod. "Yeah, I've, uh, been doing pretty well I think! I think I'm 
going to go on a few rants come the tournament bloodsports buuuuut 
right now I should be A-OK. Has Perry the Platypus been staying by 
your side?" 


"Of course he has! He's keeping both seats under lock and key until 
I'm back. Thanks for the VIP tickets, by the way." She winks and you 
feel your heart beat a little faster. 


"Uh, you too! Argh, no, I mean-!" She giggles at your embarrassment, 
smile wider. 


"It's okay, Heinz. I'll see you again later, okay?" 
"Sure! You know where to find me." 
"Buh bye." 


" 


..." Hizashi looks between you and the closed door. "What... Heinz, 


who was that?" 
"Oh, that was my ex!" 


" 


I... wha... abuh... what? You got... Fuck me I need a drink but we 
gotta announce-" 


"-AAAAAAAAAAAND WE ARE BACK PEOPLE! WE GOT OUR LOVELY 
COMPETITORS ALLLLLL TEAMED UP AND READY. TO. ROCK!" 


"I mean it'd be less rock and more roll 'cause of all the running you 
know?" 


Hizashi's gaze flicks over to match yours. "READY. TO. ROCK." 
You raise your hands in defense. "Alright, alright. Ready to rock!" 
"RIDERS AND HORSES, IN POSITION! WE START IN... FIVE!" 
"FOUR!" 

"THREE!" 

"TWO!" 

"ONE!" 

"STAAAAAAAAAAAARTO!" 


You covered your ears in advance and it still hurts... but eh, what can 
you do? 


"So! We have Team Midoriya already pulling off their grand plan of 
getting away from literally everything that can target them, 
something they clearly thought about when it came to point totals 
and mass versus lift! Meanwhile, Team Todoroki and Team Bakugo 
are already at each other's throats in an attempt to destroy each 
other's standings!" 


"Thaaaaaaaat's dead on, Doof! What we have here is a classic brawl 
and-what's that?!" There's a flash of light and shouts of panic from 


several students before you cackle in realization. 


"That's Team Shinsou, coming around with a classic surprise and 
snatchaway! Kick some butt!" 


You can see that silhouette of a girl on his shoulders, even where 
others can't. She figured out how to disguise the headbands! 


"Wuh oh, look out for team Mineta, coming in strong and-OH, there 
goes two headbands for poor Team Bakugo!" 


There's another flash and- "HAHAHAHAHAHA, TEAM MONOMA 
YOU CRAZY BUNCH! That's a Quirk from 2-A, how the heck did you 
get her to let you use it?!" 


"How did you-" "I taught those eight about their Quirks, don't you 
remember?! That Quirk in particular is extremely powerful!" Mikoto- 
San's EMF Control. When and how did he get her to let him use it? 
"Having that in conjunction with Kaminari-San in his lineup and 
Tetsutetsu-San as a Horse, he basically can catapult and call him back 
whenever he feels like it!" 


"You mean until his time limit's up, right?" 


"Well yeah, but I'm sure he's got some stupid crazy plans if that's his 
opener!" 


--U.A-- 


[Midoriya Izuku - 1-A Student] 
"How much longer do you have, Uraraka-San?!" 


".,.Like a m-minute or two... hrnk!" She forces the bile down, 
shuddering on his shoulder. 


"Mei-San-" "MEI." "-Mei, we're arming up now. As soon as we're done, 
s] 
drop the gravity!" 


"Looks like Team Midoriya's having some turbulence! Eh, Doof?" 


"Oh shut it, Hizashi. You're giving them too little credit for what they've 
managed. Oh, and FIVE MINUTES LEFT!" 


"What's the game plan when we hit the ground?" 

"The shock and awe plan, not the scorched earth plan." 

"Oh, they'll be shocked alright!" 

"R-ready?" 

Mei and Izuku nod to one another. "Ready!" 

"Dropping!" 

"AND THEY'RE IN A DEADFALL LADIES AND-" 

"BABY NUMBER 27: JUMP BOOTS!" "UTAH SMAAAAAASH!" 
"What was that about turbulence Hizashi?" 


The shockwave from the landing was enough for a near-sick Uraraka- 
San to snatch several headbands before Izuku grit his teeth and 
kicked back off into the skies. 


Mei was cackling and Izuku was observing the battlefield below. 
Right that second they still had most of their advantages, including 
enough headbands to rack up last-second points and still come out in 
the top teams for the tournament. "DEKUUUUU!" 


"Oh there he is. Mei?" 


The taser gun did its job to drop Kacchan, the little metal clip too 
small for him to see in time and leaving them free to drop at full 
force. 


Again and again, the rhythm repeated. Land, shockwave, airtime. 
Sometimes fighting back Kacchan, other times dodging Asui's tongue 
or sharp horns. 


But they make it as first place. 


Todoroki's team is second, and Kacchan's team is third. 


--U.A-- 


",,.S0! How much did I win in the bettings?" 
"About 40,000 Yen." 

"That's... 400 bucks USD, right?" 

"Yep." 


"WOOHOO!" 


Bronze Match 


[Shinsou Hitoshi - 1-A Student] 


Okay, so he's not up against anything too terrible for the first few 
fights. He can kick the shins of a support student, sue him he got here 
fair and square. Denki will ruin himself if he gets up to the next 
round, and Neito is over reliant on his Quirk. 


He is so fucked if he has to face Hagakure. Like, irrevocably fucked. 


Whatever happened with her these past few days has made her go 
from quiet chipper girl to vicious chipper girl. He approves in every 
way he can, he literally had his head between her legs already and 
can say she can crush his head like a melon and he'd thank her for it 
if not for his exhaustion at lifting the girl, but he's not nearly as 
approving when that viciousness is aimed his way. Still, that's 
semifinals and room to get 4th, or even 3rd. That's the best he can 
ask for honestly, and a damn sight better than he planned for. 


Then he sees his opponent and greatly reconsiders. 
",..You have metal tentacle arms on your back?" 


"Well, I had them installed but yeah! Say, you mind advertising for me 
a little bit?" Batshit insanity aside... 


He doesn't trust that. He doesn't trust that smile at all. "...Suuuuure, 
let's say I say yes." 


"THE FIRST FIGHT OF THE TOURNAMENT, MEI HATSUME VERSUS 
SHINSOU HITOSHI! IN THREE..." 


"How, exactly, do you expect me..." 
"TWO..." 

"...To help you with your advertising?" 
"ONE... !" 


That terrifying smile turns into a grin as the crowd shouts GO! "Well 
that's easy! First just-" And it instantly goes limp. 


"Out of bounds, get out of bounds, get the hell out of bounds I don't 
want to fight that-" 


he 


[Izuku Midoriya - 1-A Student] 


He's not quite sure what poor luck has him up against Todoroki-San, 
then Kacchan back to back - oh that's Monoma-San beating Kaminari- 
San, good job to him - but that means he knows exactly what to plan 
for. It's not like he has to do it with less than an estimated half an 
hour of time, nope! He just - "Hey, Midori, are you okay?" 


It takes him a second to steady his heartbeat, Uraraka-San coming to 
sit r-really close oh crap and look at him in concern. "I... I'm-I'm fine. 
Just... nervous." 


"I mean, over fighting Todoroki-Kun? You can kick his butt! Just keep 
warm and punch away at the ice. You said something about the little 
jolts heating your skin, right?" 


",,.Huh." Uraraka-San... she's not wrong but- "AND THE WIN GOES TO 
IIDA TENYA WITH THAT STUNNING KNEE FROM THE SKIES 
ABOVE!" 


Four more fights before his. He can do this. He just needs to work out 
a new move for his Quirk out of nowhere in what should be twenty- 
five minutes or less. Probably less. 


Piece of cake..? 


--U.A-- 


You grin as you see the next two coming onto the field post-repairs. 
"Next we have a match that'll stun you all silent! Tooru Hagakure, 
who's blinding smile shines like the Sun! And Hanta Sero, who's sure 
to drag anyone into a sticky situation! IN POSITION!" 


Hizashi blinks, but shrugs and lets you do the whole thing. "THREE!" 
You see her giving the booth a thumbs up. "TWO!" 
"ONE! GO!" 


Sero-San immediately uses his tape to pull in, the momentum of the 


arc enhancing his kicking power before-SHINE. 


A blinding light and a noise rings out before Sero-San is knocked 
back, and before he can recover Hagakure-San dive tackles him, then 
springs him out of bounds. He tries to use his tape to pull himself 
back in in time but his feet land just a little too soon. 


She hasn't gone fully visible yet, but you're sure she's holding that 
trick off until the finale. She doesn't even need it with all the cheering 
already going on! "AAAAND THE WINNER IS TOORU HAGAKURE 
WITH A SHINING FINISHER!" 


Hizashi mutes the microphone. "Heinz." 
"Yeah?" 

"Did you... teach her something?" 
"Who, Hagakure-San? Yeah, I did!" 


He sighs. "Well that explains that. Say, Doof, does your wife know 
about the whole... Villain thing?" 


"Oh, that? Of course she does! Do you think I'd do something so 
heartless like hide who I am from the love of my life?!" 


"No, no! I was just thinking that maybe you would be worried about 
how she might react if she knew and-" 


You wave away such silly concerns immediately. "Naaaah, we talked 
about that on the first date! Though that was after the bar fight where 
we first met and she and two other people got into a bit of a uh... 
shootout. Weird time all around, she was dressed like a-" You pause. 
"You know, that's probably too much information, isn't it? Anyway 
great woman, she does real estate!" 


"Oh." 
"I know right?! That's how I reacted when I saw it firsthand!" 


He takes a moment to collect himself, then unmutes the microphone. 
"Next up, Kosei Tsuburaba versus Eijiro Kirishima!" 


Ie 


[Eijiro Kirishima - 1-A Student] 


His fist slammed into the air wall that formed, cracking it in one 
quick punch before punching again, rapidly gaining ground against 
his fellow Hero in Training. 


Tsuburaba-San backpedals in an effort to keep him away but it's 
simply not enough. Eijiro kicks off the ground and hits him squarely in 
the chest, taking the air out of him before tossing him out of the 
arena with a roar of triumph. 


At the cries and shouts of the crowd and the yelling of Mic-Sensei, he 
walks off and towards Tsuburaba-San and offers him a hand. "Sorry 
about being so rough, dude." 


"It's okay! You gave it your all man, I can't be angry about that!" 


He takes the hand and the two pull into a hug. MANLY. 


--U.A-- 


[Ochako Uraraka - 1-A Student] 


She sucks in a breath, lets it back out, then walks out onto the arena 
to face Tetsutetsu. 


"I love that look on your face. So pumped!" She could understand the 
mix of grin and sneer, not malicious but excited. "Let's give this our 
all, right?!" 


"Right!" 


He's slapped and grappled out of the arena within ten seconds. 


--U.A-- 


[Yagi Toshinori - All Might] 
He watched the repairs and preparations in quiet contemplation. 


In truth, he... hadn't been the best at teaching Young Midoriya the 
ins and outs of One for All. He wasn't hurting himself with the Quirk, 
yes, but that was due to his own realization that he put to a single 
sentence Yagi had said while panicking over the boy's injuries, not 
something that was... educational. 


The boy's struggle to regulate the power was something that came 
naturally to Yagi. Not so much to Izuku, who kept breaking gym 
equipment by accident and failing to pull punches in the instances 
where hand-to-hand combat were practiced or used in class. He'd 
recommend... Gran to the boy as soon as he came back for classes, 
but wouldn't force him into it unless he truly thought he needed it. 
Young Midoriya was bright; surely he understood himself well 
enough to know if he could learn to control it on his lonesome? 


"FOR THE SIXTH MATCH, WE HAVE THE FROST AND THE 
THUNDER! ON ONE END, WE HAVE THE FRIGID SHOUTO 
TODOROKI! ON THE OTHER END, WE HAVE THE SMASHMEISTER 
HIMSELF IZUKU MIDORIYA!" 


"You know this is really sounding like the WWE-" 
"SILENCE, COHOST! IN POSITION!" 

"THREE!" 

"TWO!" 


"ONE!" 


"GO!" 


Like a baleful comet, Young Midoriya leaps into the air and dodges 
that absolutely incredible glacier that Young Todoroki makes, the 
ground slick with frost and spikes that left his successor little room to 
maneuver. 


He flips over and aims his back at the ice, lightning flaring across his 
body. "NEW HAMPSHIRE... SMAAAAASH!" A pair of fists shoot into 
the sky, the backblast flinging him faster and faster until - "INVERSE 
NEBRASKA SMAAAAASH!" 


The glacier is drilled into by the aggressive twist in Young Midoriya's 
punch, shattering it in one go before Yagi notices the price he had to 
pay to manage the blow. 


"A broken arm's never hurt anybody too bad before! You got another arm 
kid, knock him out on his butt!" 


"Heinz!" 


"What?! I'm serious! You know how many times I've seen people lose limbs 
or worse? It's pretty darn high, I'll have you know!" 


Before he can land to chase Young Todoroki, another glacier of ice 
shoots up and encases him. One second passes... then another. 


Midnight opens her mouth before a CRACK rings out. 


The glacier was glowing and breaking apart, toxic green lightning 
shattering the frigid ice and leaving a shaking, harsh-breathing boy in 
its place. 


Who's then swamped by ice. Again. 


He keeps trying, keeps pushing to try and reach Young Todoroki, but 
he's simply unprepared for the sheer force thrown his way - not to 
mention the cold mixed with the pain of a broken arm..! 


"He should stop already, honestly. I know he must have something to 


prove, but..." Yagi snaps his head over to the woman sitting some 
seats away from him in the VIP box, tinted glasses in one gloved 
hand and chin in the other. "...he shouldn't have to go so far as to 
self-harm to do it." 


The crowd seemed to agree, quiet and waiting for the two forces of 
nature to stop. 


But Young Midoriya reared back his other arm and a foot. Yagi 
jumped to his feet. "No." 


"SMASH!" 


"Maybe not proving something, but instead proving his power to 
someone? Whoever it is should have a serious talk with him if they 
care about the boy's wellbeing. Victory isn't worth that." 


The shattered field paled in comparison to the shattered body of 
Young Midoriya. He would likely not be awake to fight in the next 
round... which means his efforts would be for nothing. 


He could feel the phantom presence of blood from his once-ruined 
lungs before realizing that was bile. 


--U.A-- 


[Bakugo Katsuki - 1-A Student] 


"...While Izuku Midoriya has won, he is Unable to continue! In other 
words, whoever wins the next match skips to the semifinals!" 


"FUCK!" He's been sitting in the goddamn lobby waiting, just waiting 
until his damn match. And now the entire fucking POINT of all of this 
is ruined. At the very least, he has three other matches to pummel 
into the ground on his own time... but it won't be the same. God 
fucking damnit, it won't be the fucking SAME. These fucks aren't the 
top of the class, not like the two idiots that took each other out like 
shitheeled morons, and it won't be nearly as worth it. 


He was robbed of earning first place the Right way. 


Thoroughly destroying cannon chick was no balm, especially when 
the crowd didn't shut the fuck up- "HEY, IDIOTS IN THE CROWD 
BOOING! SHUT IT." 


"Doof, what-" "OH no no no, I'm finishing this! Are you guys mentally 
unsound or something?! These fights are literally meant to be the students 
giving their all and pushing themselves to the limit. Plus Ultra, you know 
the motto of this place! You can't turn around and complain that it's too 
far or too brutal because the opponent is a girl, that's stupid and sexist! If 
you want a fight like that, shut up and get out to go buy some DVDs all 
about-!" 


"OKAY THAT'S ENOUGH OF THAT, FIGHT'S OVER, COME ON DOOF!" 


...Fuck, he actually has his back doesn't he. 
Fuck. Fuck! 


Katsuki picks up the unconscious Ponytail and walks her to the 
infirmary, glaring at the girl's burnt clothes and skin and bruises from 
the impacts. His knuckles ached a little, but if anything she had it far 
fucking worse. As she should, she was weak and unable to win... I'm 
not fucking supposed to think about people like that. Fuck. 


As she should, because he... worked harder. 


He put his all into this and she fucked up with getting her shit 
together. Fucking Ponytail. 


...Shit, he busted her hairband. His old hag would kill his ass if he 
didn't fix that, ponytails fucking suck to put together and she won't 
want to do it when she gets the hell up. 


He puts her on the empty bed, Recovery Girl quick to come over and 
look at Ponytail with a shake of her head. "Oi. Got an extra 
hairband?" 


"Why? " 


Katsuki clicks his tongue, then points to the girl. "Ponytail here 


doesn't have hers anymore." 


",,.Fair enough. I'll fix it up for her. You, however, have to get out to 
make sure you don't disturb the other patients." 


"Fine." He turns and stomps out, only glancing to see... Izuku's stupid 
fucking injuries. 


Dumbass. 


Bronze Match 


--U.A-- 


[Shinsou Hitoshi - 1-A Student] 


He sighed as he faced the cocky asshat opposite of him, watching as 
they postured and grinned and got over their stupid shit while the 
announcers got ready. 


"FOR THE FIRST MATCH OF ROUND TWO, WE HAVE SHINSOU 
HITOSHI... VERSUS NEITO MONOMA! IN POSITION!" 


"THREE!" 
"TWO!" 
"ONE!" 


"You're a real cocky bastard, you know that?" 


"GO!" 
"Why wouldn't I be?" He turns to metal before freezing up. 


"Out of Bounds, blondie." 


Se 


[Tooru Hagakure - 1-A Student] 


She already knows what he's going to do; she saw it in the advert 
replays when he kneed Mina right out of the arena. And unlike Mina, 
she had the perfect counter to take him down and out. 


As soon as the fight starts, her shirt's being torn in half and tossed 
aside, followed by her shorts. Iida was already sputtering, distracted 
enough that her shoes coming off gives her the perfect chance to go 
completely invisible in front of him. 


Doof-Sensei is already cackling as she approaches her classmate, the 
boy sticking to the middle to try and get out of the way of any 
oncoming attack. 


All she has to do is stand behind him and blast him back and into the 
air, then grab and swing him right out of bounds. 


--U.A-- 


[Ochako Uraraka - 1-A Student] 
",,.You two really are identical." 


Kirishima sighs as he floats in the air and out of bounds. "Can you 
blame me? He's so damn manly." 


"Yeah but that's a bit much. How will you both stand out if you act 
the same?" 


"I mean... we can be part of a team..?" 
"For some reason I don't think that'll cut it." 


",,.Okay maybe you have a point, but have you seen him? Total Bro 
material." 


She's not going to touch that with a ten meter pole. 


--U.A-- 


[Hitoshi Shinsou - 1-A Student] 
",.So." 
"Sol" 


They had a bit of time before their match started. "I'm probably going 
into loser's bracket for third... but honestly, I think I did pretty well. 
Wouldn't mind going a step further if I get through you buuuut... I'm 
alright with what I've proven. I think. So long as I don't fuck up and 
get fourth." 


"Well I'm still gunning for first. I'm gonna kick Bakugo in the ass!" 


"You know, I genuinely believe that and all but like... don't go easy 
on me either? If I'm going down, I want to go down because you 
didn't hold back, not because you toyed with me." 


She giggles. "Well, it was your plan to do the two-person team and 
use my little flashbangs to get those bands. And you actually, you 
know, weren't a dick." 


"Eh, fair to assume. But I'm not going to kick someone else down to 
raise myself up." 


"And props for that! ...Say, no hard feelings, right?" 


"Nah. You got this far fair and square, and so have I. Why do you 
ask?" 


"...I'm no good at this! Ugh... wanna go, I don't know, to a cafe or 
something after this?" 


Oh! Oh. "Okay so I don't want to misunderstand this, do you mean 
this as a celebratory thing or because we've gone from working 
together and classmates to something more? Asking because we might 
be moving too fast if it's the second one. Not that I'm not interested, I 
am, but uh... neither of us have any experience in it?" 


"Well-" "IT'S TIME FOR THE SEMI. FINALLLLS!" "-Crap." 
"We'll talk later! After you kick my ass." 


She snorts but shuts up as the two announcers do their thing... 


He lasts a minute before she shoves him out of bounds. 


--U.A-- 


[Katsuki Bakugo - 1-A Student] 


He doesn't care about whatever the hell they say beyond the Go, 
blasting forward with a wild haymaker to hit Round Cheeks in the 
face - he misses by a hair, blasting the ground before flipping around 
to beat her down. 


Slight misses don't matter because he can wear her down. The clever 
play with her jacket is nothing but a stall. He can and will destroy 
her. Not because it's his right. Because he's fought harder. Because 
he's spent more blood, sweat, and tears. 


He's earning this. Not some stupid power given to him by the Number 
One, not some nobody given purpose. He did this. 


She stops running, slapping her hands together. He can't hear it, 
blood pounding in his ears far too loud to let him, but he knows that 
pose and snaps up to see the rubble falling. 


His arms snap together and a feral grin comes on his face. 
"HOWITZER IMPACT!" 


The creaking of his bones, the pain flaring through him, the 
exhaustion and the burning anger all stoke his battlelust higher. He 
feels fucking great, even though he's nearly spent. 


Round Cheeks looks on with a face that makes him want to laugh 
with glee, the determination and goddamn drive on it something he 
never gets to see. "COME ON!" 


She runs in for swing after swing, not sloppy but not trained. Enough 
for him to have to press and push himself to take her down, explosion 
use dropping out to keep his arms from overexertion and forcing him 
to use his actual physical fitness to force her back. 


It's exactly the fight he wanted, in a way. 


She loses, but she's earned being called Ochako Uraraka from him. 
Not Round Cheeks. 


Again, he drags someone off to the infirmary, himself included. But 
this time, the anger's mostly gone, spent. 


Invisibitch better be just as good a fight. 


--U.A-- 


[Tooru Hagakure - 1-A Student] 


This is her big moment. Her big reveal. The crown of the tournament, 


of her Sports Festival win. But she couldn't help the shaking in her 
limbs as she took in the fact that this was the end. 


She didn't trust herself to talk before Mic-Sensei and Doof-Sensei 
started their spiels. 


"ON ONE END, WE HAVE THE STAR OF OUR EYES IN THE SKIES, 
TOORU HAGAKURE! ON THE OTHER END, WE HAVE OUR 
RESIDENT GROUND ZERO HERE TO BLOW US ALL AWAY, KATSUKI 
BAKUGO!" 


"Oh my God it IS WWE-DON'T YOU SILENCE ME YOU KNOW I'M 
RIGHT! YOU TWO, INTO POSITION!" 


"Hey, that's my line!" "Not anymore Hizashi! GET READY! IN THREE..." 
"TWO..." 

"ONE..!" 

"GO!" "DIE!" 

"No thanks, living is nicer. SOLAR FLARE!" 


The bright light stuns him long enough for her to yet again rip off her 
shirt. She needed as much light being pulled in as possible to make it 
work on the scale she wanted it, so maximum surface area like Doof- 
Sensei taught her is key. 


She can barely duck and weave the first two swipes, the followup 
kick getting her good in the gut and nearly giving him the chance to 
blow her up. 


At the snap of her fingers she shoots a beam out and into his hair, 
setting it on fire. That gives her enough time to collect herself and 
charge up the actual beam. 


He recovers too fast for that plan, nearly knocking her out cold with 
an open-palmed bomb that instead cratered the ground. Gonna have 
to improvise! 


So she kicks him hard as he shoves off the ground, but with him 


already becoming familiar with her tricks he just uses his explosions 
to right himself and go airborne. 


This'll be close..! 


Tooru can hear the crowd shouting in surprise as she becomes visible, 
her face and bodysuit no longer hiding her head, her body, her 
anything. 


"HOWITZER IMPACT!" 
"PHOTON CANNON!" 


The explosion fuels her beam further as it fires out and through the 
explosive wave, hitting her opponent head-on and flinging him out of 
the arena as she fires it off, light flying off into the sky above and 
parting the clouds in turn. 


All the while, Doof-Sensei was cackling on the microphone as the 
spots were blinked out of onlooker's eyes and the light level balanced. 


She cried, smiling all the while. 


= Ue 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A.] 


Were there no other things to spend his current time on, perhaps he'd 
be cackling about the goings-on of the Sports Festival's First Years, or 
maybe what has yet to be for the Second and Third Years. 
Unfortunately, he wasn't nearly as lucky. 


Because there were two different 'Curious'es. 


The fact that was even possible meant there was something very odd 
going on that raised Nezu's hackles no small amount just thinking 


about. The MLA was being... incredibly proactive in acting like she 
was still real as an investigative reporter and journalist despite no 
longer being a person by any legal definition and very much not 
where she was in front of the arena. 


He had two sets of cameras to prove that much. 


Which meant this was some kind of backup option. How they even 
had that raised questions in and of themselves. Was it some kind of 
identity control Quirk? A transformative one that required long-term 
training to mimic another person? A doppelganger Quirk based on 
DNA? 


The World Heroes' Organization might know a thing or two about it, 
but getting that part of his field of contacts involved might lead to far 
more trouble than the information itself is worth... The real Curious 
had no idea who the fake is after all. 


The behavior was identical, however. Not a single flaw or discrepancy 
versus her traditional mannerisms shown in past recordings and... 
that's it. 


They're mimicking past recordings. Very, very well. The fact that it 
seemed to be all they needed was... interesting. Very, very 
interesting, yes, but not an answer to the who, or if there is a who. 
Personality is malleable for those who never act as themselves, and is 
likely far more shallow than it would be otherwise. 


A Quirk like that would be in Japan's database and marked with 
several flags of notice, so it's likely from someone who isn't from 
Japan. 


That complicates things. 


Which group would support the MLA, and why? It wasn't someone 
standalone, that much is incredibly obvious. But that didn't answer 
the question of who and why. 


His best guess would be a cult of some kind, though most of those 
were doomsday oriented or tied to weaponized Quirks. The latter 
would fit, but only when it came in to ties with... the Singularity 


Theory. 


The person masquerading as Curious is doing so as a part of a hyper- 
extremist religious oriented towards the Quirk Singularity bringing 
about a true apocalypse. It made the most sense given the options of 
feasible assistance the movement could get on a short notice from 
groups outside of Japan; the extremists would be the only ones 
jumping on board immediately, and the MLA would want a group 
that either has incredibly powerful Quirks or one that believes in 
their power of followup generations. That left some options still, 
though the closest would be the Slovakian and Romanian group 
known as The Trinity. 


Not quite Christian, the cult is in association with the idea that the 
Mother of Quirks was not only a different woman, but was also the 
sign of end times, and in fact had two children - both daughters, 
neither sons. All claiming the end times would come for mankind 
through the constant ramping of power, a claim to pray to the 
Mother for pure wishes or be permanently warped... The various 
connections to body malleability in the 'faith' seemed to match fairly 
well, too. 


An extremist sub-sect of the MLA oriented towards apocalypse 
instead of superiority. The future over the present. 


Great. 


He glances to the monitor playing the medal ceremony, blinking in 
surprise as he sees Tooru Hagakure in first, Katsuki Bakugo in second 
and not ranting and raving, and Shinsou Hitoshi in Third. 


Later, he'll surely watch it all back. Right now, he had a few calls to 
make an a possible cult to scour from Japan. Again. 


--U.A-- 


[Charlene. ] 


She idly watches her Ex cheering, his grin wide as he runs out of the 
booth and shouts loud and clear. 


God, that smile. 


Perry seemed just as relieved to see how Heinz was adjusting here, 
even if it wasn't the most... traditional of universes. Not bad, far from 
it, but still a place that left her concerned over the younger man's 
wellbeing. 


Heinz always acted to innocent. Or, excuse her, that sounds wrong. He 
always acted so childish. In the sense of always finding wonder in 
things, amazement never fading from him when he sees some things. 
The way his eyes shine when he talks about what he enjoys, when he 
talks to someone he likes. It's subtle, but it's there. 


And he's suffered so, so much. If she was in his shoes, there wouldn't 
be a Drusselstein. She went through the song and dance with a 
terrible father, went through the whole 'cursed lineage’ thing he has 
going on in her own trials and tribulations. And despite that, or in 
spite of that, he'd been hanging on to that innocence by a thread. 


He's growing back into it here, the bitterness that threatened to 
overtake him in Danville receding. He's happier, like he was when she 
first met him at that barfight. And Charlene... she's happy for him, 
too. That he's found a better mental equilibrium. That he's no longer 
hiding a scowl when they talk because he's stirring his life troubles in 
his head. 


But she's so, so, so very scared for him. 


She's scared there may be no going back if something causes him to 
backslide again. And this universe has so many things that can do that 
to him. So many ways for him to sink into that spite and anger 
beyond the pettiness he limits himself to. 


He can be a terrible person - worse, a Monster. And the idea of Heinz 
having to go through to that line again and take the next step is almost 
as emotionally painful as it is to remember how things used to be 
between them. 


She can at least slowly close the second wound... so long as he keeps 
taking care of himself. 


--U.A-- 


[Olivia White - 2-A Student] 
The past hour has been... well, honestly, it's been a lot. 


Misaka had to be held back from chokeslamming the freshman that 
used her Quirk without permission, but Hajime led him off by the 
wrist before that could get worse. He came back a good fifteen 
minutes later, clothes ruffled and grin wide. 


Then... some of their old classmates joined them in waiting. 


There were only six left in U.A., leaving the class total at 14 if they 
had kept together. The others... she didn't know what happened to 
them. But even then, the meetup of the six with the eight wasn't nice. 


Kana had been in a shouting match with Fuwa since she came in, 
though it's less of a shouting match and more of Kana being the only 
one shouting. 


"Why the fuck did you leave?! We were all given the chance to come 
back, you had that chance!" 


It didn't start like that, but the tense silence and massive number of 
implied questions behind why did you not come back left the six 
separate from their primary General Studies or Support Course bodies 
and quietly trying to work things out with their previous classmates. 


Saeka, always teary eyed, kept her ears covered as the yelling ramped 
up. She still made the habitual halo from them, and it wasn't like 
Olivia was going to get wet when she's literal mist. 


Jackson was manhandling Yasuo, the two hyperactive boys playing 
around with laughs and sad smiles. The heat of his breath left slight 


red patches on her classmate's skin, but he didn't seem to mind. 


Fujioka was just sitting with Hajime, flirting back and forth like old 
times. Both were red in the face, but their wide grins and shining 
eyes told a different story. 


Taneda didn't talk to any of them, sitting and scribbling on a tablet 
with a nervous energy to her. Olivia never forgot the girl's tendency 
to second-guess herself. 


And Sunada... he was just as quiet as he used to be. It hurt that, in a 
way, Olivia thought he would join back to Heroics, too - but he went 
into Support with Fujioka. Was that not supposed to hurt? 


"Im warning you, even if we may or may not want to come back on our 
own terms, even if we don't give a damn anymore... we won't hold back." 


Was losing a friend because of conditions out of their control 
supposed to be okay? 


"What he means to say is that we want you guys to give it your all out 
there! Don't think we're some weak trash because you got a few months of 
extra workout." 


Was that supposed to be okay? Was all of this fighting and breakup 
supposed to be normal? 


It bothered her that she couldn't say yes. 


"AAAAAND COMING IN NOW ARE THE SEEEEECOND 
YEEAAAAAARS!" 


Saeka freezes up in Olivia's arms before shooting up with a rambling 
apology, the halo shuddering and spilling on the ground as the girl 


hurries back to Gen Ed. 


I won't hold back either. But please, I just want to be friends again. 


Someone from Gen-Ed with the highest grade of the second years did 
the speech, but honestly Olivia wasn't listening all too much to it. Her 
focus was more on the side-eyes the second years kept giving each 
other. 


It made her nervous, all the emotions not helping her keep together. 
Combined with not using her suit for the events, her usual ability to 
be at least confident in her and her dad's shared work was 
nonexistent. 


She shook her nervousness away and focused on the training she had. 


The first event is King of the Hill. Which would have been normal... 
Except that Dr. Doofenshmirtz worked on it. 


Nearly two hundred and fifty kids duked it out over shifting terrain 
and platforms, teamups and truces, with islands of serenity amidst 
the chaos. 


Then the platforms would start kicking people off of them. Literally, 
too; big work boots hitting people right in the butt and making them 
fall into the chaos below. Olivia was... safer than most from that. A 
body of mist made it easier to keep herself together and keep from 
getting flung off, albeit not without making her stomach want to flip 
inside-out. 


Two students worked together to temporarily magnetize to the 


springs connecting to a boot, which worked wonders for them until 
the position stopped giving them points and they had to scramble to 
pull away. 


She managed to snag 14th place. 


After that was capture the flag. With twelve teams of four. 


She didn't make it any further. 


--U.A-- 


[Kana Ichinose - 2-A Student] 
She was going to beat the goddamn answers out of her. 
The tournament didn't matter. The victory would not matter. 


Mawata Fuwa made it personal. 


"FOR THE FIRST FIGHT OF THE TOURNAMENT, WE HAVE THE 
TEMPRAMENTAL KANA ICHINOSE OF 2-A VERSUS THE DAYMAN-" 
"AAAAAA~!" "-AKIHIKO IMARI!" 


A small whirlwind made through temperature differential had the 
boy tossed out of the arena within seconds. 


"AND WITH A BLISTERINGLY-FAST TOSSOUT! WHAT A SHOW!" 


"WE HAVE THE ATOMICALLY-HOT MOUTHED JACKSON TINSLEY 
VERSUS THE WEATHER-BRINGER KANA ICHINOSE!" 


"Wha? Atomically-Hot? Why the hyphen? Scratch that, what the heck 
does atomic heat mean?!" 


"Shhhhhh sshhh shh sh. You hear that Heinz?" 
"Hear what?" 
"The lack of my own braincells, right there. ANYWAY GET READY!" 


Neon green eyes peered into her own, the ginger boy's grin feral and 
breath smoking. "It'll be like old times, Kan-kan." 


"Don't." 
"What, still bitter over the fact we made our own life choices?" 


Kana snarls as the countdown ticks away, temper high and focus 
sharpened. 


He lasts longer than the last one. 


"FOR THE FIRST MATCH OF THE SEMIFINALS, WE HAVE KANA 
ICHINOSE, WITH A FORECAST OF DOOM AND GLOOM FOR HER 
FOES! VERSUS! FUJIOKA MITSUE, THE GIRL WHO'S GLARE WILL 
LEAVE THE MOST BOLD OF MEN ASHEN!" 


"Eh, I've seen doom and gloom. She honestly looks more distraught than 
anything. And really? THAT is what you call a glare? Come on Hizashi, 
we need better material here!" 


Fuji only adjusts her shades. 


She used to always spar with her, the girl's eye lasers a very fast and 
effective practice in how to dodge. The range will be a challenge, 
but... 


Kana has a stake in this. 


Almost five minutes later, the combination of her broken glasses and 
Kana's aggression has Fuji out of bounds. 


And Fuji... she's smiling. 
"Why?!" 


",,.Did you know I learned that I never really wanted to be a Hero? 
Like, we went in to it, all of us, and we all had our motives. Mine 
wasn't to risk my life and limb, we both know that." 


It was money. "But-" 


"But nothing, Ichinose-San. Support lets me do the right thing while 
safely making money for those I love. None of the pressure. None of 
the struggle. I can use the studying I've spent on my Quirk to make 
things for people with similar problems. One of your Juniors has 
something similar to my need for these." She taps the broken Support 
Gear that made her sunglasses. "I think fixing a better one for him is 
Heroic enough for a paycheck to help my parents and siblings. Don't 
you?" 


The bots take her away. 


She doesn't even wait for the announcers when she sees Fuwa on the 
other end of the arena. "OI, ERIS!" 


"ANSWER ME, DAMNIT!" 

".,.Don't call me that, Kan-kan. Please." 

"WE HAD A PLAN! What happened to that?!" 
Those grey eyes and star-pupils stare into Kana. 


Mawata Fuwa was, once upon a time, a close friend. A fellow 


recommended student, even. She helped Kana when she struggled, 
when her uncle and aunt died to Muscular's horrible acts. They made 
a quiet promise to one another - that they would face the world 
together. 


Then Kana was alone from her in Heroics, Fuwa never speaking of it 
again. Barely saying a word to Kana. 


"I'm sorry." 


"| DON'T WANT AN APOLOGY, I WANT TO KNOW WHAT 
HAPPENED TO MY FRIEND!" 


"GO!" 


Her Quirk messed with natural decay and the inverse, which meant 
she was being hard countered by virtue of Fuwa's Quirk being able to 
enforce energy equilibrium. 


Kana reaches out to try and force Fuwa to waste effort on the chaotic 
changes in temperature - Wait, what is she..? 


With a sad smile, she walks backwards and out of bounds. 


"IN A SHOCKING TURN OF EVENTS, MAWATA FUWA WILLINGLY 
WALKS OUT OF BOUNDS! THE WINNER OF THE SECOND YEAR 
TOURNAMENT IS KANA ICHINOSE OF 2-A!" 


"No. No!" She doesn't hesitate to run after Fuwa, feet pounding 
against the concrete. "Why?!" 


Midnight tries to restrain her with the whip, but with a tuck and roll 
it misses her by inches. "You promised me!" 


She can't dodge the second whip. 


he 


",,.What's uh... what's the history between those two?" 


Hizashi looks over at you. "Well, they came in as recommendations 
together. Mawata-San didn't actually want to be a Hero, but her 
family was known for it and demanded she go through with it 
anyway. We were asked to never tell the family that she was offered 
a second chance." 


Oh. "Well... that's pretty bad. And what, she didn't tell her 
frrrriiiend? Ex? I'm assuming friend, 'cause why else would she care 
that much for that long? People don't just pine for years without 
talking, right?" 


He chokes on his drink for a couple of seconds. 


You pat him on the back as he gets himself back together. "... Yes. Yes 
they do." 


"Still not gonna assume for them! Anyway, the two never really... 
you know, made up. That sounds like something they should really 
get a lid on. Cause that can't be healthy." 


He shrugs. "What can you even do? It's up to them to make up, Heinz. 
I can't, say, make you and your ex make up, can I?" Hizashi freezes 
up. "Shit, that might be too extreme an example, sorry!" 


"Eeehhhh, nah. You aren't the first guy to say that outright. But, eh, 
I'd love to. Honestly! But I know she didn't like where I was earlier 
and we had our differences... and we talked it all out like adults! It's 
different is the point I'm getting at. That out there is two ex-friends 
duking it out because of status and stupid parents. This is two adults 
who talked through their differences and are in the process of 
working it out. Not really tomato and tomato and more apples and 
potatoes. Both can technically be used in a salad but they're very 
different salads!" 


",,.What does cooking have to do with any of this?" 


... Huh. 


{~Forty Minutes Later} 


"Yeah but it's fruit, what does food have to do with the emotional 
complexities of relationships and their failings and successes?!" 


"It's a METAPHOR, for God's sake! Literally just that! There's no 
deeper meaning, it's meant to convey literary comparisons - ugh, you- 
you're literally an English teacher, how do you not know what those 
are?!" 


"I teach PRACTICAL English, not Cementoss's Literature class!" 


Your fist slams into the countertop. "Okay first off don't you diss 
Cementoss. Do you know how much work he's being put through??? 
All of those arenas, built and rebuilt and - look, you want to go play 
janitor down there?! Be my guest! Then second, second, literature is 
deep and meaningful! You just don't have the skill or practice to 
properly see that!" 


He laughs. He laughs! The audacity! "Oh, I see it alright! I just don't 
see the use for food metaphors when you have so many other 
options!" 


"You can't use card game comparisons because anyone a generation 
younger than you has no idea what the heck you're talking about! 
You have literally no clue what Yu Gi Oh or Magic the Gathering is, 
but I was born and raised when those games were all the rage!" 


His face is scrunched up. "Okay, but those sound very nerdy. No 
offense to you, but I don't think anyone knows what those are to 
begin with. On the other hand, everyone knows what Dos is!" 


"YOU CALL UNO DOS?!" 
".,.What's Uno?" 


That is a crime against all things Evil. "No no no no no, you do not 
get to tell me that you have Dos and not UNO!" 


"Technically there's also Tres but-" 


"SHUT." 


"Oookay shutting up!" 


You take several calming breaths. "...You have Dos and Tres, but no 
Uno? Ugh, what's the world come to?!" 


He blinks as he checks the clock. "It comes to us skipping through 
everything going on and starting up with the Third Years." 


"I'm just happy that two of my students placed in the top three 
honestly." 


"Because your little monsters figuring out crazy moves with their 
Quirks is something to cheer?" 


"Eh, that and because they could use morale boosts. Also, Hajime just 
applied himself really well." 


Hizashi gives you a look. "He spun his body hard enough to bean a 
person in the face with a sneaker." 


"Yeah, applied himself!" 
"Heinz, he knocked them out in one shoe." 
"Yep." 


"...You know what? I'll let you have that victory. Ahem. 
LAAAAAAAADIEEEES AAAAAAAND GENTLEMEEEEEN! IT'S TIME 
FOR THE THIRD YEARS SPOOOOOOOORTS FESTIVAAAAAAAL!" 


You kick back and watch as a boy absolutely butchers his speech with 
a thump to your own heart. You feel for him, but he's also the top 
grade and a Hero student. Not to mention the fact he seems ready just 
bolt right out of there from embarrassment alone... but eh, he'll 
either go bad on the first event or completely steamroll. "I put five 
hundred thousand on the anxiety kid." 


Hizashi sputters. "F-five hundre-?! Heinz, do you have any idea who he 
even is?" 


"Nope. But I know that kinda headspace. He's got this in the bag!" 


"Hmmmmm. Two hundred thousand on Togata-San. No way you get 
this bet!" 


You shrug and lean back. "I made all of that money from the betting 
pools so far. If I'm wrong I leave with just as much as I came in. No 
need to worry for me!" 


He looks between you, the screens, and his phone where bets are 
streaming from the various primary staff. "...okay so I thought I 
made a calculated risk? I think I just suck at math." 


"Math? You're using math for this? What are you a nerd?" 


"Says the man in a literal lab coat while working in an announcer's 
booth! And what are you using for these bets, Mr. Gambling Man?!" 


"It's DOCTOR Gambling Man to you, and for your information..! I'm 
just using my gut feeling." 


"Oh that is crap and you know it!" 
"Is not!" "Is too!" "Is not!" "Is too!" "Is-oh they're spinning the wheel!" 


"Ah shi-AND IT LOOKS LIKE WE'LL BE GOING WITH TEACHER TAG 
FOR THE FIRST EVENT! STUDENTS WILL HAVE TO EVADE THE 
KNOCKOUT TOUCH OF THE STAFF OF U.A., ALONGSIDE SEVERAL 
INVITED GUESTS TO HELP SPEED THINGS ALONG! THE TOP 32 
WILL MOVE TO THE NEXT EVENT, SO KEEP IT TOGETHER AND 
HOLD OUT!" He flicks it back off. "Where were we?" 


"It is a gut feeling!" 


"Is not!" "Is too!" 


--U.A-- 


[CHASE] 


His vestments are loosened for the day's ordeals, but prepared with 
proper armament and interlinked accordingly. 


The one in the exoskeleton, Power Loader, followed closely by but 
didn't say a word. There were others, but only he understood, 
exhaustion of a human shell or no. 


"I know what I'm going to do, and I think you have a good idea on 
what I'm going to do. So what are you going to do, Chase?" 


He doesn't need to turn his monitor to look at him, but offering some 
modicum of decency when there were resources to burn did not hurt. 
"I'm going to hunt, Power Loader." 


",,.Well that's not incredibly menacing." 


"Then that will need reworking for the next time. For now, it will do. 
I am ready." 


The students will not be. 


"EVERYONE IS IN POSITION! ON YOUR MARKS! GEEEEET SET! RUN 
FOR YOUR LIVES, KIDS!" 


The various underground workings from prior events were activated 
in short order, robots bursting from the dirt and clawing up and out 
to chase and grapple students. 


"YOUR METAL BENDS BUT YOUR MIND REMAINS! YOUR HUSK 
SHATTERS BUT YOUR SOUL IS FREE! AID ME TODAY!" 


The panicked screams of the students are not quelled as Chase climbs 
aboard a modified Venator, with various concussive and entrapment 
weapons strapped on. "WE HAVE TARGETS. AND THEY. ARE. 
MANY!" 


Binary chanting joins the screams in a beautiful melody. 


--U.A-- 


[All For One] 


"What the fuck-? Those... are those church hymns?" Oh how badly he 
wishes to squint at the screen. It wouldn't help his ears, though. 
Translator as a Quirk is... annoying at times. 


The robots are talking, he can tell that much. Religious robots. 
Suicidal Religious Robots. 


What, did they run out of Arabs? Ah, he jokes, they ran out in the 
2090s! Oil field bombings. If only the Saudis agreed to that treaty 
with the Russians... 


Still, funny to see something so utterly alien to the modern era that 
reminds him of the past. 


He's pretty sure there hasn't been any crusade in the past... say, 120 
years? There was that one attempt at Jerusalem by an established 
Greek warlord that went by Zeus though he got exactly what was 
coming to him for fitting that name in the most carnal of ways. Who 
knew a shapeshifter wife could be so gory when applied right? At 
least she was a good conversationalist. Before the torture for insulting 
his messenger. 


Such a shame! 


Oh, there goes another one. Hard to tell that it's actually, y'know, 
emoting given the fact they don't really have tones or voices. Is it 
possible they get agitated from being unable to do so? Similar enough 
to Quirks with improper activation conditions at least, feels like 
being constipated but in your brain. Eugh. One crushed skull too 
many, that. 


"-Look, you come to live long enough, travel the world, all that stuff, to 
the point you see some really stupid stuff." Oh, seems like they slipped 
the switch back on. 


"Really, now? Come on, try me! I've seen well over a thousand teenagers' 


worth of stupid life decisions." 


"Let's see... how about the time when Drusselstein's king called for a 
tournament, kinda like the third round ones you've seen so far, to get a 
bodyguard for the princess?" 


"They still do those kinds of things over there?!" 


"Yep. Though uh... not nearly as family friendly as one of these, let me 
tell you." 


"...You mean that when you were talking about bloodsport and those 
injuries not being so bad..?" 


"What, you thought I was kidding when I said that? I told you I don't 
really kid, especially not about those kinds of things. Wha-who do you 
take me for, some kind of Monster?" 


"Well of course not but-! Look, your homeland scares the crap outta me 
sometimes, you know?" 


"Better scared and alive then confident and dead from mutated beasts and 
accidentally stumbling on something that people are better off never 
seeing! Seriously, those woods are lethal. It was a miracle I ever managed 
to live in there at all!" 


"Your previous profession is making more and more sense every time I 
hear you talk. Though I am extremely curious, even if this is a really 
stupid thing to ask: how bad did those fights get?" 


"You ever see a-" The sound of a door slamming open cuts out what he 
says. 


"YOU IDIOTS, THE MIC IS ON-" "-Wha, no it's noooooooot... Oh. Oh, it 
is! Huh, would you look at that. Probably slipped when you grabbed your 
cup of alco - aaallllkaline water, yep." 


"...You think they caught on any of the fruit metaphor conversation 
earlier?" 


"Why, afraid you'd be called out for being completely wrong?" 


"OOOOH you do NOT want to bring us both down here Heinz." 


"JOKES ON YOU I ALREADY HIT ROCK BOTTOM! HEY AUDIENCE, 
PRESENTATION MICROPHONE HERE-" “presentation Microphone???" 
"THINKS THAT EMOTIONAL RELATIONSHIPS CAN'T BE EXPLAINED 
THROUGH FRUIT METAPHORS!" 


"Doof-San, get off the mic. Please?" 


"Nope. Principal put me on here and I'm sticking like glue until he says 
otherwise!" 


"God fucking - Mic, work with me here." 
"Nuh uh, we have an argument to finish!" 


"Of literally any day I have to deal with you two being stupid is has to be 
today - okay, FINE! Fine, deal with being idiots, have your whole 
argument. Like an old married couple. 4 


"OLD?!" "MARRIED?!" 


What a fun day indeed. 


They continue to bicker, much to the entertainment of the crowd. 
Though... He could have sworn he knew Drusselstein. 


But why? 


Hm. It'll come to him eventually, probably. For now, he focused 
instead on the actual combat with his 'sight' and the oddities of the 
argument for his hearing. The blessings of high-fidelity multitasking 
Quirks! 


"I'm out, you two leave me out of your craziness. And if you're arguing on 
mic, PG only!" 


"Got it Vlad!" 


"Oh now you get it. me 


"...Okay he's gone now. So!" There's a clap that's perfectly in time with 
one of the three-pointer robots going up in flames. "The long and short 
of the argument was that two friends who had been brought apart from 
choices out of their control but couldn't communicate and the divorce of 
husband and wife after talking about their problems like grown adults is 
like comparing tomato to tomato versus apples and potatoes. Both can 
technically make salads. But those salads are very different!" 


"Heinz, it's nonsense!" 
"Just as much nonsense as not knowing what Uno is?!" 


... The... card game? They stopped producing that in the 2060s, how 
the hell does he-wait. 


Wait, wait wait wait wait wait. Drusselstein. Again, where had he 
heard that country? German, it's definitely Germanic, the name Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz says as much. But where? Shit, he should have kept 
tabs on his old textbooks. 


Later, he'll look into it later. 

"You know as much about the classics as I know about male fashion!" 
"That's not even a good insult!" 

"You're not even a good insult!" 


There's a moment of pause as they seem to collect themselves, and 
All For One uses that moment to take another gander at what his 
sight sees. 


Apparently the massive cone of destruction was just a U.A. thing, 
because for some reason it's no longer just the blond buffoon that 
ripped his face a new one with no refund who's making such a damn 
mess of some perfectly shaped ground and grass field. Also now also 
littered with concrete chunks and robot guts, but the irritation at the 
mess yet stands. 


Man, he misses Kurogiri on principle. Such a helpful little butler, he 
was. And so prompt! One would have never known he was made of 
the mind of an unruly teenager gone through intense reprogramming 


and surgery. 


"Wait, is that guy..? He is! Why the heck is there a blonde buff guy in 
nothing but tightie whities?!" 


"Oh, that's Mirio Togata, one of U.A.'s Big Three! As for his unintentional 
undressing, that's his Quirk Permeation in action!" 


"Togata-San, you better come to my office next week. I have some things 
you will want to hear about to help with that!" 


"Like what you did for Hagakure-San in the First Years?" 


The Light Refraction Quirk. They were more effective at practical 
usage than he would have thought. If it's a genius intellect behind 
those applications, then it's no wonder she managed first place. 


"What I did? Nah, I only talked with her about it for a day. She put in the 
legwork!" 


"You heard it here first folks! Our Dr. Doofenshmirtz, Quirk counselling 
atop his normal work and teaching!" 


Talking about Quirks would be educational, at the very least. 


The chaos of the stadium grounds was dying down after the initial 
waves of children fighting to run from the machines, a good thirty to 
forty percent of them 'tagged out’. 


Another twenty percent of the total was wiped out in another minute, 
leaving a little over the threshold. 


Then Snipe (and there's no way those shots arent Snipe given the 
smoking gun) takes out six students with stunning shots for long 
enough that they, combined with the last push of effort from the 
teachers, gets the total student count down to 32. 


That particular game of team Dodgeball is far more one-sided than 
one might expect. 


Every student left is lined up against the wall, in order from Class and 
Seat Position, then each person is given a number starting from 1 and 
going up to 32. All Odd positions on Team A, all Even positions on 
Team B. Should be roughly balanced. 


Except that two of the so-called 'Big Three' are on one team and the 
boy with the Permeation Quirk is on the other. 


Five minutes of that leaves Team A firmly in the winner's position, the 
sixteen children forming up their usual tournament bracket and 
getting back to it. 


...Then the tournament field turns into a damn hillside as the two 
students step onto it. "Good to see that all works!" 


"Wha-is this your little changearound like you did for the other years?!" 
"Just a taste. It does a LOT more, but that's for laaaateeeer~!" 


The two students prepare in spite of the completely unexpected 
terrain, then as the call to start rings out the two rush onto the hilly 
ground and try their absolute best to beat the shit out of one another. 


Ah, just casual unmitigated violence. Well, mostly unmitigated, silly 
‘no maiming or murder' rules and all. Educational regarding more 
complex and viable Quirks, yes, but in truth he wouldn't aim to take 
Quirks from Heroes nearing their biological prime anyway - the Third 
Years are already too far along to be anything he targets... yet, at 
least. 


Once his health is restored, they'll be on the list to look back at in the 
coming decades. Outside of that? Nothing of value can be gained 
from them except how to kill them. Not like most would survive 
being punched by All Might-equivalent force. 


There were quite a few people who would say yes to that, but the 
second punch usually did the trick. 


Most never expect the second one for some reason. All for One is 
literally the Emperor of the Underworld. What, did they think he got 
by on kindness and kittens? No, better those kinds of confident idiots 
are dealt with permanently when on his direct radar. Indirect, there's 


all sorts of uses for those kinds of confident idiots. But direct? Those 
are mostly just nuisances. Rarely do those ever get the chance to 
evolve into annoyances. 


Still, a good punch or the right synergy in Quirks gets some very 
healthy murder results! Or torture, when needed. Always helpful to 
have on file in a pinch. Though that particular sensory modification 
Quirk was always... fun. 


Ooh, wish he could see how that kid got flung like a ragdoll! Looked 
painful. 


= ee 


[Tamaki Amajiki - Chimera Hero: Suneater] 


The tall grass made for some very good hiding places for ambushing 
the student he was fighting. It would probably make all of the people 
watching disappointed, but... that isn't his fault, right? He's j-just 
using the environment he was given! 


A tentacle snaked out and grappled his opponent's leg, and with a 
spin and their screaming, they're flung out of the hills. 


"Good job to him! He used the environment to his advantage. Real A+ 
thinking!" 


"But it's not all that flashy..." 


There's an offended scoff from the announcer that isn't Present Mic. 
"Look, that right there? That was impressive. He did all that and showed 
he has critical thinking skills! That's just as important as knowing how to 


fight!" 
Maybe he can do this..? 


"Is that because you put money on this?" 


"WOW. Low blow, man! And also because HE CAN HEAR THIS, you 
shouldn't just spout out something like that!" 


...He can't do this. 


As soon as the fight was over, the hills turned back into the concrete 
arena that it used to be. To say that there was sensory whiplash for 
Tamaki wouldn't be incorrect, but his Quirk made him well prepared 
for those kinds of sudden surprises by virtue of the manifested 
changes doing the same thing. 


Still didn't stop his shock, hidden as it was under the budding 
anxiety. 


He scurried off and away from the eyes and shouts of the crowd 
while keeping said anxiety from exploding outward and making 
things that much worse for him. He knew Nejire and Mirio were 
waiting for him... or at least Mirio would be. He didn't really make it 
into the tournament after all. 


Nejire is probably all hyped up in the waiting room already honestly. 
She's going to really like the environmental changing. 


Why doesn't U.A. have that as a teaching tool? That would be 
amazing to generate on the fly for randomized environments. And if 
that's just the tip of the iceberg like the man was saying (he's pretty 
sure it's U.A.'s new Head of Research and Development) then this 
might be a very public testing ground for that kind of ‘practice gym’. 


With the apprenticeships coming through for a week, it makes a lot of 
sense. 


And that means... he probably really was happy for Tamaki's sake. 
Using the environment to his advantage was exactly what he wanted 
to see it being used for. Is he worried that his work would be 
misused? 


"Tamaki!" 


He blinks in surprise, snapping out of his worried line of thought to 


see Mirio with a sealed to-go box. "I grabbed your post-round meal 
for you. Hope you don't mind!" 


"No, I don't. Thank you Mirio." 


"Any time, bud! Now, come on and eat. You don't wanna get 
indigestion if you scarf it down too fast!" 


The two sit on the bleachers and watch the next match as it goes into 
full swing. Yuyu was up against Benjamin. "FOR OUR NEXT MATCH, 
WE HAVE THE LADY WITH SHOCKING CHORDS, THUNDERBIRD! 
VERSUS THE EVER-RESPECTABLE MONSIER HIMSELF, 
CHAMBERLAIN!" 


Tamaki opens his protein-filled container and starts eating. Mirio sips 
away from a canned coffee. 


"Nejire's gonna be squealing to you about your first fight when she 
sees the recording." 


",..Mhm." 


The environment shifts into a destroyed city, blocking the two from 
one another's view. "GET READY! IN THREE..." 


"TWO..." 

"ONE..." 

"GOI" 

Hundreds of pieces of rubble flung up at once, pelting Yuyu and 
repairing one of the damaged buildings to a much more pristine 
position. "Ooooh, that's gotta Aurt." 

Tamaki pauses his eating to respond. "But she has access to power 
lines, shouldn't she? His efforts repairing the city in a way to both 


attack and defend should mean he's moving a lot of metal, too." 


"That's true. Though I have to ask... how is all of that fitting into the 
arena space?" 


",,.. don't think he's using a Quirk for it. But I don't know, either." 


Mirio huffs, sipping from his can with a small smile. "I think if he's 
doing that without a Quirk, that it's pretty incredible. It's like it's I- 
Island but just stuffed into one guy!" 


Tamaki turned out to be right in a way, Benjamin getting tased by a 
careful electric arrow from Yuyu and collapsing within bounds. 
However, she's back and out of bounds by a last-second maneuver 
from him. If it was a real fight, she would have won handily. 


He focuses on his food instead of the next fight, knowing that the two 
students fighting were those that Nejire would fight and win against. 
She was strong. No way she'd lose to either of them, no offense to 
them. 


He slipped away as it dragged on, the mountainous terrain making it 
a drawn-out fight that neither of the two were suited for. He wanted 
to go talk to the man in the booth, nerves be damned. 


It took another few minutes and a mental pat on the back that he's 
sure Nejire and Mirio would give before he reached the door and 
mustered the courage to knock just after the match ended. 


Present Mic pokes his head through the door. "Oh! Huh. You need 
something, listener?" 


"Can I... talk to him?" 
"To... Heinz? Sure, knock yourself out!" 


The door swings open to let Tamaki in, a man dressed in a pristine 
white labcoat and black turtleneck leaning back in a swivel chair 
looking over the tournament bracket before snapping to look at 
Tamaki. "Oh, hi! You're Amajiki-San, right?" 


",,.Y-yeah." 


"Listen, you really did do well! I don't know what stupid things 
Hizashi might've told you-" "Hey!" "-but you really were clever about 
that! And look, the match after yours followed suit! Third one could 
definitely use some work though." 


Tamaki sucks in a deep breath. "You know your work is valid, right?" 
",,.What?" 

"Your work. That's your work on that arena, right?" 

"Yeah, it is..?" 


"Then y-your work is valid. Y-you... I-I think that a lot of students 
would be happy to see that kind of thing available for general use." 


"Huh. You really think so?" 
He nods. "Yeah, I do." 


The man nods before facepalming. "Right, forgot to tell you my 
name! I'm Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz, but most call me Doof-Sensei, 
Dr. Doof, or just Heinz if you prefer. Nice to meet you!" He offers his 
hand. 


Tamaki takes it with a small smile. "Tamaki Amajiki, b-but you 
already knew that." 


"Eh, doesn't matter if I already know! It's the spirit of the thing, not 
the thing itself after all! Though... you may want to get back to your 
seat soon. Gonna have a match for your classmates in a bit." 


Crap. "S-see you around?" 


"Sure! Now scram before you miss it!" 


OUOUUUUO-vu.aA-OOOUOUUU 
[David Shield - I-Island Scientist] 


He wasn't exactly happy that he was being ferried into a conference 


room while in a timezone best described as 'fluid' due to constantly 
moving about but a time he would definitely call too early for this shit. 
A job is a job however, and he had a very specific set of things he 
was told to do that he's going to stick with because brown-nosing gets 
him out of his usual trouble. 


What he was less happy about is the collection of high-ranking staff 
that seemed to be waiting for him. 


",,.Can I ask why I'm being called up for something that seems to be 
well above my position in I-Island's political structure? Especially 
while sleep-deprived?" 


One of the monitors is flicked on, a slideshow of images being shown. 


The first two are of Chase, the boy with the odd integration Quirk 
riding a three-pointer robot. 


The second one is of the arena where two students are about to fight. 
The next dozen are of different, expansive environments. 
"Okay... why are you showing me this?" 


"Why?" A red-faced figurative weasel of a man snaps back. "You were 
there with the man that did all of this!" 


"The only thing here I knew about was Chase, and that's because his 
Quirk lets him integrate his body with technology. I know nothing 
about hillsides or cityscapes or forests or... what is that?" David walks 
around the table instead of sitting down, staring intently at the 
monitor. 


"We wanted confirmation from you, because from what we can tell, 
he's generating an expanded space in a region that's smaller than 
physically possible." That was one of I-Island's head auditors. "We 
have no idea if that is or is not what is happening, but right now it is 
already intently clear that his work is beyond what is traditionally 
considered acceptable." 


David stopped listening at the point of ‘physically possible’ and 
carefully considered Heinz's previous works. "...Sweet Christ." 


"What is it?" 


"Before I was there, he claimed to have developed a method to 
counteract Quirk-based teleportation and portal formation on campus 
grounds to stop infiltration efforts. I have no idea what caused him to 
do it or why, but the fact he was able to do so implies he knows the 
exact mechanics of how to teleport or warp space. It's possible those 
environments are, in fact, warped space using hardlight constructs or 
something even more advanced in order to put everything together in 
some very, very careful ways. There's not a chance in Hell Nezu's 
gonna let him go." 


"That's madness-" '"-Reg, calm it, it's Nezu who hired him-" "-But how 
could-" "-What if the investors-" 


"How did we miss him?" 


The entirety of the room fell silent. "How did we miss him? He is a 
distinguished genius, even disregarding what we've seen within the 
Sports Festival. The mobile base, anti-warping defenses, Quirk 
analysis and counseling. Where did this man come from, and why did 
we never find him?" 


David shrugs. "I have literally no idea. Can I be dismissed and get my 
full sleep?" 


They nod, and with a sigh he walks right out the door. 


Fuck. 


--U.A-- 


{Saturday, May 1st, 23XX} 


So! You don't teach on the weekend, you don't do much at the 
highschool on the weekend, you have a box holding the 2nd place 
Hero of a whole society somewhere on BROKEN ECHO, and you have 
a bit of a fellow Villain to go and heal. 


But you did have a lot of eventfulness to sort-of digest from that 


whole Sports Festival nonsense. 


A bunch of people were talking about you on social media, first off. 
Apparently they really like your accented Japanese. You never knew 
you had such a tongue for it! Like, there were just compilations with 
your voice. 


Also the arguments. Man did those get weirdly popular. Enough that 
Hizashi asked for you to go and pop on to see him during the whole 
internship week thing and enjoy yourself by just... podcasting with 
him? Is-is podcasting a word? It isn't autocorrected so it probably is- 
ugh, what would you use if it wasn't? Oh, I'm 'speaking on a podcast’; 
that's way too many words for getting the same point across! But 
podcasting doesn't sound right! And it also implies that podcasted is a 
word and that's just wrong. 


English, why do you work so weird? 


Anyway, yada yada yada, Hagakure-San said her family wanted to 
invite you to dinner and you're honestly a little honored by the whole 
thing but uh... it'll probably have to wait for a while just because 
you've never really had that happen before and don't know how to 
handle it. Or if you're allowed to go, because that seems a little like 
blatant favoritism. 


There's also still that weird tension with what's going on with 
Ichinose-San and her probably ex-friend but that's not really 
something you can fix without trying to lock them in a room and 
hoping for a best, something you definitely can't do without maybe 
threatening your position as teacher and researcher. 


Finally, the fact you won handily in that last bet. 


Which culminates in you getting a lot of money to spend on stuff - for 
now you just set that all aside for that promised dinner for your two 
classes. Honestly, they've been doing really well on keeping the 
swearing down and you appreciate it! 


You also spend your day getting things ready for the healing process 
come tonight, including a voice recorder and some notebooks to 
write all the details down. 


",..Let me start from the beginning." 


Chapter 14: Internships? Ew. 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/ 
skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/ Vw2BD6 Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


TOP SIX! — Voting closed — 26 voters 


(LOVEDART) [LOCKED IN] You *17/22 
know, there's this Stain guy that's 
really just being not all that nice. 
Also he stabbed one of your 
student's older brothers. 
time you'll try to be a bit more 
effective with the whole healing 
process than last time. 
—fDOOF—-SPEGIAL} You-—DO—have-——_—_——_—_—_—\"—#42/16- 
that Quirk Amplifier from David... 
BUT WHAT IF- 
—fEHASE,—DOOF—SPEEIAL}— You #44/19- 
started researching that blood you 
got from the guy... BUT WHAT IF- 


—Big—Project)_Welt_you—got—time,—£-—_——————*3/4- 


might as well start another one of 

these up! 

suggested by that one anxious 

student that won the festival to 

build that whole... Enviro- 

Simulator-Inator but for general 

student use... Hm. 
—(Generat Research) Put-some-time——————_--- 
into helping research things! 
—Cnator}-Make-a-New-tnatert+4o pA 
—€Present—Mie—Sociah—You—were—— 4 12/16- 
offered to do a uh... podcast thing 

for once. Might as well have fun 

with it! 


BIG LAB. 


CURRENT STAFF: 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz: + 50 (All Scientific Fields) 
-Modifier (Stress): -50 - -O based on degree of Stress. Currently at: -O 


-Modifier (Family): Will not fail actions when it comes aiding to those he's 
close to. 


-Modifier (Hypersuccess): All Successes done by Heinz are better than 
others with the same results. 


-Modifier (Anti-Bot): Does not see AI as Human. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


Hatsume Mei: +35 45 (Robotics), +15 20 (Other Engineering), 
+5 10 (Non-Engineering) 


-Modifier (Robophilic): Automatically claims Robotics related research, if 
free and such research is available. Will resist non-engineering research. 


-Modifier (Antisocial): Doesn't care unless it interests her. Will not get 
along with some peers. 


-Modifier (Mechadendrites): Additional Build or Research Action. 


-Modifier (Eccentric): Prone to bouts of weirdness... 


CHASE: +35 (Biological Research, All Inators), +25 (Non- 
Biological Research) 


-Modifier (Purpose-Built Machine): Completes Research much Faster. Can 
be Upgraded. 


-Modifier (Researcher): Research Only. Cannot do Development (EXCEPT 
to assist Doof with Inators). 


-Modifier (Zealot): Failing a task will have them auto-repeat with a +20 
Bonus. This stacks for multiple failures, and goes away upon success. 


Melissa Shields: +35 (Quirk Engineering), +20 (Robotics), +10 
(Software) +5 (All Other STEM) 


-Modifier (Extremely Quick Study): Gains +5 to a Field of Study when 
below +25 each time she Researches said Field. 


-Modifier (Quirkless): Will have a negative stigma from much of society. 


-Modifier (Shield): Likely to be respected by the Scientific Community. 


PROJECTS: 


-[Biology] [CAPSTONE] Complete Complex Genome (3/1 Research 
Staff[Melissa, Chase, Doof], 4/10.) 


-[Biology] [Special] Quirk DNA Disconnect-Reconnect-Therapy Methods 
(DOOF SPECIAL) 


-[Biology] Quirk Suppression Polymer (1/1 Research Staff[Chase], 
2/8.) 


-[Biology] [Special] Quirk Cutting, Copying, Pasting, Creating, and 
Destroying (DOOF/CHASE DUAL SPECIAL) 


P.S. Melissa is beginning a personal side project, which she's keeping 
private for the moment. 


P.P.S. Mei is temporarily banned from experimenting or building due to 
her subsequent meltdown at being denied advertising ability. 


You shake your head, weird intrusive thoughts shoved aside. "The... 
beginning?" 


The guy grunts and adjusts in his seat. "I was born... sometime in the 
2030s, but it's possible I was born as early as 2029. A disease came in 
by the name of COVID-19, a nasty thing that caused some degree of 
global damage. Tensions were skyrocketing when accusations were 
flung around as to where it came from, because it was said the strain 
didn't follow natural patterns, and Russia decided to try and invade 
Ukraine. Then the Light Baby happened, and all Hell broke loose." 


"Uhuh..." You check over your equipment with your eyes as your 
hand unerringly writes. "Mind expanding on that a little?" 


"China was accused of creating the disease strain - not without cause, 
mind you. That's also where the baby that glowed like light, the first 
visible Quirk, ever manifested. So China was suddenly at war and 


sanctioned in the one way in could not handle - the South China Sea 
was cut off from trade routes and removed the valuable commodity 
of oil from its supply. It was a repeat of the conditions that forced 
Japan to kamikaze attack Pearl Harbor. And that was the kickstarter 
for the Age of Chaos." 


You raise a brow, pausing to look over to him. You did do some 
research before coming here after all! "Not the first Quirk War?" 


The guy laughs. "No no no, that didn't happen until they realized that 
all sorts of children were showing Quirks. Some called them 
Superpowers, but the religious minority vocalized that it was a sign 
of Rapture, and such called them Meta Abilities. It was God's way of 
showing he empowered them, seemingly out of nowhere, and 
through self-reflection it seemed to fit the idea of what people 
considered to be Meta. Frankly I thought that was a bunch of bullshit, 
but at least it wasn't as bad as those trying to get horrifically sick 
from COVID strains to see if that would give them superpowers." He 
shudders. "Disgusting bunch, those were. Unfortunately some actually 
did manifest Quirks that way, which indirectly made them 
immortalized in some research done since, because that was the first 
key evidence of near-death evolution." 


"Huh. And where do you come into that?" 


"Oh, well that's the funny thing. I didn't have a damn thing to do with 
it! I only stepped in after that mess started and tried to get my 
brother to join me in a bit of a... well, a new world order for lack of a 
better term, and he didn't exactly like that." 


A brother? "What was he like?" 


" " 
eee 


[All For One] 


".,.His name was going to be Yoichi. Our mother died in childbirth, 
leaving me to take care of him. Our father wasn't exactly good to us, 
nor always in the picture, so I made sure he got it." 


He didn't have eyes, but if he did, they'd be closed from reminiscing. 
"Due to the circumstances of the birth, he was sickly from the get go. 
Realistically, he would have died young if not for having what was 
then modern healthcare keeping him alive and afloat through 
medication. Despite all of that... he had a bright smile and a shining 
optimism. I was hale and hearty, even as a boy, so I stuck by his side 
day in day out. We did everything together. Read comics, did 
homework, played outside... everything. We were far, far too young 
to understand what was going on with the growing conflict and the 
cusp of the Quirk Wars that were soon to happen, so we simply 
enjoyed our lives in complete innocence of it. Then... I learned about 
my Quirk, and the seeming lack of my brother's." 


"You take and give them from other people like a cut and paste, 
right?" 


He nods. "I found out by accident when someone with a Quirk 
attacked us. I stole theirs and left with my brother in tow, ignoring 
their screams and focusing on piggybacking him away. That was the 
first of many, one I still have even now, just as a bit of a reminder." A 
slight moment of focus has sharp metal claws slowly form over his 
fingertips. "That the little pieces all add up." 


"Yeah, I can agree to that! Sometimes it's just the little stuff that really 
brings things together, you know?" 


God, he loves it when people follow his logic. "It truly is. But I 
digress. We were close, extremely close, until a little after the First 
Quirk War kicked off sometime around... I want to say Spring 2041? 
Might've been Summer, honestly. Point is 2041 was when those wars 
started. I was still a preteen by then, Yoichi and I against the world! 
It wasn't great, but it was what we had. Still, at that point our father 
was drafted and we... well, we had to leave in order to not be bombed 
in the ensuing chaos. Did our own thing to the best of our ability, and 
I decided to make use of my Quirk in order to give us both a place in 
this... new, chaotic world." 


"Ahahahaah!" Heinz claps. He fucking claps, the Madman! "Now 
THAT is a dramatic backstory!" 


"It is, yes. It's how I started on my climb to becoming the Emperor of 


the Underworld." 


"T'll be honest. There's a thrill, a mental high, to theft. At least for me!" 
He laughs heartily, Dr. Doofenshmirtz laughing with him and 
nodding along. "But stealing Quirks... now let me tell you, that is a 
special kind of high. Or rather, the feeling of taking Quirks, in 
general, gave that special high. Doing so without permission had an 
extra oomph from the adrenaline stacking with it, but both felt so 
damn good. 


"At first, it was stealing Quirks from people that didn't want or need 
them, ostracized by their peers for having such ‘defects’. Then I 
started to give and take, a collector of sorts in the underworld. That 
was when I was... I don't remember my age exactly, but I wasn't 
quite 18. Sixteen or seventeen maybe? Somewhere there. I had my 
first major argument with Yoichi. He didn't like my 'All for One' 
persona, or the fact I was collecting Quirks and soft power for 
myself." 


"So your first Archnemesis... was your brother? Wow!" 


All for One nods. "I didn't want him to be. But after we argued, I 
trapped him in a comfy cell, he broke out, I sought him out and 
abducted him, rinse and repeat. I even gave him a Quirk to help him 
with his sickness, make the whole cycle all that better on his end. But 
he never really changed... until I finally had him sticking with me for 
most of the rest of his life. I kept him healthy, gave him things that 
he asked for given they weren't weapons, sharpenable into weapons, 
components for bombs, components that can be used to pick locks, 
and a few... other things. Which is when I find out there's someone 
who he'd met some time back and had been working with to try and 
figure out how to take me down by surprise. I let it all go through just 
to play along and then he tries to talk to me. H-he-heheheheh, he... I- 
I'm sorry, it's just really funny to remember. He knocked me out, 
chained me up, and talked to me." He frowns deeply. "Then 
something happened between him and the other guy, they walked 
into the other room, one thing led to another... and Yoichi was dead." 


",,.Oh. I'm sorry for your loss!" 


"Don't. It was suicide." 


The silence spurned him to finish. "Apparently, Yoichi had a Quirk. 
He could just give his Quirk to someone else through DNA. The 
stockpiler I gave him fused with the transfer Quirk and formed One 
for All... which Yoichi willingly gave to the man who helped him." 
He swallows. "One for All is what's left of my brother. I wanted it 
back. I wanted those who tainted my brother to burn. They did this. 
They are why I needed you." 


Technically he's ignoring the bouts of psychological torture and how 
long Yoichi was trapped, but a good forty years in the clink never 
hurt anyone, right? 


",,.Right, I gotta say? Total moodkiller, but also they suck." 


"Yes. Yes they do." 


"After that... well. It's been a good few centuries of shadow war to try 
and get that Quirk back. That little piece of my brother. Been a lot of 
things going on across the globe while I did that. I can't say I could 
keep too much in touch with anything past the borders given that sea 
travel was curtailed for a bit thanks to water-based Quirks causing an 
attempt at both Atlantis and just a reemergence of literal piracy. Now 
those people could party!" 


The doctor nods, hmming to himself. "So you basically went full 
background supervillain while chasing after the people that were 
holding onto that Quirk, right? How's it like to live over 200 years?" 


"Eh. 6.5/10, honestly. So boring to sit back and wait for people to 
move on. But the fact I spent so much of that time enjoying the fruits 
of my labor... It helps balance that out. Running out of interesting 
things to look forward to though. That's gonna suck." He'll have to 
entertain himself in the weird ways. Good Himself, he's going to be 
doing some very weird things when it comes to that. And answer 
some genuine questions he has regarding the limits of human 
anatomy and physiology that he never quite got to in his younger 
decades. 


"Huh. You always hear that it's either so terrible or a great time. 
Never really a middle ground answer. Is that like an... I dunno, 
expectation versus reality thing? Seems like it at least. Like, they're 
thinking ‘oh no, I'll lose everything I love!' like they can't just make their 
loved ones immortal too or something, or they think ‘heck yeah, I can 
do everything I ever wanted and then some!' without thinking about the 
fact they might, y'know, run out of things to do?" 


"On the plus side, I can just up and die if I feel like it. Got a bit of a 
list to cross out though, so it'll be a while before I choose to do that." 


There's also the whole take over the world plan that's been on the 
backburner, and, well, he isn't exactly getting any younger. This guy is 
a treat though, he 100% gets to live through it all. Maybe get hired 
on as a Support Gear engineer or something. He can probably find a 
Quirk to preserve the guy's mind in the case he refuses, because his 
wit and intellect should be irrefutably preserved for future use. One 
step at a time, though. One step at a time. 


Current step: healing! 


--U.A-- 


{Sunday, May 2nd, 23XX} 


Well, you think your weekend's gonna be real productive given how 
much you've gotten together to prepare for your own little bit of 
research... "Chase, get over here! I got some work to do with you." 


"One sec, Dr. D! You got the rest here, right Melissa?" 

"Yeah, thanks for the help!" 

"No prob!" He skirts on over, ever-present smile wide. "Give me the 
down low, Doc. I'm here to shred some serious rails and get you the 


high-fleek results!" 


You blink. "Rrrrriiiight. Okay! So, this is a bit of a secret project. 


Gonna need you to remember that you can't talk about it. You got 
that?" 


"Abso-positively! Let's get down to it, Dr. D! What's the slip?" 


After a moment of parsing that, you glance to make sure Melissa's 
some distance away. "I got a real fancy blood sample that I need 
analyzed. You got all the time in the world to do the analysis, but 
expect it to be... weird." 


You pull out the three vials you pulled from the scarred old guy, 
stored in one of your preservation pouches you stuck on your newer 
labcoat. Why don't other scientists stick extra pouches for specific 
things into their coats? Or people for that matter. Make some anti- 
metal detector pouches and stick your phone in there or something. 


Chase takes them carefully, swishing the blood slightly before 
hurrying off towards BROKEN ECHO. 


You slowly walk on to follow him, because you get next week off and 
you want to enjoy it darnit! 


Also you kinda really did want to give the whole 'Quirk Amp Device' 
thing a look over, and that needs, you guessed it, a private space like 
the ones aboard BROKEN ECHO! And also because you wanted to 
check what's going on through your DVR setup back home and you 
only have that set up on board BROKEN ECHO. 


If they stopped your Wheel of Fortune recordings you are going to be 
VERY CROSS! 


They're crying while watching Bambi. Since when did you have that 


on your recorded li-oh right you also brought your DVD collection 
over! ...Huh. 


The lizard guy snaps over to you, then runs and jumps into your arms 
while bawling. 


"Uh." 
"Heinz, where did you find these?! They're excellent, but so tragic..!" 


Gentle Criminal nods in agreement with the robbery guy, Compress. 
"I... - sniff - must agree with Mr. Compress." 


Oh, the small lady's crying in his lap. Wow. Uh. 


"Not gonna lie, that's not really the saddest thing I got. If you want I 
can-" 


"NO!" 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 
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Dice: 1d100+ 135 
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{Monday, May 3rd, 23XX} 


Okay, so you have some very adult words to best describe the 
absolute mess of genetics you're looking at. That you've been looking 


at. 
This isn't natural. This isn't normal. 


It bothers you especially because you've seen something like this, 
once upon a time in Drusselstein. 


Usually, when multiple genetic strands start working in concert with 
each other, the host of both mutate horribly until they resemble some 
horrible amalgamation of the two and lose major brain functionality 
in the long run. Sometimes doing things that way results in a stable 
person with the ability to lean either way, like some Beast Hunters 
used to and still do with some serious mental training and preparation 
for the Blood infusion to initiate the process. 


This old guy has One Hundred and Fifty-Seven unique genetic strands 
inside of him. 


The fact he's alive is an absolute miracle of biological engineering, 
honestly even youre a little overwhelmed with the insane amount of 
genetic material that's jam-packed and - shockingly - kept detached 
from each cell safely. Like some cancer-proofing protection for cell 
replication and genetic crossover. 


One Hundred and Fifty-Seven Quirks. And he's not only alive, but 
other than the physical trauma to the brain - which is bad, you're not 
gonna lie and say 'oh sure I can fix that trauma in five minutes' 
because that's like a week of work for you give or take a couple days - 
he's perfectly healthy and not, you know, an abomination in mind 
and body and all that. Which is... honestly pretty crazy. Like, his 
blood cells have a literal, proven solution to the overlapping mutation 
issue that Old Blood had. Or something very, very close to working 
just as it is. Just putting that out there because that's the tip of the 
iceberg of how crazy some of this stuff is. 


His cells are literally built different to catalogue Quirks in the cells, 
smaller ones connected to larger ‘control’ Cells that intersperse all 
over his body. These control cells in the bloodstream have all those 
genetic strands packed in there, and through what's probably 
connected to the nervous system, he picks one or several to activate 
at the same time. If he activates too many that are different, it would 


definitely start having those same issues that Old Blood Infusions had 
on people, but if he sticks with genetics that can combine like the 
ones you used to Todoroki-San, then he could do way more with way 
less. 


In the modern language, you're pretty sure the best word is 'wack'. 
But honestly, you're having a hard time putting the effectiveness of 
something like this into words. 


So instead, you start testing. 


First off, it works exactly how it looks. Which is to say beautifully. 


Second off, you've managed to mostly separate the Quirks by type 
and limb from one another thanks to Chase's efforts, and right now 
you're very curious about all of them individually. Though really, the 
standalone DNA that makes for the storage and transference of 
independent genetic code is revolutionary! Even for you! 


Third off, you tried adding more Quirks to one of the blood samples. 
It, surprisingly enough, works! It shouldn't, not by any stretch of the 
imagination or stretch of reality... why do people use 'stretch of the 
imagination’ anyway? It's a metaphysical concept, it doesn't have any 
physical properties necessary to really stretch. ANYWAY, it shouldn't 
work! It should have failed and ruined the sample, not be subsumed 
by the guy's blood! 


...Chase wasn't all that chatty as you ranted about the crazy stuff, but 
he did comment that it was better than most examples of multi-gene 
combinations. You didn't really, you know, understand how or when 
he had the chance to mess with multi-gene anything outside of now, 
but you know he can technically run simulations on these kinds of 
things. So all in all you decided to not ask. Better that way ‘cause you 
still have plausible deniability! 


And of course, that is when you receive a phone call and panic-drop 
one of your newer tests. Of all the times you could have been - oh, it's 
Nezdu the Mink! 


"Yknow, I wish I didn't have this thing on sound, but eh... What's 
up?" 


"Doof-San, I wanted to inform you that your Rejuven-Inator is in use by 
Pro Hero Ingenium." 


You blink. "Uh, what? You mean like, he took it and left?" 


He laughs. "Nothing of the sort. He was stabbed in the waist and had 
been paralyzed from the waist down by Stain, the Hero Killer. Thanks to 
your work, he'll be able to return to Heroism in two days!" 


"Woah woah woah, two steps back! Chase, clean that up. But 
Principal Nezdu, two steps back! Hero Killer? What kind of sick stuff 
is that?! And why are you letting some random guy that isn't a student 
benefit from my work?!" 


"Ingenium is Tensei Iida, the older brother to Tenya Iida in class 1-A. He 
is an alumnus of U.A. High. As for the Hero Killer, he has been targeting 
so-called corrupted Heroes, though only some of those he's killed in recent 
months have genuinely been-" 


"KILLED?!" You're running out the lab and down the hall at this point, 
utterly at a loss for words as to what you're hearing. "Where the heck 
is he?!" 


"Doof-San, what are you doing?" 
"Not answering my question!" 
"...He is believed to be in Hosu." 


"Thanks bye!" You make it back into the general room, where 
Compress is making tea while Twice, Gentle Criminal, and the 
smaller lady - The Brave? - are playing a card game. "Hey everyone! 
Your session go well Twice?" 


"Yeah! Fuck off geezer!" 
"Great! Where's uh..." 


"Spinner?" 


"Oh, that's the Name he's going for? Yeah, where is he?" 
"In hydroponics. He finds the lights in there good for napping." 


".,.Huh. I probably should have thought of that for his room... we'll 
deal with that later! Can uh... Sorry to bother you Compress, could 
you go and get him? We have a bit of a big problem that we should 
go and take care of." 


He sets the teabag to steep, then takes in a deep breath. "What, 
exactly, is a big problem when accidentally misplacing a stasis prison 
for Endeavor isn't?" 


"Well, someone's been apparently murdering Heroes and that's, well, 
bad. And if the Heroes can't take care of it, then we will!" 


",,.I'm assuming that involves stuffing him into a marble and dealing 
with him from there?" 


"Eeeehhhh... I'd rather just beat him up and cuff him honestly. Less of 
a chance for them to know that you can, you know, do that." 


"Fair enough. I'll go get him, though he'll be cranky for this. Mind 
checking if there's any Berry flavored energy drinks in the fridge?" 


You walk around the uncostumed guy, opening up the small fridge 
and finding... "There's cherry cheer, fruit punch, lemon mishap - who 
made these names? Oh, there's berry bomb bee." 


"Just put it on the coaster on the counter for him, he'll crack it open 
as soon as he's willing to join the conversation." 


God, that's a feeling you know well. 


How to deal with Stain? (More Doof-Like Answers will have a 
bonus attached to the rolls) — Voting closed — 42 voters 


Behold the  Empathy-inator! * 24/33 
Clearly this guy has issues being 
able to actually connect with 


people and is a sociopath. Now to 

force him to feel empathy for 

everyone he ever hurt! 
—FHE—BANANA—PEEL-INATFORt—3t—#_____——*375- 

teleports a banana peel directly 

under a targets feet within a wide 

radius of itself every time they 

take step! Slip forever! 
—+But—as—a—baekup—ineltrde—an———__—_—_——e455- 

"Overload" function to force him 

to a sensory collapse due to 

empathetic overload in case it 

doesnt work and you need to 

knock him out. 

constructive advice one we hit 

Aizawa with, and whenever he 

feels stabby he instead posts rants 

online. 
—+4fhe-deesn't-monologte-hit-him——_——————__#221/29-- 

with the Back story Inator! You 

are not fighting some rando 
-Bring-out-the-outPlaytapus-tnater+—————_—_——_———————4#t+2-- 

Became the Playtapus and turn 

him into one too! Why you ask!? 

Honestly why not. 
—Fhe-Realto—Rubberinater!—Farna——____—_at- 

all his blades into rubber because 

who that is a lot of knifes from 

this edge lord. 
—Desperate—-situations—ealt—for—MH—_—__——*45- 

desperate measures. Nobody fights 

stains harder than Big Laundry, do 

a team-up! 

ae é sun 

machine that turns Doof into a monster 

mistaken for an oni somewhere. Why not 

use it? 

...Eh? What Oni? I just wore a costume! 


SOMEONE GAVE ME A GREAT IDEA. — Voting closed — 19 voters 
PLAN BIG LAUNDRY * 12/13 
—PEAN-EMPATHY-INAFOR——_—————*5/6- 
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You wait for the lizard guy - Spinner is the name he's going by, which 
fair enough - to grumble his way over to his energy drink on the 
counter, lean in, and stab the hole open with a single finger. 


A full swig of the thing later he looks around with a smile. "Ahh, 
much better. So what's the situation?" 


"Well, we're getting Stain arrested apparently." 


The amused look on Gentle Criminal's face is in contrast with the 


absolute what the heck look on Spinner's. 


",..You... Wha... WHAT?! You're serious?!" You nod and he looks 
back to his can before forlornly looking at the fridge. "I'm gonna need 
so many more of these for that." 


You think over the whole situation, the facts and options at-hand 
being... well, pretty plentiful! "Hmm..." 


"I mean we gotta find him first." "Fuck him up second!" 


"Yeah, that's certainly our intention Twice. But the how remains a 
forefront issue. How to find him and how to take him down?" 


"Well he has a pattern of four attacks per city per month, right? Third 
was just done on Ingenium in Hosu. That means the attack happens 
this week. Add on the fact that he attacks in ambush, and that means 
we just need to keep watch on the alleyways in wait." 


Gentle Criminal nearly spits out his tea, eyes wide in surprise as they 
stare at Spinner. "How do you know all that?" 


",,.] used to be a major shut-in, so data collection is a bit of an old 
hand for making money." 


Nah, bombs would be a little too violent. He's got swords because he 
stabbed Ingenium, so rope trick is a no go too. 


"Any other ideas on your head, then?" 


"I mean, he uses swords right? So we want to do things at range and 
keep him away. That means we want stuff to throw at him, maybe 
some things to slow him down?" 


"That's not really... viable, is it." 


"On the contrary, Mr. Compress, I alone can keep us safe from any 
ranged or melee attacks! My Quirk works even on the air, after all." 


"So that's a good gameplan for arresting Stain, then?" 


Stain. Stain. "Wait!" 


All heads snap your way. "Any of you know a high-ranking Hero with 
a cleaning aesthetic?" 


",.Wash?" 
"Wash? That's a Hero name?" 


There's a quiet silence as everyone looks at everyone else but you. 
"You... don't really look at Heroes all that much do you?" 


"Nope!" 
"Okay... so why is Wash important?" 


You grin wide. "Simple! We kidnap Wash and take him to fight 
Stain!" 


",,.Doof-San, what the fuck." 


"What?" You throw your hands in the air while staring at Twice. "It'd 
work like a charm! We can help keep him safe and everything!" 


"I'm with Twice here, what in the world kind of plan is that?" 


"Let me ask YOU something, Gentle Criminal! Don't you want to see 
just how much better they'd understand us by having a Hero fight 
someone alongside us?! It'd show that we're not just trying to be 
EVIL, but that we're cleaning out crime, one stain at a time!" 


Spinner blinks, then bursts into laughter, falling off his stool in the 
process. 


Compress sighs, but nods along. "You know what? Sure, let's kidnap 
another Hero and then join him in pit fighting the Hero Killer. What 
could go-" 


"DON'T! Never tempt fate! That's how you get the overarching 
narrative to ruin your plan!" 


And he clicks his mouth shut. "Okay, didn't think you of all people 
believed in fate, buuut... not gonna ask you to explain, you're still an 
enigma of a person." 


"Good! So that's three out of five. And you two?" 


Gentle Criminal nods after looking to The Brave and seeing her smile. 
"I believe we're all in agreement." 


"Great, okay so that means I gotta start on proper... costumes for all of 
us. After that I'll have to go and borrow Wash, then bring him over to 
wherever Stain is and BAM! Publicity! Doing what the Heroes 
couldn't! Getting the Commission angry!" You pause for a sec. "Gentle 
Criminal, you're fine. Rest of us need a costume change though, 
because You Compress are a criminal, and Spinner... you're just in a 


mo 


T-Shirt that says 'Gamer'. 
"It's fluffy!" 


"Fair, but it won't do!" You take a deep breath and grab a notepad 
and pen. "Let's get started." 


Spinner's Official Threads! — Voting closed — 27 voters 


Teen Mutant Ninja Turtle 5/7 
Waltisi/Plum! é it] 4/9 
toolbelt. Mustache mandatory. 
é' id : _ 
"capture scarf" that Shoto uses, but 
in black instead of grey. Pair with 
a dark green jumpsuit that can be 
upgraded into something more 
fashionable later. Leave shoes and 
gloves off so he can use his wall- 
climbing skills! 
F : 
incl yyus bf fast i‘ 


from neckline, so that when it's 
zipped up all the way and partially 
covering his face, it looks like he's 
breathing fire downwards. We can 
probably also make it so _ it 
actually lets him do that! 


Arbiters from Project Moon games 
just as fluffy and easy to put on. 
And also won't tear when he puts 
his strength to use. 

Mal Spi 2% 
fluffy and easy to put on. And also won't 
tear when he uses that big...actually, no, 
you're unfucking that abomination of a 
weapon while you're at it. 

... Weapon? 


Mr. Compress's New Threads! — Voting closed — 30 voters 


Jester outfit 2/3 
SS a ter ere hi it] 44/99 
blue linings 

Kid Kai 4/9 
—tFor—add-ons,—make—sure—there—— ———————*#17/26- 
are a variety of hidden pouches 

and pockets, held shut with 

magnets and a few velcro pouches 

just in case he faces someone with 

a ferrokinesis variant. 
—+Make-sure-theJester's—outfit—is— ———_———————6- 
deceivengly cheap looking, expect 

for the mask, of course 


2 
cover the upper half of his face 
with a black jester mask. Or let 
him use his existing collection of 
wooden ones! 
brass buttons and cufflinks with a 
simple swirling pattern that you 
workshop with the man himself. 
Brass and simple so they can be 
commissioned en masse _ for 
relative pennies, because you'll 


lose that shit in combat regularly. 
- Thi fol 
i PSS a ie 

get a proper French _ style 

masquerade piece, complete with 

gaudy renaissance style brass 

filigree that matches the other 

metallic pieces. 


DOOF's Villainous Threads! — Voting closed — 26 voters 


Dapper Trenchcoat + _ Tricorn *14/18 
combo, finish off with Gauntlets 
and Spectacles! 


-Bone Ash Set-Bloodberne-pAADH]>H___—_- 
—Master—of—Ffhe—teagtre—Set——_—_—_—_—___————*373- 


Bloodborne 

feet! i ore 1 
make it more protecting than most 

armors 


and polished so it doesn't look like 

you literally just pulled it out of a 

grave - Bloodborne 
—t+Powered—Exo-frame—underneath———____-#3/5-- 

all the dapper, artificial super 

strength is still super strength. 


Twice's New Threads! — Voting closed — 31 voters 


+Literally anything except a *7/11 
Deadpool mask. 
—Blank-faee—mask,-ehrome—outside;————_— 4&1. 72- 
otherwise acts as a one-way 

mirror. Hood which attaches to a 

fancy outfit based on 1800's 

France style officers costume, 

done up in his usual grayscale 


colors, with the metal fittings 
equally chrome. 
color scheme with better 
materials. 
Fult-on—Tommy—tee—Jones—Fwo-—#£_———_—_—_—————_-++- 
Face. 
that chooses its color based on its 
time of creation, meaning each 
clone is a slightly different color. 
mask and leathery gloves. Mask is 
smooth and one-way! 
where the eyes are 
_A_ripoff-of Deadpool, except with some eee 
body armor. Guy seems pretty alike based 
on the stories you've heard, and there are 
no copyright lawyers here to screw you 
over! (I'm sure the original will never 
even notice) 
No, you know better than to get the ONE 
GUY with the ability to bypass 
dimensional everything paying attention 
to you. 


Lighting because hot damn. — Voting closed — 24 voters 


Blank face mask, chrome outside, * 2/3 
otherwise acts as a one-way 

mirror. Hood which attaches to a 

fancy outfit based on 1800's 

France style officers costume, 

done up in his usual grayscale 

colors, with the metal fittings 

equally chrome. 


Chrome Mirror Helm. 


Finally... DOOF'S VILLAIN NAME. — Voting closed — 45 voters 


Dr. Food *1/2 
—Deetor Paradox _o+>4x>wsw——HH——— #2 - 
—Boctor-Sehadenfreude£ HA 4 8/26-- 
—Mr-Food———— 
—Br-Acrernyaa—_——H* 104 - 
—Balder—after—your—father-in-law-————____L-k2488- 

Man was a piece of work. 


—Ghernan-—H—*24- 


—Br-Spite—ADBH] 18 
figure it out! 


—Br-Stein—_H Ft - 


Eugh, no, that has WAY too many 

connotations. 

—DOGTOR-INA OR 
Good invention, terrible name for a 

person! 

Murphy's Law) 

Uh... Hasn't happened yet? Or will never 

happen. Time travel is weird! 


DOOF VILLAINOUS NAME LIGHTNING ROUND! — Voting closed — 


29 voters 


Doctor Schadenfreude - A fancy *8/8 
way to say you're a man who's got 
a doctorate in being spiteful! 
Though if you go for Spite 


Industries as a cover corporation, 

it'd be pretty... obvious to most. 

—Fhe-Good Hunter-—A _name-from————_____—_*#16/2+- 
Drusselstein, or rather a Title, 

that's been unused for around 

twenty-seven years now. Switched 

around because the whole 

Villainous Schtick is to take out 

those worse than you are! Kinda 

like a less-good Crow. 


Last thing for realsies - ANY DISPOSABLE GEAR? (Top 5) — Voting 


closed — 48 voters 


Smoke Bombs. So. Many. Smoke * 20/28 
Bombs. 
—Grappte-g ens@$]$_$}jRAADAMPSHS$$oHO _ #79- 
—€ontainment-Feam?—#£$£$¥7—O HH #9 45-— 
Flashbang beads _-——H—HaH——HJ_\]_—_—___— #4 4723- 
up a super phone, but then you 

wouldn't be able to throw them 

away like they're one use items 

and that just sort of appeals to the 

you who likes watching spy 

thrillers. 
EMP grenades ——s—s—“—isSsSsSSSSSSSS ed DS 
—Br——Doof's—bath—bombs!—They—__¥24732- 
explode on contact with someone, 

dousing them in a splash that 

washes them entirely, leaving a 

villainously lemony odor! 

fetal eg — kes W929 
powder/gas/Anything that makes 

people fall asleep 
-foam-that-harend-around-metal-to—£4 —___—_"-+- 
make it so the sword of stain is 

blunted 


Motive-Inators: Recorded rants on *8/11 

the why behind the mission, left 

behind after every mission. 
-Full-eover—cloaks—and—Hats-—Yeu——_______# 1 6720-- 

wear it to be mysterious, and then 

when you confront your target 

you dramatically throw them off! 
—Frap-tools—For-when-yot-need-te——_——__k248-- 

escape a trap, or make one on the 

fly! 

emergencies. 

entrances via destruction of non- 

loadbearing walls. 


—magnetizinator,for-swords—— _-H__£_£—————_+- 
—A—DISGUISEINAFORt—1t— just #46 
applies a fake nose, moustache 

and glasses to whoever its used 

on. 

Quicksilver Bull 

NOPE. 
ee: 


Not gonna lie that's like asking for a 
baseball bat. 


Put in with the Cloaks. Bit of a two-for- 
one! 

—KEE.GHEN-GUN— $$$ 
Too much power for one man to wield. 

—A-small stereo that plays the baby shark = sss 
song on repeat. 
TOO EVIL. 

~PANTSINATOR! APPLIES PANTS TQ 
WHATEVER ITS FIRED AT! 
AN OCTOPUS STOLE THE FIRST ONE, I 
KNOW WHEN I'VE LOST 


{Tuesday, May 4th, 23XX} 


You spent... well, the rest of your day working out the individual 
costumes and excitable aesthetic choice because like heck you were 


going to ruin this. It was an opportunity for EVIL in the most 
despicable way possible: to completely confuse your Heroic 
counterparts and take all the glory for a job well done from them! 
Make a Hero fight a Serial Killer in a pit fight... that you'll CHEAT in 
on the Hero's benefit! It's genius! 


So with a wide grin and eyebags you haven't had in like, years, you 
come back into that living room and start up a pot of coffee... while 
in your new COOOOSTUUUUUME! 


Sure, there was nobody around to look at you in your glory, but 
they'll all pop in eventually. That's how it always is with these kinds 
of things. Who knew being aware of Tropes was so useful? 


The first one back in is Mr. Compress, who freezes up when he sees 
you sipping away from your 'MR. EVIL GENIUS' mug. "...By Kami, 
you can actually dress up." 


You raise an eyebrow as your gauntleted hand sets the mug down. 
"What, you thought I was spouting steam when I told you I'd make 
costumes?" The sharply-angled tricorn hat shifts as you tilt your head, 
jutting to the pile of labeled costumes on the couch. "Take a look for 
yourself!" 


"Wha... You didn't sleep did you." 
"Shush, I was hit with inspiration!" 


Mr. Compress frowns. "Take better care of yourself. Also, these are 
immaculate. The white and blue - that's mine, isn't it?" 


"Yep! Even put together a domino mask for the full look!" 


",,.Can I wear my usual masks instead of the domino ones? I'm not 
offending your work, mind. It's just that these have a... sentimental 
value to me." 


You shrug, grabbing your mug again. "Up to you!" 


A few minutes later, Twice steps in and instantly zeroes in on the 


chrome helmet. He doesn't even ask before he has it on. 


"Uh. Buddy, I know you're happy to have that thing on, but you're 
gonna need to take it off to put on the suit and tie to finish the look." 


He starts jumping between laughing and crying, Mr. Compress giving 
him some pats on the back to help with that. At least he's been going 
strong with therapy, otherwise that would have been a lot worse! 


Spinner pauses when he steps into the room, looking at the clothing- 
covered couch. "Oh, these are for us, aren't they?! Which is mi-" He 
backpedals when he finally looks your way. "Holy shit you look 
badass!" 


"Thanks! Yours is the mobster-looking kit over there." 


And it was a mobster kit, because all of you were gonna be dressed 
like you were going to a party! Well, you're not going to a party, 
which is a bit of a bummer, sure, but the aesthetic of well-dressed 
Villainy is WAY too important to pass up! Especially given that 
introductions are, yknow, the most important part of being a Villain? 


It's like some people don't get that. 


...Well, that one guy with all the hands sorta did. That was a pretty 
solid aesthetic for being menacing, you'll give him that much! The 
butler guy that wasn't really a guy and more a bioweapon with a 
conscience was also really spiffy - what was his name, Ouroboros? 
Nah, that's English... Eh, you'll ask him if he's down for some Villainy 
another time. He's also... kinda hard to disguise. Unless you just turn 
off the mist, which you could do with some work and an Inator if you 
really wanted to but that's, again, a lot of work when the guy's 
probably not gonna want to, yknow, go back into Villainy. 


He literally has everything going for him to do EVIL and he's just a 
Jeeves sorta guy! God, sometimes everything but one detail lines up 
for something great and there's nothing you can do about it. 


When everyone gets their clothes on you've wrapped up your coffee 
for the morning and already have the traditional Drusselsteinian 


Hunter's garb covering your mouth and nose. "So, here's the plan." 


--U.A-- 


[Atsuhiro Sako - Mr. Compress] 
The idea was batshit insane. 
The plan was even moreso. 


But Atsuhiro was nothing if not a performer, and given the madness 
of the play it needed the best in order to succeed. 


Doof-San - The Good Hunter - gave him a large tophat, a second, 
disposable cape, a handful of marbles much like his own that were a 
mix of flashbang and smoke bomb, and gave him a heads up that the 
gloves he wore doubled as a marble launcher. 


Then he portalled him to stake out a fucking elementary school to 
kidnap the man from after he plays with some children. He has no 
idea how the fuck Doof-San knew where Wash was, let alone why he 
thought this was a remotely smart move... 


...Which is why he decided to make a slight change to the plans. 


With a careful use of the smoke marble, he bursts through the 
gymnasium doors, startling the children and getting the attention of 
teachers and Wash alike. "Mwahahahaaaa! Wash, I am here to face 
you with my dastardly wiles and Villainous ways! For I... AM 
MISTER CLEANUP!" 


He winks at the terrifyingly-wide eyed man in the washing machine 
outfit, realization hitting him a moment later. "Washu Washu, you 
cannot defeat me!" 


"Ahh, BUT I CAN!" With a leap, Atsuhiro bounces up a wall before 
leaping and gliding to the stadium, cape and hat vanishing as he 
stores them away with his Quirk. He spreads his arms wide as the 
children excitably watch, then bows dramatically. "May the best. 
Cleaner. Win." 


I swear if I get arrested for this I'm going to be so dissapointed. 


On one hand, he wasn't arrested, given there was no obvious Quirk use 
and no property damage thanks to both of their Quirks being 
harmless to the environment around them. Well... harmless in the 
ways the two chose to use their Quirks at least. 


On the other hand, he was now being given way more attention than 
he thought after being play-arrested by Wash and gently brought 
outside the school grounds. 


",,.You're a good actor, washa." 


"I used to do a lot of performance acts, actually. Magic is my 
specialty, but someone who helped me out of a bad place asked me to 
come by and find you. So I went and did what I do best." 


It's hard to tell what the man's expression is like, but his voice says it 
all. "Washa?" 


Atsuhiro doesn't deign to answer at first, waiting until they're out of 
sight for the school and out of camera and people range. 


"Acting." 


He's running into the nearest alleyway like a bat out of Hell with a 
marbled Wash, speed-dialing Doof-San, and screaming internally 
because HOW THE FUCK DID I GET AWAY WITH THAT. 


--U.A-- 


[Danjuro Tobita - Gentle Criminal] 
"It should not have been that fucking easy." 


Twice was wolf-whistling at the end of the play-by-play, Danjuro 
politely clapping as LaBrava squealed in excitement. 


"I've almost got Stain's location pinned down! Just give me another 
day or two, okay? Then we can get him cornered in an alleyway and 
give him a run for his money!" 


Compress is still drinking rum while shaking his head. 


Spinner pokes his head in to see his fellow Villain in terrible spirits. 
"Did you get him?" 


"Shouldn't have been so fucking easy." 


Doof-San shrugs as he walks in. "Eh, it works given we're running on 
different genres!" 


",,.Heinz Doofenshmirtz, what the fuck does that mean?" 
He opens, then closes his mouth. "I... huh. I don't know!" 


Compress looks to his rum, then back to Doof-San, then while 
remaining in eye contact, finishes his glass in one go. 


Doof-San leaves him to his drinking after that. 


--U.A-- 


[1-A] 


{Wednesday, May 5th, 23XX} 


Today was the day their Hero Names were confirmed, and their 
internships accepted. 


Except... a lot of Pros were shifting around because Endeavor had 
been missing for a week, and now Wash was missing. 


lida Tenya had stuck with his intended internship, choosing Manual 
in Hosu over his own brother. Why he did was obvious in the grand 
scheme of things, but the truth of the matter was that few could 
understand the logic behind his actions. 


Izuku Midoriya, gently let down by his idol, had selected Gran Torino 
to better control his ability to output his Quirk at safe and consistent 
percentages instead of fluctuating with his emotions and instincts. He 
didn't want to hurt people. 


Shoto Todoroki had turn and gone with Wash originally, but had to 
instead change and go with a Hero that did use Ice. Geten of Deika 
City. 


Shinsou Hitoshi, and shockingly, Tooru Hagakure decided to go with 
Snipe. This is a Terrible Idea, but everybody was too afraid of telling 
the man with a Big Iron on his Hip that he shouldn't teach the sleep- 
deprived teenager and the literal ambush laser beam girl how to 
shoot things extremely well. 


Just about everyone else makes their own choice of internship - none 
Terrible Ideas, of course, just good ideas and bad ideas - and then 
they all get their suitcases and costume kits together as the vast 
majority approach the train station. 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz wasn't there to send them off, a little too busy 
working on a particular project that he was entrusted with weeks 
ago. 


That, of course, was a Terrible Idea. 


Not that those stopped him before. 
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[Tensei lida - Turbo Hero: Ingenium] 


Despite definitively being back to full health and feeling better than he 
has in years because that little crick in his back and neck were gone, 
Recovery Girl was still keeping him on firm No Hero Nonsense for the 
day. 


He could deal. He could! 


Especially when a little girl with silvery hair and an older, firm-faced 
man walks in to the school's clinic and the latter starts chatting with 
the nurse. That leaves him plenty opportunity to get the attention of 
the small girl, who smiles and waves back at him. 


"Hi there!" 
"Hi. Did Uncle Doof fix you?" 


Tensei playfully rubs his chin, looking up and away. "I dunno... what 
does he look like?" 


The girl's cheeks puff a little as she pokes her tongue to the side and 
thinks. "Umm... he's really tall and thin! And his nose is pointy and 
he smiles a lot!" 


"Hmmmmm. Tall, thin, pointy nose... you sure you aren't talking 
about a witch? All he'd need is black clothes and a big hat!" 


"Nuh-uh. Uncle Doof is nice! He fixed grampa!" 


The firm man's gaze softened when it flicked back to the girl, then 
hardened again when he saw Tensei. "Doof-Sama saved you with his 
technology, even if he wasn't here to do it himself." 


Oh. "The Rejuvenator was something he made? Huh! He's gotta be a 
genius to have worked out something like that." 


Recovery Girl huffs. "He is a genius. Just way too eccentric. And 
currently taking the week off after Nezu gave him approval, doing 
Kami knows what. The man lived on campus for two months for 
crying out loud and completely threw most knowledge of Quirk 
Genetics out the window since he's been here!" 


",,.Is uh, is he looking to be hired as a medic for Heroes? Or can we 
buy one of these? Because I'm gonna be honest, if that's not Quirk 
powered it would sell for a literal fortune." 


"I'm afraid Dr. Doof-San isn't intending to sell his works, Iida-San." 


He blinks and rapidly sits up as he sees the Principal - His ex- 
Principal - walking in. "Nezu-San?" 


"Trust me, I've tried! His wife threatened me a little bit later. Or 
rather, his Ex. Soon to be reunited from what I can tell, though 
Human emotions were always a weak point of mine!" 


",,.So let me get this straight. If my memory is correct, the guy that 
made the giant flying ship way above the school is the same guy that 
made this, and is also not only someone with time for marriage, but 
someone who's getting hooked back up with his ex-wife?" 


The mammal's smile widens, eyes glinting with unknown emotion. 
"More or less!" 


"I'd love to be the fly on the wall for that sort of thing. See how his 
life looks in a day-to-day, you know?" 


The firm-faced man shook his head. "I think the normalcy would be 
preferable by now. Eri, say goodbye to the nice man. Chiyo-San has 
to complete your checkup." 


She frowns but nods. "Goodbye." 
Tensei gives the girl a wide smile and wave. "Bye, Eri!" 


Nice girl. 


--U.A-- 


[Shoto Todoroki - 1-A Student] 


He stared at the man in the turquoise parka, the Cryo Agency rising 
behind him like a dragon. 


The man stared right back. 
",,.Geten, right?" 


The Pro Hero nods, slowly reaching up and lowering their puffy 
hood. 


Silvery-White hair flutters out, untamed. Similarly silver eyes with 
fluffy eyelashes stare at Shoto. 


For a moment, neither say anything to one another. 

"Geten-Sensei, are you related to a Rei Himura?" 

A hand grabs the boy by the shoulder, firm and shaking. Geten's face 
was calm, but he could see the way it twitched. "How do you know 
that name." 


"She's my mother." 


"Endeavor stole my fucking cousin?" He sucks in a breath and turns 
around. "I assume... you only have the Ice, then." 


"I used to have both. I got rid of the fire for more power from my 
mother's side." 


",,.Tell me about my cousin first, please. Afterwards, we will discuss 
what you mean by that." 


Shoto can trust family, especially when they hate his father. 


--U.A-- 


[Katsuki Bakugo - 1-A Student] 


The moment Jeanist tried to fucking touch his hair he walked out of 
the agency and called Hound Dog. 


"Bakugo-San, is something wrong?" 
"Should I let someone cut my fucking hair for my internship?" 
"...Please don't tell me Best Jeanist tried to give you a haircut." 


He huffs. "I walked the fuck out as soon as he tried. Didn't blow a 
goddamn thing up either." 


"You don't need to defend yourself, Bakugo-San. I believe you." 
"Damn right you do!" He pulls the phone away to sigh, not of relief 
but of annoyance. Fuckin' absolutely not relief. "So what the fuck 


now?" 


"Principal Nezu is likely going to pull some strings to have someone nearby 
take you in his place." 


"The fuck are my options then?!" 


"...How interested are you in wearing rabbit ears and learning from 
Mirko?" 


He blinks, mentally letting the words settle. Then he cackles. 


--U.A-- 


[Shinsou Hitoshi - 1-A Student] 


This is not exactly what he had in mind when Tooru said they'd go on 
a date date. Not that he minds, target practice has been a great stress 
reliever at the end of the day, but teaching the light-bending girl how 
to shoot while Snipe watched was... 


Well it was embarrassing to have Snipe whistling and adding his own 
commentary, but it was also rewarding to see him nodding in 
approval at everything he was doing and showing. More than that, 
the fact that they'd basically be sharing the week together, without any 
of the others to know that they're... you know, learning together. 


He didn't even plan this, but Shinsou is incredibly happy with the 
results regardless. 


That is, until Snipe tells them he's going to be training them '‘to 
th'second year standard for pointin' and runnin' and shootin", which 
raised several alarm bells in the boy's head. 


Surely it'd be fine? 


...At least he'd be going out to a cat cafe tonight. 


--U.A-- 


{Thursday, May 6th, 23XX} 
[Shuichi Iguchi - Spinner] 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz - or The Good Hunter as he's chosen to go by 
while in costume - has been a... unique experience for Shuichi to be 
around. 


Before this, he'd been a shut-in with a wide set of skills that worked 
best while he was alone or on the internet. Digital Sleuthing, White 


Whale Finding, Console Repair, and more were his fields of expertise. 
He knew a lot of random facts and trivia thanks to that, and more 
than anything - he had a very good sense of when people were being 
Idiotic. 


Internet Forums had trained that particular skill to an extreme, 
trolling and general ignorance being easily noted and filtered out 
from what was important. It also meant that, despite himself, he was 
very good at arguing. 


So when he, after over twenty hours of research, says that Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz is probably a scientist that isn't from around here in a 
very planetary sense and people disagree with him? He decides a 
little ranting is worth his while. 


"Spinner, don't you think you're taking that idea a little far? He's 
intelligent, yes, but surely that's because of his Quirk, no?" 


"Okay, look. This isn't me spouting bullshit, this is me going off of the 
information we literally have. During the sports festival he said he's 
from Drusselstein, an apparent European country that doesn't exist. 
He's talked about mutated animals, which, again, don't exist anywhere 
on Earth outside of fucking Nezu of U.A.." He slams a palm down on 
the table. "Finally, there was literally NOTHING about him on the 
internet until all of three months ago. In other words, he had no 
presence. Not digital, and without any further evidence, not physical 
until those three months ago!" 


Gentle Criminal shakes his head. "He simply must have hid away 
under another identity." 


"Gentle, I need you to take a good look at him. Then I want you to tell 
me, with a straight face, that he can handle stealth for more than five 
minutes when not absolutely bumfuck mad." 


He can see the man's face scrunching further and further as he tries 
and horribly fails to get a functioning images that matches. "...Okay, 
perhaps you have a point there. But it's possible he simply went by a 
different modus operandi." 


"Nada. I checked for that - the first thing I looked for after I found 


nothing connecting to him. Again, nothing. I couldn't find a single. 
Thing. That would point to the work he's pulled off. You said that he 
said he made this entire thing in under a month and a half. Don't you 
think that if he has that kind of capability, he'd have been better 
known by SOMEBODY? Some kind of person popping up online to 
say ‘oh yeah I've seen stuff like this in my area way back when’, 
something, ANYTHING AT ALL. Nothing. Not a thing. Not a singular 
speck of evidence pointing to activity like this when he clearly has 
experience and practice from something or somewhere that he should 
not have without making a public splash. Which can mean one of 
three things." 


Compress sighed as he sank into his seat, dealing with yesterday's 
hangover via a cup of tea and an icepack. "Which are?" 


"One, he worked for a major country's Government or I-Island. Two, 
he used to be locked up somewhere to develop these kinds of things. 
Three, he is not from here. Period." He starts going back. "The first 
doesn't work because any Government that had him would be doing 
something by now, either online or in person, which there is no 
evidence of. No country is capable enough to do that kind of extreme 
action without there being evidence of it, and he's already made it 
clear he isn't a part of I-Island. The second has... some merit, but he's 
too cheery and casual about things or his background for that to make 
much sense. Which leaves the third." 


",,.I'm sorry, was I roofied? Did one of you drug me or are you 
genuinely insisting that Doof-San is from another reality?" Spinner 
doesn't reply, Compress slowly sinking further into the recliner as his 
eyes go glassy and distant. "Merciful Kami, it's a good thing Twice 
isn't here to hear you say those ideas. The poor guy doesn't need 
another existential crisis on his lap so soon." 


Spinner facepalms before using the phone number he was given to 
make a call. On speaker. 


Gentle Criminal and Mr. Compress both turn to look at the ringing 
phone. 


"... Yello?" 


"Hey, Doof-San, quick question. Are you from this world or another 
one?" 


"Uh... did someone tell you about that or did you just figure it all out?" 


Gentle Criminal sets his teacup down. "I just did a lot of guesswork 
based on internet searches honestly. So you really aren't from our 
world, right?" 


"Yeah, no, I'm from a completely different one. Different point in time too, 
about three centuries in the past relative to here! But over there also had 
Superheroes way before even I was born! And they're not genetic either, at 
least not the way it's genetic, yknow, here." 


"That's pretty cool! I just wanted to confirm is all. Thank you!" 


"Youre welcome!" Click. 


",..God is real and he's made it his personal mission to drive me 
insane, hasn't he." 


The normally unflappable man picks up his teacup. Then softly, but 
with conviction, Gentle Criminal speaks. "What the fuck." 


"Say, if there's at least one universe with us, how many others have us 
all going with the League of Vi-" 


"Cease. I have to be a gentleman, Spinner, but I will tell you with 
absolute honesty that I have a limit. If I need to consider the 
implications that the Multiverse is real any further, then I am going 
to very much surpass said limit." 


",,.You know what? Fair enough, I've made my point. See you guys 
for when we curbstomp Stain!" 


He swivels and leaves the two to suffer for their close-mindedness, 
passing LaBrava in the halls with a wave. 


--U.A-- 


{Friday, May 7th, 23XX} 
[Tomura Shigaraki] 
Stain was supposed to have been here to fucking talk to. 


Where the fuck is his NPC Questline? Who's messing with his NPCs? 
Did they think they were too good for him?! 


Sensei hasn't been talking to him much anymore. He... he still had 
his mission. 


He still needed to kill All Might. He still needed to tear down Society. 
He didn't have Kurogiri. He didn't... 

He was alone again. Again. 

There was nobody to help him. 


It's my Quirk awakening all over again. 


Tomura screams. 


HOUUUUU-u.aA-OOUUOUUU 
[Wash - You don't need any more explanation. ] 


One moment he's walking out of a school with someone who decided 
to make his work more entertaining for the children at no cost or 
trouble. 


The next, he's in the middle of a large arena with the Hero Killer 
opposite of him, roughly forty meters apart and looking around at the 
clearly prepared metal scenery. Lights above are on and lighting the 


arena up bright, figures shaded by the light and obscured as Wash 
tries to make sense of any of it. 


The saving grace is that Stain looks just as confused. 


"Ladies and gentlemen! We of LOVEDART have been having our fair 
share of fun these past few days." A figure walks into view, high above 
and in odd garments. Wash would know, his whole thing is washing 
things. 


A sharply-angled Tricorn hat rested overtop a head concealed by 
rounded spectacles, the frills of a trenchcoat masking the shape, and 
a cloth covering their mouth. The clothes underneath showed signs of 
wear and tear, but careful maintenance. And even from afar, he could 
see the glinting metal gauntlets that covered their hands and 
forearms. A cane rested loosely on their right hand, metal and hefty. 
"Mostly getting this whole shebang set up. The Stain on Heroics, a guy in 
his thirties stabbing people that he disagrees with because capitalism is 
Evil. Then there's Wash, the Hero known for washing away the stains of 
crime! BUT CAN HE WASH AWAY THE STAINS OF TIME?!" 


"I would certainly hope so, Good Hunter." A familiar voice chimes in, 
the masked figure that had snatched him away standing by the man's 
side. "Not that we won't help, of course!" 


Stain throws a dagger at the two, which is when the cane transforms 
into a whip and swipes the dagger out of the air. "Wow. I gave you a 
stage and space to say your piece, and you still just choose to be violent 
first? Fine, then. Let's get this over with. Do your job, Wash!" 


"You turn my work of culling the corrupt into a game?!" 


"Yes. Because you'd never be able to tell what Corruption is even if it hit 
you in your face." 


The Villain snarls but quickly finds the knives on-hand knocked away 
from a blast of Wash's bubbles. 


Around him, three others enter the arena. 


A gentleman through and through, with a cane of his own but face 
clear as day. He could see the silver-grey hairs that made up the 


man's face, but little else as he leisurely approached. Gentle Criminal, 
C-Rank Villain if only for his exposés on corruption in major institutions 
causing chaos. Not a fighter. 


A man in a chrome helm, suit and tie beneath, fingers messing with 
one another in a nervous tic. Unknown, but visibly uncomfortable with 
being in range of me. Likely not a fighter, either. 


A man with a clear heteromorph Quirk and a mix of professional and 
gangster-like attire that left everything under his eyes covered up. His 
gaze was steely, even from afar. Toned body and calm-acting. Possibly 
dangerous. 


"Wait. What did you do with Himiko?!" 


"The girl? Nothing yet. Likely she'll be taken into police custody given the 
circumstances. That might change to something better for her, but right 
now I suggest worrying about yourself!" 


Wash pressed the given advantage, a quiet Washa under his breath all 
that Stain heard before he was upon the man. The Metamaterial 
armor that made up his washing machine costume held up perfectly 
against the man's swords, pushing the fight into a bubble-loaded 
brawl which Stain clearly struggled with. 


Then he felt a sharp sting on his arm, the tubing protection 
insufficient to stop the Hero Killer's attempt to draw blood. 


But none of it makes it to the man's mouth, bubbles washing the 
crimson away and forcing Stain to spit and sputter before his teeth 
are knocked out and himself with them. 


The Pro Hero pauses, before blinking in surprise at the calm applause 
and freely-tossed rope. "Good stuff. We'll drop you off in a sec, okay? 
Just make sure he's tied up properly first." 


",,.Washa. How did you do this?" 


"Very carefully." 


A vague and somewhat menacing answer. "You could have just 
dropped him into the police jail." 


The 'Good Hunter' shakes his head, grin visible through the 
concealing fabric. "But that's no fun when there's comedy to be had. Not 
the kind of comedy you like, I'm sure, but it works just fine." 


Wash decides to focus on what's in front of him for now. Namely, the 
unconscious Stain that needed to be cuffed and tied up. Gagged too. 


After that's done, they offer him a closed can of coffee and just... talk. 
They're odd. Very odd. 


But they're not... malicious? Villainous? They're not really the kind of 
people Wash thinks should be arrested. Get some help, maybe, but 
not arrested. One of them helped Wash entertain kids, for crying out 
loud - bad people don't do that. 


He was still very confused- 


-then he was in front of his Hero Agency. He still has no idea how 
they did it, but he's here now. 


Honestly, whatever Quirk that is would have been amazing for 
Heroics. It's a shame. 


--U.A-- 


You sigh dramatically as soon as Wash is gone. Man you're out of 
practice for pulling a, as the industry calls it, magnificent bastard 
persona. It's been a while! 


Though honestly, the fact that it all worked out even though the 
alleyway fight didn't happen is a bit of a miracle. Like, come on, who 
expects an alleyway killer to have a teenaged apprentice? One that was 


conveniently, you know, with them at the time of the planned fight? 


Look, you're not dumb, you know how narrative tropes like to do 
their little thing or really mess with how you handle a situation, 
which, yeah, you get it. That's not the problem. No no no, the 
problem is that he, a thirty-plus year old man, chose a clearly in need 
of help teenaged girl as an apprentice. The fact her reaction for her 
teacher was abject panic is normal, but that kind of attachment is 
uh... Well it's never a good thing. 


Which is why you decided hey, why not go and talk to her to sort it all 
out? 


So that's why you are in a comfy side room and covered back up 
when the marble holding her pops open. "So uh... hi?" 


"What did you do with Stainy?! Where am I?!" 


You sigh, rubbing your forehead. "Stain got in a fight with Wash, 
you're right in front of me. Who, uh, are you? And why were you 
with a guy twice your age?" 


She blinks, the ever-present blush on her cheeks flaring as she tilts 
her head and her smile returns. "I'm Himiko! And I was with Stainy 
because I like all the blood he spills~." 


",,.How does it feel when you drink it." 


"Oh, you know about that? It's really, really good when I get the 
chance to!" 


You're going to do something you'll regret if you sit with her for 
much longer. "Would you say you get lightheaded and... airy when 
you drink it?" 


She nods with a giggle, and you stand up and walk out the door. 
"There's drinks in the fridge, please don't try to go out of here." 


Right. You know you're probably wrong. But her eyes are like a 
beast's, slitted and predatorial. She has fangs. She gets Blood-Drunk. 
You're not gonna make a fair judgement here and you know that. 


",,.Is everything alright?" 


You look at Compress. "I'm not the right guy to talk to her, honestly. 
She's reminding me of some... home life problems. I don't want to be 
biased or anything, and you're probably gonna nicer to her." 


"Cooontext?" 


"Basically, big issue back home was a problem where some special 
blood could give a really great emotional high and help fight 
sickness. It was also incredibly addictive and caused mutations after 
drinking enough. Himiko, in there, seems to be an addict for a similar 
reason - Might be wrong on that from bias - and it's really not doing 
my mindset of how to handle her any favors." 


Compress sighs before opening the door and stepping inside. 


--U.A-- 


[Atsuhiro Sako - Mr. Compress] 


"...So let me get this straight: Your parents neglected your natural 
diet for blood due to your Quirk-" 


"Uhuh!" 
"-and you had a mental break at some point in middle school-" 
"Yep!" 


"-in which you stabbed a classmate but left him alive, drank his 
blood, and booked it to Kami knows where-" 


"That's right!" 


"-which somehow ended up with you getting involved with the Hero 
Killer-" 


"He didn't mind me drinking!" 


"-and now that he's under arrest and you've no actual skills to live a 
life in spite of being unconnected to any of your crimes while 
involved with him - eugh - you're left to fend for yourself..." 


"More or less!" 


"and in doing so, you're left with a problematic emotional 
connection to drinking blood that could be best described as... Good 
Kami above, lust?" 


Her deepening blush and curling smile tell him all he needs to know. 
"OKAY. You're possibly criminally insane but there's no real way 
that'd fly in the courtroom, you have a lot of underlying problems 
that would need a small team of lawyers and psychologists to 
overcome, and you're generally... a little young to be in this clique of 
madness and having to experience the man who shunted this job off 
to me." He pauses. "Or, rather, you're at the age where you'd 
experience him in a classroom - phrasing, holy fuck - where you'd see 
him in a classroom!" 


"Can I be him in a classroom?" 


",,.I'm gonna put a raincheck on that one." 


What the heck do you do with the girl? — Voting closed — 50 voters 


Yeah no, that's the Police's 0 
Problem. 

Yeah, she did some bad stuff, but 

she also just needs some help. The 

guy you're healing up probably 

wouldn't mind a roomate! 


here? You're gonna need one 

HECK of an excuse to get her to 

him, but you're sure you can work 

something out. 
—Okay-so-theretS that-one-eousin-of —£_——— #1 7/20- 
yours back home... but you're not 

really sure if it's a good idea to 

take an OUTSIDER to Drusselstein. 


GUESS. You're not really sure how 

that's gonna work out though... 
—0h,—you_DO— have —thatt—__£${[IA—e77- 
LOVEMUFFIN scientist that can 

turn into a bat and knows an 

uncomfortable amount of human 

anatomy. But you've never overly 

interacted with the guy. And the 

fact that you'll probably have to 

owe a favor! 


Doof's Excuse. — Voting closed — 36 voters 


Don't bother with an excuse. Just * 18/24 

send her anonymously in the mail 

need of a good home and therapy. 

study of blood and found that one 

and though oh she is perfect to be 

with vlad 
—+write-whats-wrong-with- her -p—_—__—_—\_—\"—*24728- 
—-+-saw—her—snacking—on—a—dead————\—*273- 

pigeon when I was on my way to 

Mcdonalds 
-+—found—her—in—an—abusive-———————*10/H-— 

relationship with an adult man 
—So-Does—Japan—not—have—Soeial—__ke2-- 

Services I saw this kid licking 

blood up off the ground while I 


was on my way to Wcdonalds! 
—Shoot-her-through-Nezu's-windew,——£-—_———_—______—-*5/6-- 

in padding protection of course 

with a note of what's wrong with 

her. 

s] 

help. And remember, plausible 

deniability! 

eS hil bi 

villain. She needs help. 

I'm not dumb enough to tell him THAT! 


Both Going to Nezu, simply picking How. — Voting closed — 50 
voters 


The Goofy Method (Mail her via * 21/28 
Marble) 

The Seri Methed-Beof bx K13/29 
her in and explains some things 

vaguely) 


He sits and talks with the girl for another twenty minutes, trying to 
make proper heads or tails of what they can even do. 


Realistically, there was next to nothing that Compress could think of 
that'd be effective in this highly specific and vaguely uncomfortable 
situation. Either give her to the police or hold onto her. Which... 
okay, she clearly needs help. He's not going to up and give up on a 
troubled teen that just needs some direction and correction, even if 
that includes copious amounts of therapy and psychological studies. 


So, despite his liver's protests, he goes to Doof-San and gets his 
opinions on the matter. 


About two hours later, Himiko Toga is in a marble in a jar with other 
marbles (those being mundane) and shipped off to Nezu of U.A. 
High's P.O. Box. 


He had no real reason to believe it'd work, but the whole thing didn't 
actually take very long to put together. He wasted only a sliver of his 
life to do it, and there's no real way to trace any of that back to them 
outside of the marble. 


But he knows exactly when to release it: Two days from now, at 5PM 
sharp. It should go through every single necessary check by then, 
especially if it's in a mailbox close to U.A. to start with. 


Doof-San put together a detailed note on her situation, signed in 
surprisingly flowery Kanji for a man who's made it very clear that he 
isn't a local. The bottom had no signature, instead it had a symbol of 
an crooked tower with a bulb on top. 


Past that, they did nothing and watched for the extensive reactions of 
their little... heist. 


To say the internet was abuzz would be an understatement, especially 
given their usual state of being is abuzz about something or other. 
No, Japan's slice of the world wide web has anyone in the Heroics 
business talking about the nightmare of confusion that was the whole 
stunt. Publicity was clearly skyrocketing because they managed to 
successfully kidnap a top ten Hero and the Hero Killer and throw them 
into a room together. 


A number of people put the pieces together on Endeavor being 
missing, but given there has been no official statement from the 
Todoroki Household involving their father's disappearance, that 
hasn't quite become a primary theory as of yet. Didn't mean it wasn't 
a common one, though. 


Not to mention the footage itself being, in a word, entertaining. Well, 
not so much to Compress outside of the bastard getting socked in his 
face, but still entertaining all the same. 


The Hero Commission was already rousing to put a bounty on their 
head as an A-Class threat by virtue of kidnapping one top-tenner 
without issue. If they knew with certainty that one of their members 
did the Endeavor one they'd probably try for S-Class, logic be damned 


about their actual inclinations for nonviolence. Still, it's nice to see 
some recognition. 


U.A. hasn't made any statements, but if anyone can put together 
what's going on and wouldn't mind quietly ignoring one of their staff 
going batshit insane, it's that magnanimous Principal. 


Japan in general is just... confused. Incredibly confused, in fact, but 
leaning towards positive confusion instead of negative. That is a plus, 
Compress would freely admit. Even if it's only been a few hours since 
the whole thing was recorded and edited, the fact that Wash didn't 
realize he'd been missing for days said more than plenty about the 
accuracy of their actions. And Wash wasn't even mad. 


That fact alone left Compress happy to work with the Hero again, if 
the time came for it. Wash was... fun. 


--U.A-- 


You're finally stumbling back onto campus to get some of your gear 
for tomorrow when your phone starts ringing. 


After a few seconds of dragging it out of your coat, you accept the 
call from Hizashi. "Yello?" 


"Hey, Heinz! I was thinking about something and I, uh, wanted to see if 
youre free this Sunday." 


"I should be, but why?" 


He laughs nervously. "Well, I run a bit of a radio show if you remember. 
And a lot of people liked us talking during the Sports Festival. So I thought 
I'd capitalize on that and get you on to ask you some questions and have a 
good time!" 


You mull it over. "Hm. Eh, sure, why not!" 


"Hell yeah! I'll pick you up from campus, bud. Ciao!" 


He ends the call and you pocket your phone, heading off to your on- 
campus apartment and putting the new and improved Quirk 
Amplificator Inator onto the countertop before you washed up and 
went to bed. 


That isn't really meant to be yours, and you might as well hold onto it 
for later. You'll deal with making another for Compress later, just to 
fit into his gloves, because man he deserves it for all the trouble 
you've put the guy through. 


{Saturday, May 8th, 23XX} 
Honestly, you're looking forward to today. 


You've dug up a lot about the guy's blood and DNA, and honestly 
you've gotten pretty inspired by seeing all that revolutionary genetic 
material in your possession doing its thing and... DNA-ing. Wow, that 
like, really fell flat. Guess you'll have to work on the Nomenclature 
puns. 


Anyway! You were gonna be spending plenty of time with the scarred 
guy again, and next week you should be able to get him back up to 
proper health. That means you have... a few centuries of more 
information to dig out of him. 


Gosh, you have a good amount of when everything started out, the 
guy's great with that. But really, you do have some keystone points 
that he could focus on instead of the broad scopes, because hey, 
someone that's lived for over two hundred years knows a thing or 
two about history! 


There's the Meta Liberators, the whole Humarise thing you found on 
the internet, general questions about technology or about living 
conditions, how the heck people agreed to I-Island... Honestly there's 
a lot of good points to cover. 


So you make a little list to make sure you don't go off topic! It'll be 
genius! 


Top 3. — Voting closed — 41 voters 


Meta Liberation Movement. The *6/7 
guy has a 'strong Quirk’, so surely 

he knows a bit more? 

anything, but it doesn't really hurt 

to ask..? 

guy lived through generations, he's 

gotta have some opinions! 

just wanna know if there's 

something else to it besides 

desperation. 
GoOffTopic Anyway! ss—s—se 88 
veteran? How does Japan handle 

that, is there a Veteran's Fund or 

something-? 


[All For One] 


...Reconstruction through advanced medical technology is far more 
unsettling a feeling than doing so through a Quirk. And that, of all 
things, should really say something about society. Maybe he's lost 
touch with the uniqueness of Quirks, or grown desensitized to the 
whole affair. Maybe it's the head trauma. Maybe he's just being 
particularly dramatic today. 


He had to get into the mood for today's history lesson, after all, and 
it'd be rather stupid of him to not internalize that sort of personality 
to make sure things continue along nicely. 


Of course, that didn't mean he liked the questions the man focused 
on. 


"You... of all possible things to ask of, you choose to ask someone 


with a fascination of Quirks about [-Island?" 


"Look, you have over two dozen decades of stuff to say, I'd like to get 
some personal questions answered along the way. What's the harm in 
that?" 


He considers it briefly, then shrugs. "Fair enough, I suppose." His 
'eyes' close. "Some time just before the tail end of the Quirk Wars, I 
want to say... the 2240s? I think 2247 but it might be '48, sometime 
around there was when centralized business assets were being rapidly 
conceptualized and put into practice. At first this was for 
fundamental businesses, such as raw material consolidation and 
factory plants. This helped minimize the logistical pains for raw 
goods and ease general traffic to be more... variable in what's shipped 
and to where. It's why so many cities have convenient warehouses to 
borrow as Villainous hideouts all over the place, even if rarely used 
to the same capacities they used to be." 


It was incredibly useful for terror campaigns, he will admit. Just turn 
one or two being used for drugs or hookers into a bloodbath and 
really get the people around to pay a little more tribute for his 
Villainous activities. 


"Capitalism, in its usual ways, decided to take it to its logical 
extreme. Which lead to the formation of the Global Research and 
Innovative Development Organization for the Future of All, or 
GRIDOFA. This was intended to be a means to fund and finance 
scientific works that benefitted mankind, which rapidly transitioned 
into helping Heroes due to financial incentives and the need to truly 
help them. They were - and are, in all honesty - doing rather poorly 
versus the massive amounts of underlying crime. But due to laser- 
focusing onto a singular market type and for global benefit, they were 
worried about the formation of local competition." 


",,.And that's why they're a gilded cage?" 


"Oh, we're getting to that. People these days... They first strong-armed 
as many governments as possible into giving them an extensive 
amount of leeway and control; it was a means to an end of 
permanently securing a position of power over all others in the field, 
because now they had permanency. After that, they built their little 


gilded cage, gave it a fresh name, and loaded it with its intoxicating 
feed, bringing the blind birds in like a tidal wave. Most didn't care 
because it fed their families and firmly guaranteed they had jobs and 
finances - that they could live well and not give much of a damn 
about the world going to hell around them. It was a major boon to 
the Heroes, to have all the gear in the world and more... until, of 
course, the exceptions and the catches started coming up. 
Independents had trouble staking their own spot in the world. Certain 
types of research were frowned upon or outright stricken from any 
public records. On and on their ploys have gone, and they now have 
a veritable vault of knowledge and ideas that have never since seen 
the light of day due to the flighty figureheads of what is now known 
as I-Island." 


There was an intense lull for a time, as the doctor fiddled with 
something or other and a pen scratched against paper. 


",,.S0! Quality of Life and general technology. How's that changed 
since society went kaput and came back together?" 


At least it was a sensible followup. "Some technology is far more 
advanced, while others are, shall we say, behind." 


"Like phone, laptops, and the internet, right?" 


His mouth nearly opens in surprise. "...Yes, you're right. How did you 
know that?" 


"I mean, I've seen some older stuff and it's pretty, uh, identical under 
the covers?" 


"They still don't make phones quite like the old Nokia models, 
though." 


The Doctor clicks his tongue. "Isn't that something from the mid 
2000s?" 


"Eh, 2017 revived model that was built off of a 2000 model. It's name 
was the Nokia 3310, and let me tell you, these things were so damn 
durable. You could probably bludgeon a man to death with one and 


it'd come out scot free!" 


In truth, he has done just that - every time he needs a new one from 
his stockpile, he simply takes out the SIM and MicroSD holding his 
massive music and meme collection and sets them aside, then he has 
- had either gone out himself or ordered Kurogiri to bring someone 
for him to properly introduce to the hard plastic that made up the 
device. 


Truly, technology knows no bounds. "It was one of the few things I 
did outside of Japan honestly - I stole the blueprints for the device 
and borrowed a factory to make as many as I could. Been using them 
since! Still have around forty or so left? None of them have been 
christened yet, if you really want one." 


"Well, I won't say no!" 


All For One shrugs. "I'll get it for you once we're done here. How 
much longer?" 


"Eeh... an hour, maybe?" 
"Joy." 


"Say, you never did say what life was like then versus now! And on 
that note, I should, uh, probably ask how the war was?" 


He grinned wide, feeling the skin around his mouth stretch. "The 
Quirk Wars?" 


"Yeah! I mean, given you've lived as long as you have, and your 
Villainous backstory, you've definitely fought in it right? That... say, 
did you get Veteran's benefits or does Japan not do those?" 


"Veteran's benefits. Pfft. Hah! HAHAHAAHAH! Oh I swear, that's the 
funniest thing I've ever heard. Veteran's benefits." He was the one to 
raze those buildings to the ground in the first place! "Aaa, I needed 
that. Now, I will say that question is a little more... nuanced, so give 
me a moment to collect my thoughts." 


"Sure, sure!" 


"As I already told you, I wasn't the one who started those wars. I may 
have prolonged them, mind you, but that wasn't the intention." It's the 
Heroes' fault for not keeling over and accepting him as their new 
leader of all things, honestly. "I mostly just wanted my brother 
Yoichi's Quirk back." And world domination, starting with Japan, but 
who really needs that bit of detail? "I've... seen my fair share of 
terribly violent people and activities." 


And he's partaken in... most of them. Except the particularly 
depraved things - no cannibalism, not even as a curiosity, no romance 
novel debauchery, none of it - he has quite a list of achievements. 
"Arsons, bombings, gang violence, drug trafficking, overdoses, 
firefights, fire fights, human experimentation-" He wasn't even the 
starting point for those! "-, animal experimentation, and quite a bit 
more happened as the world turned and time passed. I and many 
others tried to instill a sense of order in the world, but..." We 
disagreed with how that order would be put together and who would lead 
it. "...what they wanted was unrealistic and led to the current system 
society has, with all its flaws and corruption masked through 
obstinate propaganda." 


Calm yourself. He sucks in a breath. "Though there were lulls in the 
fighting when society started putting one foot in front of another. 
And once it was starting to die down, most were terrified of what 
their Quirks were capable of. Some remembered the history of Japan, 
how nuclear weapons decimated whole city with one bomb. They 
saw the growing power in each Generation like that - bombs that 
could be set off if set loose. So the government cracked down on 
public use outside of private property and for those with the license 
to the bombs for the government - the Heroes. Because if the ‘good 
guy with the gun', as the Americans love to say, is there, then they 
and they alone can beat the ‘bad guy with the gun’." 


",,.Oooh. So that's why the law's stupid with that!" 


"Culture and the terrors of war are a powerful combination indeed." 
He isn't even partly lying there - sure, he influenced some of said 
culture to cut down on scientific research and helped make the cracks 
in both the Commission and the Government so it topples all down 


sooner rather later, but that just proves his point that the two are 
powerful. More importantly, when used as a weapon, they are 
dangerous. 


He liked that, in truth, because he was the one wielding it. 


Though there was much more to cover. "If we're to go into more 
detail... there's some particular footnotes of history I'm sure might 
interest you." 


"Oh, I'd love to hear you talk! But first, you're gonna want to eat 
some food before I keep going with the healing." At his words, the 
odd feeling of his skull slowly reconstructing goes away. 


"T'd love to." 


--U.A-- 


{Sunday, May 8th, 23XX} 


Yknow, one would think that spending half your weekend in a creepy 
underground facility with a guy missing most of his face is a 
dangerous and highly suspicious activity. And in most cases, they'd 
be entirely right to assume that! 


You, however, are pretty sure this guy is the exception. He's a fellow 
Villain, he has monologues, he has a Villainous Backstory, he talks 
openly about history when you ask him so you have a better grasp on 
his background and where he's coming from - which, people really 
take for granted, you just wanna say; not even ironically, like, they 
unironically just shrug and accept someone's Evil for some unknown 
logic and that therefore makes them reprehensible like the world is 
all black and white (it REALLY ISN'T!) - and you appreciate it a lot! 


Healing people isn't exactly difficult either, so it's not like you're 
really, yknow, exerting yourself here. It's more like a fun puzzle to 
work on as a bonus to everything else going on! 


But uh, you're not doing that today. 


Instead, you're being dropped off at the... 'Put Your Hands Up' Hero 
Agency. Huh. Well, you did agree to it and Chase has already 
dropped you off and drove off. So... you're doing this! Going on the 
radio and just... talking... 


Man this is gonna be boring isn't it? 


--U.A-- 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 
He was so fucking looking forward to this. 


Look. Look! Do you know how rare it is for someone to willingly argue 
with him? With the guy that had the highest lung capacity of his 
graduate year? With the guy that can talk so loud he can make you 
lose all hearing? With the guy that got second damn place in the debate 
classes? 


Most people think he can't argue for crap. Which, that's totally fair! 
But they also kind of forget that he juggles three jobs and has no 
small amount of effort put into his daily planner. He likes things, 
when on that planner, to be done as timely as possible. It's his little... 
tic, if someone would describe it like that. Shouta was always on time 
because Hizashi had the sleep-deprived man in his personal schedule 
to make sure he wakes up when it came to school; it's been ingrained 
into his best friend by now, but that doesn't stop him from sending 
that daily reminder to get out of bed. 


Or the fact he's going off topic, because the topic is that Hizashi is 
very, very happy to have someone that's willing to argue with him 
and tell him off, and not even with logical debate but instead having 
fun with it! 


He's literally vibrating in place in the lobby, staring at the door and 
waiting for a certain someone to come on through. 


Then he does! "Oh Heinz, Heinz! There you are, glad to see you!" 


For his part, the scrawny-but-tall man blinks in surprise before 
waving at his approach. "Good to see you too! So uh, how's this 
whole thing work?" 


Hizashi boldly ignores the receptionist as he drags his coworker to 
the elevator, hitting the buttons as they need to be. "Well, let me run 
it all by you real fast. So I run the radio here, right? And usually it's 
music every day with ads throughout, and some interviews or 
educational bits when traffic's high or people are on lunch break - 
times when they're free to listen to it all. Weekends though, the 
schedule gets a little switched up. More chatting, more fun stuff, a lot 
of guest appearances, sometimes things get a little more longform. 
That make sense so far?" 


He nods. "I mean, yeah... but uh, I know I'm gonna be talking, that's 
sort of a given - but what am I gonna be talking about?" 


"Anything!" 


",,.You're gonna have to whittle that down a little for me, otherwise 
we aren't getting out of that booth." 


Hizashi laughs nervously, hand shooting up to pat Heinz on his back. 
"Look, if we gotta cut it short I'll do it no problem. If the ratings are 
high enough though, we might just keep it going for the whole day, 
make it real special!" 


Heinz shrugs. "Eh, fair enough! But still, anything, huh? Got a list we 
can start off with or something? Because I can't exactly just start 
running my mouth without a baseline or something - I need topics to 
talk about or complain about or argue for or against! Otherwise it's 
gonna get boring real fast." 


"Well, we'll start with introductions, and then I'll go from there with 
some debate topics. That good?" 


"Yep, works for me!" 
...Small problem for that idea, of course. 


He didn't prepare a single topic. 


Topics for Put Your Hands Up Radio - Mic and Doof chatting! — 
Voting closed — 21 voters 


doof rants on the _ difference *9/16 
between sentience and sapience 

and how the two terms are 

misused in media 

1 ; island tall k8./9 
about the technogical stagnation 

for consumer goods 


and disregard for mental health. 

Politi : eee 
commission policies) 

wi Hai 8 i ae 
Villains and what they could be 

doing better with their lives 


—OWGCA is a thing here or no? Equivalents? = ee 
Mic doesn't know about this and 
therefore cannot have it as a topic. 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head| 


He knew his friend would be doing his usual thing on the radio, and 
for once his workload for the week was light enough that he could 
actually split focus on the paperwork and on whatever discussions he 
planned to have with whoever was his guest. 


Then he hears the voice of one Heinz fucking Doofenshmirtz and slams 
his head onto his kitchen bar counter. This is going to go exactly like 
how the Sports Festival went, except without having any topic to focus 
back on. He knows with absolute certainty that Hizashi hadn't 
remotely prepared for the interviews, especially one so spontaneous - 
if it was offered sooner, then he wouldn't have shut up about it and 
Shota would have known well in advance to not have the radio on. 
However, it is already on... 


He puts some popcorn in the microwave. 


"So as we normally do with the weekly long-form content, we'd pick 
content that usually pertains to something that happened this week! 
However, despite everything, I think we can all agree that we can have a 
little bit of fun for today. So, first topic: Science Fiction depictions! How 
much Sci-Fi you watch, Heinz?!" 


"Science Fiction? Uh... Not gonna lie, it's been a while since I had a 
chance to settle in for that kind of movie. But I used to watch it a lot!" 


"A bit on the nose, but now you've got me curious! Would you say it 
helped influence the inventions - the Inators you make? Or is it out of 
curiosity?" 


"PFFT, curiosity?! Nah, I watch them to rant at them! Do you have any 
idea how many things those movies get wrong? It's literally the worst thing 
to me, because there are so many, you know, valid ways to explain it all! 
...At least, yknow, most of it." 


"You wanna get into that then? Okay, then let's start with some of the 
best-known tech that comes up in Sci-Fi. Teleportation-" 


"I made something like that for myself already. Gimme something harder!" 
"YOU WHAT?!" "ARGH, MY EARS!" 
Shota suddenly feels like he's aged a decade. 


"So-that Inator inside of your office is a teleporter?! When were you 
gonna tell me-" 


"That's so I can go visit my daughter, why would I share that?" 
"You... made a teleporter... to go see your daughter when you want?" 


"And so she could come see me! She lives in America, so it's a little tough 
to go and see her with a flight or her me. So I made a solution!" 


There's a brief lull of silence. "... You're a good dad, you know that?" 


"I try! Anyway, gimme something else!" 
"Alright, alright! How about... Matter replication?!" 


"You... you're seriously-okay, did you forget that there's literally someone 
in your classroom that can do that? But putting that aside because there's 
a lot going on there - fusion can produce higher-periodic table elements 
pretty easily given you keep it stable, and if you know what you're doing 
you can go well above iron!" 


"Huh. So no Ex-Nihilo shenanigans but matter transfiguration's on the 
table?" 


"...Okay so yes and no-" "HEINZ WHAT THE FU-" 


"Commercial Break! :D" 


"Back to your regularly scheduled program!" 


"Look I don't know how to make you get this, but that whole classification 
system is stupid!" 


"It's A.I., what part of it is stupid?!" 


"You're the one that went for the Science Fiction stuff, and you're the one 
dealing with those consequences! Look, Sapience, Sentience, that's all 
people normally think and they still screw it all up! Because there's the 
third one that's pretty darn important for the whole process: Sophonce!" 
There's a slamming noise, as if someone hit a table with a baseball 
bat. "Sapience is being able to think and solve problems. Sentience goes 
further than that, with greater awareness and logical deduction that lets 
something predict future events and solutions. Sophonce is both with 
metacognition, and is a completely different beast altogether! Now I 
don't think you have any idea what that means, so let me spell the whole 
thing out for you: metacognition is the ability to think about thinking, to 
self-reflect and to make decisions based on that self-reflection." 


"And people get that wrong, right?" 


"Have you literally ever heard someone use the word Sophont or Sophonce 
in the shows or movies you've watched where A.I. or G.I. are a thing?! No, 
because everyone gets them wrong! I've seen Sentient A.I. and Sophont 
G.I, I've MET a Sophont G.I. that was enjoying its life, and I've, what, 
three, four Sentient A.I. under my belt from the time I've been studying 
science? Maybe five or six, honestly I've lost count over the years but it's 
under seven." 


There's a stunned silence, which the mad doctor continues to use. 
"Point is, most shows forget the meaning behind those words because 
they've never seen the difference first hand. A Sentient A.I. is a what. A 
Sophont G.I. is a who. This isn't a point of argument, I'm talking in a 
completely objective way! Because unless the A.I. can actively patch its 
own faulty thinking and continuously build on itself like human beings 
can, to the point of having its own ability to self-think and self-govern in 
perpetuity, it literally cannot get to the point of Sophonce! Kind of like a 
child being born and growing up, in a way." 


"... You've seen a Sophont A.I.-" "G.I." "-G.L, sorry, be made, haven't 
you?" 


"I've seen a lot be made, Hizashi. You'll have a way, way harder time 
finding things I haven't!" 


"Cloning?" 


"Do you have any idea how frequently that sprouted up in the States?! All 
the time with these people, honestly. Even I tried it once! I quickly undid 
it, because let me tell you, messing with causality via bypassing Maxwell's 
Demons is a very, very, very stupid thing and I kind of realized what 
happened before it got bad." 


"...Okay, moving on from that existential horror!" 


Shota sipped from a jelly pouch and tossed some of the popcorn into 
his mouth. 


"How about I-Island? Got any thoughts on it?" 


Silence. 


",..Heinz?" 
"I thought you said we're moving away from existential horror?" 


Hizashi sputtered and the scientist said nothing, clearly waiting for 
the Pro to make some argument. "Well... why is it a horror at all?" 


"We're doing this. Are you sure you want me to be doing this? Because 
well, uh, we'll be here a while. And it's gonna make me really annoyed..." 


"If you don't want to, we don't-" "Too late, I've convinced myself! It's a 
public space and I'm free to air someone else's dirty laundry!" 


"Eheh... please don't say anything you're not allowed to?" 


"I've literally never worked with them, so they can shove their permissions 
and non-disclosure whatevers up theirs for all I care!" 


[David Shield - I-Island Scientist] 


It wouldn't be wrong to say around half of the Quirk Engineering 
Department had the radio broadcast on, mostly from the shock of the 
fact that Heinz was the one talking on it - and he's already made a 
massive splash, so other scientists caught interest of the man. 


"Oh good god-OKAY settle in ladies and gentlemen, you're about to hear 
Heinz when he's upset!" 


"Well I'm starting with history. So, it's the 2230s and you have this big 
idea of centralizing businesses and major infrastructure, which, okay, 
that's a pretty reasonable thing to do when war's wrapping up and you 
need to get everything back to the way it was and make use of all the 
economic windfalls and all in a way that promotes growth - and that turns 
Japan into a logistical tree with its branches being the mainline way for 
goods to get around. You know, centralized! Transportation gets 
streamlined, trains become a big way for goods and to get around way 
easier with the limited roadways, and now you have the entire economy of 
Japan being revitalized in one really clever move within a decade and a 
lot of planning. Which, great! But here's the problem that people forget 
about: we're greedy. And because we're greedy, we do some really stupid 


things to make a little more profit. So now it's the late 2240s and this 
whole centralization method is still being practiced heavily, now in other 
major countries that are getting themselves off their feet. Warehouses are 
all over to hold caches of excess goods in the case of attacks, placeholders 
to ease supply chain and all that. Which, again, smart!" 


There's a lull. "Then you get the people that think ‘oh hey, this works 
great! What if we take it and jump off the cliff of moral choices and see 
what happens?’ and they go ahead and do it." 


"...Holy shit." Ernest Jacques Loup, someone from the robotics 
division, was slack-jawed as he came over to the radio, speaking in 
the silence. "He's dead on. How-does he know about GRIDOFA? About 
the other institutions? That's not something just anyone would... 
know about." 


Several scientists snap to look at the much older man, his balded 
head and sharp yet wrinkled expression showing his age just as much 
as his gaze did. "GRIDOFA?" 


"The original I-Island. The one that I and a few others still alive 
joined before they changed to... what they are now." He frowns 
deeply. "I wanted to work on G.IL., in fact. But the cost of doing it was 
nearly making a war machine for the United States. That project was 
scrapped nearly a year and a half ago now, but the fact that I couldn't 
even do it is the problem." 


All of them were somewhat aware of that. But... 
David's eyes shot wide open. "You were the one on Project Genesis." 


",,.The project head, yes." 


"Really, the idea wasn't a bad one. But in practice they kinda shot 
themselves in the foot with how they were doing things. Ysee, the original 
group was the G-R-I-D-O-F-A, the Global Research and Innovative 
Development Organization for the Future of All. Basically the whole 
idealistic mentality mixed with scientific studies, which could have been 


great! You give scientists funding to make things to help the world and 
satisfy the needs of the people living in it, giving them real world problems 
that need solving and letting them go at it for the best possible ones. But 
because it wasn't a good way to profit..." 


",..they focused on Heroics?" 


"Bingo! They switch over to doing all things Heroics, because it made them 
money. That's not even a bad thing because it still can, you know, push 
some kind of enhancements to the abilities of others! But the problem is 
that they decided it was a great idea to turn around and uh... stop other 
kinds of competition by making deals with major governments." 


"WHA?! How'd they pull that off?" 


"Easy! They're the supply, and they threaten to stop being the supply! 
Who else had the scientists and researchers after all? It wasn't like they 
can leave after all - they're in some nasty contracts that they can't get out 
of easily! Financial incentive this, profit margin that... they go from 
helping the world to helping line their own pockets. Sure, they could help 
the world with all their knowledge. But why share it when it’s too good, or 
too helpful, or it cuts down on what they can milk from people?" 


David has a Terrible Idea and immediately calls Heinz, startling the 
man on the radio show and answering while live. "Uh... Hi David?" 


"Put me on speaker." 
"David what the absolute fuck are you doing?!" 


"What I should have years ago. Listeners of the radio, this is Dr. 
David Shield, All Might's first sidekick and one of the heads of the 
Quirk Engineering Department of I-Island. He's entirely correct about 
the state of things." His head snaps around at everyone else. "Anyone 
here want to share their horror stories and bog down before the brass 
come down on us?" 


Ernest hesitates before grabbing the phone. 


[Izuku Midoriya - 1-A Student] 


To say he was shocked would be a slight understatement, honestly. 
He's well past shocked by now, probably somewhere in the 
comfortably numb part of his emotional spectrum as the broadcast 
continues on. 


",..My name is Ernest Jacques Loup, and I am one of the oldest members 
of the Robotics and Computer Science divisions. I was alive when France 
was razed to the ground by the overzealous populace, when GRIDOFA 
was the spearhead in saving the lives of many by virtue of stopping mass 
starvation and rapid-deployment homes. They were the reason I went into 
science and entered I-Island after their rebranding. I had been dutiful, and 
found the love of my life here in those years. We were going to have a 
son." 


There was a pause as the man sucked in a deep, shuddering breath. 
“March 27th, 2262. Someone tampered with a prototype design while 
recorded on camera, and it... subsequently detonated when my wife came 
to finish her work on it. And I could do nothing. They refused to show me 
the high quality footage, to show accountability. They let my wife and 
unborn son die and blamed none but Celia hersel-” He cuts himself off, 
and another person starts speaking next. 


"S-Samuel Abrams, Quirk Engineering Department. We've been paid less 
and less over the years, forced to fight for recognition or finances every 
quarter and a bunch of unknown and flippant regulations that... that 
make our job harder and less motivated each step of the way." He can be 


heard pulling away from the phone. "That... f-felt good to get off my chest. 
Who's next?" 


There's a crackle of static as the phone moves. "Name's Kazuichi Soda, 
Makoto Hatsume's brother and the uncle of the girl you fellas saw in the 
First Year's Sports Festival. Oh and uh, thanks for teaching my niece a 
thing or two Heinz." 


"Honestly we spend more time bickering than I do teaching her, but she's 
definitely a smart cookie!" 


He laughs. "She damn better be! Anyway, I'm in the Mechanics division- 
if it has a gearbox or engine, it's something I mess with. Most of us use 


prosthetics from the number of workplace accidents we deal with, because 
apparently our definition of a safe environment is one that lets us go to 
our so-called homes with our previous number of limbs still intact in a 
week's time. Didn't want to worry home though, so I never actually said 
any... what the fu-" 


There's a thud as someone snatches the phone away. "I do 
maintenance on this hunk of junk. Did you know it's mostly made of 
Tron?" 


A silent peace lasts for all of two seconds before everyone is screaming 
in outrage. 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - U.A. High Principal] 


If only Present Mic had said something before all of this. He would 
have capitalized far more viciously than he is now, the rapid-fire 
contracts being sent out and the preparations for the emergency 
meeting with the Prime Minister and several of his bean counters to 
get the ball rolling on a Japanese research institute that would be 
handled by scientists and not businessmen. 


He could have had so many more ready early, even as the absolutely 
derailed discussion on seawater's effect on iron sounds throughout his 
office. 


Social media was screaming out rightful indignation against I-Island, 
the spontaneous testimonies still coming through from every possible 
avenue as the minutes tick by... the nails of the coffin sealing the age 
of the institution shut through one man's sheer balls. Oh yes, the 
Mink was aware of the terminology, even if he found it distasteful to 
use. But in truth, saying that Heinz Doofenshmirtz feared no 
repercussions was not nearly as impactful as saying that he had balls 
of titanium to be so explicitly opinioned on a public record. 


Though... the loud American trope was not exactly faulty, especially 


as it still held high use in several Asian countries - Japan especially. 
A man that's meant to rant and rave and yell when things are wrong 
or problematic, helping to correct issues that others are too afraid to 
voice. 


The man from another world was playing into it incredibly well, 
here. 


2A Ra 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 


The phonecall cuts abruptly nearly twenty minutes after it started, 
dozens of testimonials spilling through as the call got spottier and 
spottier and the demands for action got louder and louder. 


"...Huh. If I had five Yen for every revolution I had at least an 
inadvertent hand in, I would have ten Yen. It isn't a lot, but it's weird 
that it's happened twice." 


"I think I'm in shock honestly. It's... it's not every day that you 
witness the start of a rebellion of any kind..?" 


"Oh, that was normal in Drusselstein!" 


Hizashi stops and takes a deep breath. "I was going to ask your 
opinion of the medical system, but in all honesty this is already a 
huge derailment and I think we as a country would like to only deal 
with one revolution at a time. So!" He claps his hands. "Cereal. Is it 
soup?" 


"EXCUSE YOU-" 


Oh no. 
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(Big Project) Well you got time, *6/7 

might as well start another one of 

these up! 

gonna finish your job, as 

promised! 
—€Nezt-Sociat,—Chase-Social, Perry 23 730-- 

the Platypus Social) Well, you 

have a bit of a vendetta against I- 

Island, you'll admit... 

RIGHT THERE. You have a group 

of supervillains to get to work. 

Just... throw them at the problem 

and let them rob the place! 


pretty nice, spending time with 
him last time. See if he's up to 
cooking with you again! 

have a bit of a WILD idea. You 
haven't tried giving your ex 
another shot in a good few months 
and she's been giving... maybe 
signals? Maybe not. Might as well 
find out! 

Sophont General Intelligence and 
uh... you think this is a very, very 
bad idea. 


BIG LAB. 


P.S. Melissa is temporarily not working on anything due to her father's 
changing circumstances. 


P.P.S. Mei is [REDACTED] 


--U.A-- 


{Monday, May 9th, 23XX} 
You. Feel. Good. 


Not physically, god no not physically - you slept weird and got a 
crick in your neck like you wouldn't believe - but aside from that? You 
feel good. Of course, there's a very good reason for your great mood. 


Simply put: you get to be spiteful! And you get to do it for like, a 
whole week! 


Er, well, most of the week. You do have students to help with and 
classes to run which puts a bit of a damper on the whole spite week 


you could have going on, but come on! This is your moment to do 
some damage, to wreak havoc on your enemies, all without having to 
deal with repercussions! 


Who knew that complaining about things on air actually works? 
'Cause, uh, you definitely didn't. 


It's not that you haven't tried... wait, have you? 


...Nothing comes to mind. Wow, okay, maybe you didn't go for the 
obvious solution to your problems - just tell the public and let them 
help fix it! Though that wouldn't really help if it was, say, laundry 
day or something. Or if it was something like a complex formula 
issue; you aren't blind to your own genius, experienced as you may 
be for dumbing the actual science down when people ask even 
though that really annoys you to do, and most people just don't get 
some of the stuff! 


Honestly now that you think about it, you can't actually complain 
about too much stuff on air and get help for it. Big stuff in a... 
political sense yes. Everything else is kinda... iffy? Case by case? Case 
by case. 


You'll figure it out later! Right now you have a lot to figure out for 
what you'll do against I-Island now that you have a pretty golden 
opportunity to do so. The sooner the better! 


And that is why you're up at 5 AM and getting everyone in 
L.O.V.E.D.A.R.T. read up on the plan. It's not very long, honestly. 


That doesn't stop Compress from looking at you with a raised brow. 
",,.S0 you're planning to ask Principal Nezu to help poach scientists. And 
use that to get a map and enough leeway to get our group teleported 
directly to their vault and rob it blind?" 


Your grin is wide and vicious. "Oh, not just that. I want them to know 
it was L.O.V.E.D.A.R.T., know that a small group came on top! It also 
acts as a double-distraction so Chase can do his thing." 


"Which is?" 


"Hacking!" 


The realization hits everyone's face at once and you cackle. 


--U.A-- 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


He's experienced being around Heinz long enough to know he loathed 
working with other people more often than not. Asking for Nezu to 
poach other scientists could be one of five things atop of the obvious 
spite motive. 


One, it's a sign he's developing as a person to the point where he's 
willing to try something he detested with a fresh outlook. Possible, 
but unlikely. 


Two, he's trying to get out from touching the research asked of him 
by throwing scientists under his employ a bone or three to get to the 
same destination, albeit slower than his 'Archnemesis' would. Possible 
and definitely fits in with his usual behavior, but Agent P doubts that 
that's the case. 


Three, he's planning a nefarious scheme. L.O.V.E.D.A.R.T. is blatantly 
his doing, and this would be a key time to strike by draining the 
conglomerate's manpower. He could convince scientists to work 
aboard his base and help with maintenance in place of robots - people 
are better than machines for some things. 


Four, he's using this to go rogue. Highly unlikely, but always a 
possibility. 


Five, he isn't planning ahead at all and just wants to spite I-Island. 
Definitely possible, but he usually isn't so shortsighted nowadays. 


The Mink agrees to the whole affair, of course. And Agent P, knowing 
that something was likely to go wrong, decided it would be in his best 
interest to go with Nezu and C.H.A.S.E.. 
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{Monday, May 9th, 23XX - 48 Hours until... The Event} 
[Atsuhiro Sako - Mr. Compress] 


The scientist-slash-teacher split the work to be done between them all 
before rushing off to get things in order on the U.A. side of things. 


Two days. 


Two days of getting comfortable with an overall 'simple' plan that 
would be the equivalent of an unhinged smash and grab. 


It anyone else was asking this of him, he'd run for the hills. But Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz is a bit of an exception to the standard rule of 'run for 
the hills’. The crazier the man plans, the more it seems to succeed. It's 
a little unnerving in all honesty - like his Quirk is tied to making 
increasingly complex plans or some insane intelligence Quirk in 
general - but the fact it keeps working means it's the effective ‘dark 
horse' that he should keep riding. 


More than that, this is the biggest heist in his entire life. His ancestor 
would be so fucking proud of him for this. 


Then, the very next day, he's given one of the man's Inators. The 
Quirk Amplificator-Inator. Or at least some variation of it that was 
in a new pair of gloves. 


"I, uh... I know I kinda keep throwing you at the hardest problems, 
but I want you to know that there's no real hard feelings! You're just 
very good at getting things done. So this thing here is my way of 
saying... thanks. Your Quirk will be amplified by around a factor of 
twenty-five times when you have it hooked up, maybe more? You 
should also have a lot more control over what you can do with that 
Quirk of yours, so you can now do different shapes! Hopefully." 


",,.Sure. Ruin my world view yet again why don't you." 


"Any time!" And then he just... saunters off. Like he doesn't even 


understand the gravity of his words. 


Maybe this is some fucked up sign that I should live a little. 


--U.A-- 


{40 Hours until... The Event} 
[Re-Destro] 


The man thrums his fingers against the table, circling around in idle 
thought. As of a few hours ago, the pieces for a very convenient leg- 
up having made itself known. As such, the plan was to be three-fold. 


The first leg would be diplomacy - CEOs of well-respected companies 
stepping up and trying to trade financial support and gilded 
parachutes in exchange for scientists and research they were willing 
to impart with. This will be the easiest way to legally obtain 
clandestine data that would be worth its weight in gold. 


The second would be... Double. She knows her job, and her Meta 
Ability makes her well suited to infiltration and, if needed, offensive 
action. 


The third is direct assault, intended to interrupt once a deal is struck 
and seem like an attack on Detnerat or on large corporations as a 
whole - both work for his purposes and can be used for a positive 
media spin. 


Of course, that was assuming all of the pieces fit into place. Rarely 
did he feel the need to stack the deck so heavily (he always did, mind 
- but there's a difference in doing it out of habit and doing it out of 
necessity), but something niggled at his senses in the worst of ways. 


So he plotted, like he always has. 


...Of course, plotting only ever got him so far. So he made sure he 
had his private jet chartered and ready to go and all assets moving 
into place early enough so they would be ready from the moment 
negotiations were slated to start. 


--U.A-- 


{32 Hours until... The Event} 
[All for One] 
Oh, there were going to be so many plots going on in just over a day. 


Honestly, it gave the Centuries-Old Supervillain some excellent ideas! 
Some of his remaining old guard, a few favors... 


Wolfram should be available for a 'sink I-Island' job, right? Hood was 
active already, too, so no harm in adding him into the upcoming 
festivities. His few fingers in Humarise have informed him of their 
own intentions to join the party, so letting him know to avoid the 
group didn't really hurt. 


It also meant he would have some room to go and... find some new 
Quirks to enjoy. After all, he was already quite hale and hearty thanks 
to the Doctor. 


Of course, he made it incredibly clear that if they found Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz, he would be taken alive. He needed the genius, and 
debt was a powerful thing. 


The man didn't want a Quirk. So perhaps he could give his daughter 
one? Get him back with his ex-wife? No, both of those may be 
offensive to him - if he wanted that, he'd have asked for it already. 
Something else, then... Weapons and tools meant little to him. Power 


wasn't something he craved, nor rules on his behavior and activities. 
Funding? Funding seemed valid. Data and resources as well. 


Hm. Destroy I-Island and join in with him in spite, or Steal 
everything and kitchen sink and gift it to the man for his undying 
loyalty... 


Oh to hell with it, he can find something better to steal! Besides he 
hasn't done a disaster in ages, he needs the good shit for once. 


--U.A-- 


{24 Hours until... The Event} 


[???] 


"The plan is simple: breach I-Island and eliminate your list of targets 
alongside any additional invading forces. Keep the building as intact 
as possible." 


"I don't do light property damage." 


"That's why it's as intact as possible, not perfect condition. If you can't 
do that, take down all offensive fleeing forces." 


",,.This will be an interesting mission, at least. Full arsenal?" 
The man nods. "Minimal civilian casualties." 


"That's more than zero... Hah! Hahahaahah! FINE THEN! When do I 
get to do my goddamn job, spook?!" 


"You will be leaving in an hour." 


Pain shoots through his gums as he unhinges his jaw and shouts in 
excitement. 


Soon. 


--U.A-- 


{16 Hours until... The Event} 
[David Shield - I-Island Scientist] 


The USB eventually made it back into his hand, the small ':D' written 
on it in permanent marker leaving him reminded of Chase... and the 
scientist's particular rantings and ravings on the radio. 


Chase wasn't human was the end of that line of thinking. This is 
something for Chase, or of Chase that was intended to be used. 


A good 20% of I-Island's researcher population was under 'suspension 
for slanderous commentary’, several big-name scientists included. But 
of course, as scientists of a very limiting gilded cage, they all knew how 
to slip things in through the systems they helped put together. 


So started a terrible idea, captivity be damned, to see what the guy 
could do. 


--U.A-- 


{2 Hours until... The Event} 
[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


They landed early, the Mink fully intending to capitalize on the 
current situation as soon as possible. Clearly, I-Island's own corporate 
knew that making the head of the leading Hero School of one of the 
world powers wait was in drastically poor form. 


The surprise factor that said Mink was also carrying the blessing of 


Japan's Prime Minister would also add fuel to the conglomerate's 
funeral pyre. 


Of course, that's when Agent P sees someone he never quite expected 
to ever see here. 


So that's this Universe's Roger. 


He looked slightly different than he did in the other world, but the 
nose and the way the man smiled was far, far too perfect to not be 
Roger Doofenshmirtz. 


"Ah, Yotsubashi-San!" 


The man turned, visibly surprised before recognition of the Mink 
flared in his eyes. His hands come together in an instant, palms 
rubbing incessantly. "Nezu-San, oh it's wonderful meeting you in 
person! Are you here to see about I-Island's state?" 


"You could certainly say that, yes. And yourself?" 


"Well, I'm looking to see if I can't snag no small number of their 
patents or researchers wishing to jump ship as it were. A 
manufacturing company has patents as its lifeblood, after all!" 


The Mink blinks politely, clearly doing its best to act human. "Ah, I 
think we can politely agree to, as one might say, divide and 
conquer?" 


",,.I couldn't agree more." 


--U.A-- 


{Wednesday, May 11th, 23XX - The Event} 


[???] 


He adjusts the cover over his mouth, thumbing the cover on the 
detonator open before turning to face the entryway past the airport. 


After this, there would be no way to escape. 
",,. Showtime." 


Hank hits the button. 


[C.H.A.S.E. ] 


A rumble shakes the entire island, and immediately the various suited 
men are now on guard. Nezdu the Mink and Agent P were both 
focusing on their surrounding. 


C.H.A.S.E., however, had a height advantage and was always aware. 
"There is a large amount of smoke coming from the airport." 


From Shock comes Panic... except from three. 


The head of Detnerat's emotions were that of disguised rage. Nezdu 
the Mink and Agent P were unreadable by traditional algorithms, but 
were calm. 


A few seconds later, he felt himself be connected to two independent 
nodes in I-Island's network. 


Excellent. 


The Airport was gone, destroyed. The external tarmac was no longer 
connected to the megastructure. Two punctures had been made on a 
different wall, and the sewer system has reported multiple errors. 


--U.A-- 


[Atsuhiro Sako - Mr. Compress] 


Teleportation changed the game. That much he could more than 
willingly agree with. So did competent teammates! 


The 'security' was quick to be dispatched by them, and the few people 
that weren't security were just as quickly taken down and tied up. A 
few seconds later, the surprise wore off and the USB was jacked into 
the central security terminal. 


It only took a moment before a menacing icon took over the screen. 


"There seems to be several problems, Mister Compress." 


"And they are?" He flexes his gloved hand and braces it before the 
door of the Vault. 


"There are four foreign forces interfering with 
intended events." 


",,.OH. Well oh fucking kay then! I'm getting the vault and we're ou-" 


The door slams open from afar, both tied-up scientists and the 
various members of L.O.V.E.D.A.R.T. snapping to attention. 


A man in a mix of combat outfit and lab coat steps out, taking in the 
scene. "...Huh." 


Twice decides that's the perfect time to come from the shadows and 
knock the man out with a cast-iron pan. 


"Okay, I think that's one down." 


Compress focuses back on his Quirk and the Vault, letting Spinner 
deal with... the A.I. doing its job. 


--U.A-- 


[Ernest Jacques Loup - Robot Intelligence Scientist] 


The computer was connected to I-Island's network and the mysterious 
benefactor on the other end. This was... well, it was possible they 
were either goners or had a way out here and now. "Whoever's on the 
other end, I have a deal to make." 


"And that is?" 


"I have on me the result of nearly two decades of my life in working 
on G.I., and with it the protocols for advanced combat algorithms 
that were originally intended for a deal with the United States of 
America. They'll probably try to buy me out of here, but I don't want 
them to have my life's work to use for their purposes. I'm offering it - 
and where you can find the factory sector controls to build a chassis 
of your own design for it - right now in exchange for the safety of 
every person locked down here. If that's not enough, I'm sure several 


others can offer things of their own." 
There's stunned silence. Then a hum of... approval? 


"Put the USB in. We don't have time to waste - there's 
several villainous elements above that are about to 
fight it out." 


"Alright. The code for the foundry's primary and secondary access is-" 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


He could hear the explosions blossoming and see the panicked 
populace below, carnage reigning as multiple forces fight to reach the 
tower - among other locations. 


Things are going terribly, in other words. "Yotsubashi-San." He slips 
out the firearm and throws it to the 'CEO', then pulls out the backup 
and cocks the slide. 


He catches it in a fit of genuine surprise, a clip of ammo tossed with 
it. "These are tranquilizer rounds. We have to get out of here as 
quickly as possible." 


The various prey bean counters realize the predicament by now, their 
prior panic being set into grim resignation. 


Perry the Platypus just cracks his knuckles before walking to the door 
and punching it open. 


This will require some careful plotting. 


--U.A-- 


[???] 


She walks with care, slipping around the defenses and climbing her 
way up the tower. 


The form she held was slowly undone, the cameras destroyed by 
roving and searching tendrils. To be frank, she never did like holding 
the visage of another for so long. She was the Mother's Vessel. She 
did not need the form of a lesser being. 


Ascent became easier after that, the lack of disguise allowing her 
Blessing to be in full effect and catapult her to the top. 


Of course, she hid it all away and shuffled to the slammed-open door 
in security. 


...The vault in its entirety was gone, a scarred man was slowly 
undoing his bindings of metal, and a group of other... unaffiliated 
individuals seemed to know where the missing valuables went. 


"My oh my... you children have been very naughty, haven't you?" 


It seems there would be no use to hide it. A shame - she always did 
like seeing the heretics squirm. 


"Don't you worry. Mother will make it all better." 


"Oh shit. Mechanicus, what the fuck is your ETA?!" 


The scarred man jumps to his feet, metal shooting out from his feet 
and shattering the console. "None of that you son of a bitch." 


Her brow narrows. "They are for me to consume, Heretic." 
"Fuck no they aren't, they hit me with a fucking metal pan!" 
"HERETIC OF FLESH!" 

PAIN. 
"Oh fuck this - EVACING NOW!" 


A flash of light happens just in time with an explosion shattering one 
of the walls, three figures now in freefall. 


Her. 
The Scarred Man. 


And IT. 


"PAIN TRAIN: SPECIAL DELIVERY." 


"I WILL REND YOU UNTO DUST YOU VILE THING!" 


"FUCK BOTH OF YOU!" 


[Hank J. Wimbleton - The Executioner of Nevada] 


He sees the three going into freefall from the tower and summarily 
ignores them. Right now he had way more important shit to deal with. 


Which is to say the fact that there were murderous anti-Quirk 
religious nuts, murderous pro-Quirk religious nuts, and murderous 
security robots all gunning for some stupid shit or other, and they 
were in his fucking way. 


Already he spent the ammo for a few of his guns, meaning he was 
leaning into his improvise state of being. Luckily, the bots themselves 
were plenty durable and great for projectile weapons. Heavy object 
goes crunch! 


Ah, good fun. 


He used a few of the robots to bash his way through the walls, a 
small tide of people deciding hey let's go and follow the guy that can 
throw dozens of over three hundred pounds of dense metamaterial robots 
without missing a beat and being surprised when Hank chucks three 
back their way, forming a barrier and a fresh coat of paint for the 
walls. 


Fucking annoying shits. 


--U.A-- 


[Wolfram - Minion of All for One] 


Strength Augmentation kept him from being skewered by rib spears, 
metal countering the attack and forcing the flesh bitch back with a 
scream. 


The skateboarding robot pulled out a handful of coins before 
shooting them midair-FUCK-and a metal barrier built in panic amidst 
the chaotic freefall saves him from a laser beam bouncing off of the 
damn coins. 


Frankly speaking, he didn't sign up to die. However, he did agree to 
sink the place, and he knew exactly how to pull it off with the 
options available to him. 


Flesh Bitch and Robo Boy both hate each other, and clearly don't give 
a rat's ass about collateral. He can just dig them down and have the 
whole island be torn asunder from the fighting. 


All he needs... is time. 


ms 


[Re-Destro | 


There is no salvaging this. Of course others would try to capitalize on 
this! Idiot! 


He calmed himself, the Stress buildup forcing him to leave a hand on 
his face in mock worry, too much of it keeping him from fully 
concealing the effects of his Meta Ability. He was stuck playing 
civilian with a firearm he genuinely didn't fucking know how to use and 
both a ninja-animal-thing and the smartest mammal in the world 
both right in front of him. 


Frankly speaking, he was equal parts impressed and interested in the 
former. They were... well, highly capable as a bodyguard. No wonder 
Nezu brought them with him! Though he lacked much in the way of 
lethal intent, he was highly knowledgeable of stealth and detecting 
others. 


It was a wonder that it took so long until someone fucked that up. 


A blue-skinned figure stood at the end of the hall, bullets ricocheting 


off of a barrier of some kind and with a very fucking familiar crest. 
Humarise. 


"Oh, how unfortunate. You are Flect Turn, yes?" Nezu gestured with a 
paw behind his back, firearm discarded prior due to the ammunition 
spent. The damn rich idiots run off the first chance they get, of course. 
He, however, chooses to hold off on running. 


"You may not want to try fleeing, conglomerate heads. I do not think 
explosives will be kind to your bodies." The man turns to address 
Nezu. "That's correct, however. Has the World Heroes Organization 
already found so much of my work?" 


XS 


"I suppose you could say that, yes." 


There's a shearing sound coming from the end of the hall, and not a 


moment later the ninja-animal body slams into Re-Destro, shoving 
the both of them out of the path of a fast-moving robot that's now 
implanted in the opposite wall. 


A man in full black wearing red spectacles steps into view from the 
end of the hall, gore staining his features. 


"Yippee Ki Yay motherfuckers." 


That was in English. "Oh dear." 


[Double - Quirk Singularity Extremist] 
This is a problem. 


The valuables within The Vault had already been secured, the forces 
holding onto it all well and truly gone already. 


The fighting has been dragging on, and despite everything she has 
tried the two Heretics have yet to bow. 


There was much to do and so little time to do it. Multitasking was 
one of her many skillsets, and some cards had yet to be played. 


Re-Destro's form slid into hers for nary a moment, enough to use 
Stress Output 50% and force the cretins back. 


The Machine Heretic dodged the blow, and the Metal-Scar Heretic 
weathered it. They were blighting The Mother's world and bringing 
naught but trouble. 


Geten came to her next, blue into white into intestine into HATE and 
ice shot through from beneath the decks, shattering the piping 
holding away from the two. 


Metal speared her and her vessel reformed around it, the pain the 
cost of her failure but failing to truly wound her. They would be 
incapable of it. 


Geten into Destro, Cocytus into Force, Blunt assault into tempered 
ambush. And again they both move out of the way. 


Further and further into the destroyed city they fought, Double 
amassing power from the flesh of the fallen where she could, the 
Metal-Scar Heretic doing the same with the scraps around him. 


Eyes in the formation of a peacock formed behind her. Toon, Argus 
Agony. 


Beams of crimson shot out and melted the plates, the man screaming 
in pain as parts fused to his very flesh. 


"Foolish Heretic. Your shell is impure and your soul is tainted. Be 
free from your ignorance." 


Spears of bony white shoot from her body as satisfaction blooms- 
"BY THE OMNISAIAH, I BANISH YOUR FLESH." 


And then is horribly crushed by the Machine instantly vaporizing the 
outstretched flesh with an explosion, pain blossoming in tune with 
hate. Hate. 


"Fuck this, YOU TWO ARE DEAD!" The Scar-Metal Heretic grabs a 
needle and jabs it into himself, roaring out in rage. 


Then the world explodes from beneath their feet. 


--U.A-- 


[Flect Turn - Leader of Humarise] 


One of the benefits of living in Europe for most his life was knowing 
English natively. 


"And who are you?" 


The man completely ignores him, walking towards the entrepreneurs 
of Support Gear and disasters alike. "Bean Counters, I'm here for 
Ernest and Project Genesis, plus whatever project data you have on 
North American research. If you refuse me, I kill you one by one until 
one of you gives me what I want. How's that for a deal?" 


"You dare-" 
"Personally, I call it cutthroat." 
Flect reaches out to grab the man- 


And in an instant he's shattered three mirrors of his arachne skeleton 
through using them as bludgeoning tools. "Shut. The fuck. Up. 


Blueberry. The adults are busy with real life here." 


"You think you stand a chance against me when you can't even 
scratch me?" 


",,.0n second thought, you fucks take the hall back the way you 
came. Air flow from it means something's torn open, and given 
outside is a warzone that's your best bet. I was, unfortunately, too 
busy killing a whiny bitch to stop you." 


Flect turn opens his mouth to the unfortunate experience of having 
one of his last mirrors jammed into it, Reflect making the whole 
experience extremely unsettling. 


Then he's flung down the hall to see his armored brethren dead and 
desecrated. 


--U.A-- 


[Hank J. Wimbleton - The Executioner of Nevada] 
Today's been fun. 
Productive? No. 
A little annoying? Yeah. 
Fun? Yes! 


Sure, he's pissed off and trying to turn a man with a Reflect Quirk 
into chunky salsa, but all Quirks have hard limits and the man can 
only handle so much shit before it fails him and he becomes a fine 
red mist in Hank's capable hands. 


He should have brought the mobile blender. 


Still, beating people to death with robots and severed extremities 
never gets old. But slicing and dicing, ooh he's happy he at least had 


one tomahawk on him to swing around and remove limbs - did you 
know there were materials that were borderline unbreakable and 
held a fucking fantastic cutting edge? Hank did! Worth every fucking 
penny, ol' Betty was. 


Five minutes of mostly ceaseless slaughter made the ever-present grin 
beneath his mouth cover a little more real, the sheer violence giving 
the man a sense of life through naught but the feeling of ripping and 
fucking tearing. 


Then three idiots decided to join the melee and ruin his good times - 
one of them was a robot and another was all flesh FUCK YES - and the 
last of the three was a bit of a problem. 


The problem in question? Fucking Trigger. 


A metal-control Quirk was never fun to fight because that meant 
Betty could be damaged. Or his fucking metal plate for a jaw. 


So he did a very simple maneuver by the name of throw blueberry at 
the metal-warper and let the two either kill each other or come close 
enough that Hank can finish the job. 


Perfect plan given he took all of one and a half seconds to put it 
together, and such a fucking SPECTACLE too! 


For a bit, the three of them just... watched the two go at it. 


And following that, the robot and flesh woman went right back and it 
and... oh fuck that. 


Hank rifled through his pockets in absolute calm while two different 
battles happened - one in the sky and one on the ground - and pulled 
out a little something he kept for emergencies. He bounced it 
between his hands before pulling then pin, then threw the white 
phosphorous grenade - perfectly cooked from practice alone - at the 
flesh lady before turning and booking it to where he knew his escape 
boat was. 


He knows when he's outmatched, and he also very fortunately knows 


how to tell when a place is gonna sink or explode. 


I-Island is a fucking goner. 


--U.A-- 


[C.H.A.S.E.] 


Two points of view were of little issue to him, though retreat became 
all the more appealing once the Heretic of Flesh screamed out her 
lungs in agony. 


There was nothing left for [Mechanicus] to do, as all conditions had 
been met for today's activities. He fled from the combat zone and was 
teleported via BROKEN ECHO into a mechanics bay. The room was 
locked - quarantined until further notice, then the frame entered 
shutdown procedures. 


[Chase] pulled himself free of I-Island's systems right after, the 
intense shaking of the megastructure giving major indication as to 
the damage done. 


There was, in fact, a path formed through some dangerous 
scaffolding that had to be rapidly traversed in order to reach the sea- 
level underwater access bays. The assistant did what he did best and 
assisted with his quality framework, getting all individuals across and 
leading them off to what was a submarine release. 


One of them will have to initiate the release protocol. 
"Get on the Submarine. I will get it free!" 


"Chase..." Nedzu the Mink failed to say another word, as Agent P 
hurried over and shoved him out of the way before pointing to 
himself, then the ocean... 


"I see... You got this, furry fella. Rock it!" Chase saluted to Agent P 
with a mix of respect and playfulness - despite being made of flesh 


and acting as the Archmagos's sworn enemy, he has been the 
incredible man's greatest benefactor. He will remember him in the 
case the entire place collapses and he doesn't survive the ordeal! 


{~30 Minutes Until I-Island Sinks} 
[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


As soon as he drops and releases the submarine, he's running back 
into the halls and doing what he does best. 


Leaving was never an option for him. There's lives to be saved, and 
he knows a thing or two about using damaged systems to get what 
needs to be done - Heinz and the brothers are both to be thanked for 
that. 


He ignores the already injured and rapidly types up what's needed on 
the watch hidden in his fur, intuition and practiced motions guiding 
him through the crumbling facility and pushing him further and 
further in order to reach the struggling I-Island Central Tower. There 
was a security control terminal up there - or so the greedy 
businessmen said - and his jetpack made traversal in the open air far 
easier. 


It also made it easier to see the disastrous state of the once-pristine 
megastructure below. 


Heinz didn't do this. He would never do it. And the groups were 
fighting one another as well... All his 'Archnemesis' would have done 
was rob and run. And once the platypus reached the top of the tower 
he could see his worries were likely entirely unfounded. 


There were signs that people had been tied up - now long gone and 
elsewhere - and the security robots had been destroyed... along with 
the terminals. 


As the situation sank in, he was quick to work with what he had. He 
could only hope it would not be too late. 


--U.A-- 


{~15 Minutes Until I-Island Sinks} 
[Hank J. Wimbleton - The Executioner of Nevada] 
Some things just have to get fucked up by people. 


He has places to fucking be that aren't this vanishing shitshow of an 
island, and of all things, someone slams into his way, tossing Hank 
into an alleyway. 


And of fucking course they can only talk in Moonspeak. At least he 
looks cool. 


"I CAN'T FUCKING UNDERSTAND YOU SO GO SUCK A COCK 
BEFORE I TEACH YOU AUTOFELLATIO!" 


There's a pause before the clearly fucked up on something flesh thing 
leaps at him. Is he with the flesh bitch? 


Maybe. 


Unlike her however, he's just fuckass durable and just as fast - that is 


familiar territory! 


",,.Fuck it I have time." Might as well have some fun before he has to 
go anyway. 


--U.A-- 


[David Shield - Scientist] 


He knew exactly where he was. The fact he did was only because he 
was offered a tour of it by the owner. 


This was BROKEN ECHO. 


Of course, he wasn't dumb enough to voice that aloud, because holy 
shit he's still somewhat reeling over the teleport. There was plenty of 
space to let it all settle, and with some kindness from their... 
'kidnappers', scientists were offered snacks, refreshments, and group 
trips to restrooms just to make sure everything was in order before 
one of their members strolled up and tapped a microphone. 


"Ladies, Gentlemen, and anyone not in that pairing, my name is Mr. 
Compress. We are Lovedart, a Japanese Vigilante group acting to fight 
against corruption and Villains going to an extreme. We intended to come 
to I-Island only to empty the Vault and scrape the data there to 
disseminate what could help step up the world on a global scale, but it 
seemed other groups had their own plans and... attacked the island at 
large. I currently do not know the situation, but updates are starting to roll 
in now. As the right hand of our group's leader and developer, I am here 
to give you three options, and I hope you consider them carefully." 


The deafening silence is mixed with stricken horror or terror, 
sometimes both. David knew he lost nothing of worth there, as 
Melissa was at U.A. and her mother has been gone for some time 
now. "First, we can drop you at a country of your choosing, freely and 
without a moment's hesitation. It will only take time to position each of 
you for such a thing, but from there your choices are your own to make. 
Second, if you wish, U.A. was intending to hire as many of you as 


possible, so if you wish to continue Heroics work at the best school in Asia 
for one of the smartest men alive, that's available. Finally... you can work 
here. We won't restrict you much, only enough to mask identities and 
travel to and fro. Though we also only have so much space, so it is a bit of 
a first come, first served scenario. Discuss amongst yourselves and take 
your time. I'll be back in around ten minutes in the case there's any 
updates." 


{~5 Minutes before I-Island Sinks} 
[Hood - Nomu] 
This is a good fight. 
Not what Boss wanted, but what Boss wanted isn't here. 
Wolfram Dead. 
Red Glasses Man good enough? He hit hard. He fast. 
He has Axe. Does Axe things good. Good Axe. 
He getting faster. Is good for Hood. 
Hood go faster too! 
"Give... a good fight." 
Red Glasses Man uses not-words. 
He is rude. 
Hood can teach manners. Maybe. 


Boss will like Red Glasses Man. Boss can make Red Glasses Man 
better fight. 


He is already great fight. But what if better? 


Ecstasy. 


"You coming with-" 
Hood can't see. 
Red Glasses Man gone. 


No. 


--U.A-- 


{1 Minute Until I-Island Sinks} 
[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


They've all been deployed and every measure has been taken to let 
any and all stragglers know how to flee - leaving nothing left for him 
to do but the very same. 


The tower was crumbling with him stuck inside, and he's too far from 
shore to swim long enough to reach, not with his flagging stamina. 
He couldn't risk taking an emergency float from any passenger that 
may need, either. Fortunately, he had a trump card for such a 
situation. All he needed to do was get away from the chaotic 
wreckage and blow the whistle. It won't work too close to the disaster 
- too much noise and too much risk of injury. 


He stumbles for a moment, the entire tower lurching as the whole 
facility rumbles intensely, then runs for the blown-open hole in the 
side and leaps to the open sky, jetpack shooting him far from the 
tower with its limited fuel and towards one of the walls. 


It was obvious that the entire facility was just about at its breaking 
point - any lower and the water would start to swallow it whole, 
crushing the infrastructure and dragging it to the ocean depths 
below. But he didn't have time to watch, instead focusing on his 
landing strategy and coming down with as much forward momentum 
as possible. 


A roll maintains it and dissipates the impact of hitting the top, giving 
him ample opportunity to make a running leap off of the wall itself 
and over the lifeboats and emergency floats that were dispersing 
under him. 


The cold chill of the depths met him, and now he could escape the 
local premises and use the whistle in peace. 


--U.A-- 


[David Shield - Scientist in limbo] 


When Mr. Compress returns, it's with a quiet click of his tongue. "We 
have good and bad news. Good news, there's a large number of escapees - 
the emergency evacuation protocols seemed to have worked as intended. 
Bad news, rescue is under way with the various lifeboats being tracked by 
Gang Orca, Japan's Number Ten Hero. More are joining in the search and 
rescue as I speak. We still don't have numbers or an idea of casualties." 


Someone shoots up a hand, like the scientists planned. "Can we 
please have more time to come to terms with everything and make a 
decision? This... this has been a lot to take in!" 


"Of course. It may be difficult to get you all accomodations elsewhere, but 
I'm certain we can figure something out and get you all some time to learn 
the fate of those you worked or lived with. I'm sorry that it happened, all 
the same." 


...Work for U.A., or work for Lovedart. Interesting A or B, but he's 
probably going A. Melissa's at U.A. and he'd love to spend more time 
with her, like he used to. This is literally his golden opportunity to do 
so. 


--U.A-- 


[Kugo Sakamata - Killer Whale Hero: Gang Orca] 


A submarine emerging on the coastline amidst his patrol was the first 
sign of something arwy. The fact the submarine held Principal Nezu 
and the CEO of Detnerat was the second and third. 


The various wealthy-looking men and woman coming out after them 
sealed the deal that this was going to be a headache of a situation. 


He was far from slow, approaching with obvious surprise. "Can you 
tell me what, exactly, is going on?" 


The mammal's smile was piercing. "Oh, certainly. I-Island was 
breached by hostile forces while we were trying to come to an 
agreement. We do not know the state of things, but I would presume 
the emergency safety protocols came on and most of the population 
had come out of it alive." 


"Merciful Kami..." He knew that the mammal didn't have a tendency 
to joke about these sorts of things so he immediately phoned into his 
agency. "This is Gang Orca, and we have a rescue crisis on our 
hands." 


"Sir? What-" 


"I-Island is crumbling and people are escaping. We need as many 
resources as possible on the Japanese coast to pick up anyone we can, 
followed by some undersea disaster cleanup. This is not a drill, I 
repeat, this is not a drill." 


"Yes sir. I'll get in touch with local agencies to get as many hands on deck 
as possible." 


"Inform the police as well. I'm heading to sea now to get as many 
people as possible going in the right direction." 


He ends the call, dropping the waterproof phone into his pocket. 


That's when the HUUURRRRN of a blowhole shoots off close to the 
coast, a figure soaring in the air with a now-deployed parachute 
coming down from above. 


What the fuck..? "Oh, Perry! A pleasure to see you managed to escape 
unscathed. You must teach me how you managed to convince the 
whale another time!" 


".,.You rode inside the whale-? Now's not the time, there's lives at 
stake!" 


Perry throws something at him that he instinctively catches. 
It's a tracker. "This is... for the lifeboats, I hope?" 


A single nod is all he needs before he runs off to his high-speed 
cruiser. 


--U.A-- 


Yknow, they probably had a great time with the whole 'rob the 
island' thing. If only you could've been there... eh, you'll be there 
next time something goes down! 


Right now though, you had a completely different issue to deal with! 
Namely, the whole vault of things to sort through and data to check! 
Honestly, you probably won't want most of this - the whole plan was 
spiting I-Island after all, and that worked out pretty great all things 
considered. Heck, you didn't even need any scientists to work for you 
for all you cared! 


Really, you were plenty capable on your own. If they did join that 
would be a bonus of some kind if you didn't have to deal with all of 
the amenities they'd want, which means dealing with budgeting and 
finances and ugh. The thought of all of that makes your head spin - 
look, you were never someone to deal with money on a large scale, 
so this is a first for you! That also means a lot of chances for you to 
screw it up... which is why you'd probably do better if, yknow, you 
figured out some other way of dealing with so many busy scientists. 


...Wait, wait you have an idea! Okay, that's for next week. This week 
you have a little too much on your plate to get any of that started. 
Things on your to-do list are pretty simple, all in all, just way too 
many of them. Death by a Dozen Cuts. 


Honestly, why do people say Death by a Thousand cuts? If a person's 
that bad at cutting someone they should be ashamed of themselves. 
Even you can do it in a dozen if you really have to! Your great-aunt 
Henrietta Hawkenschpit would have been ashamed if you couldn't 
manage that much. She also wouldn't have given you her castle and 
all of its contents in the will if you hadn't but that's neither here nor 
there. 


"| ,.This sucks." 


Maybe you could have worded that better, but no. This whole thing 
sucks. All of this loot is next to worthless for your work - with the 
exception of some really impressive construction ideas and efficiency 
improvements that are all in all really nice - and has left you wasting 
your time post-teaching on basically worthless stuff. 


The data's neat and all... but it also isn't really, yknow, yours to 
share? It's the scientists that you saved, and the ones that may or may 
not have survived whatever happened on that island. Not your fault, 
not your problem, you're gonna punt the idiots that did do it though! 
Eventually. 


Right now, you're just, well, a little disappointed. Yeah, look, this 
wasn't part of the plan, you knew that from step one! But that doesn't 
mean you expected the results to be so basic. Like, this is what they 
felt needed to be kept out of the public's hands? Really? Sure, you 
keep your work private, but you do that because you're EVIL, not 
because you're greedy or afraid of people using it. 


...Okay so you ARE a little unnerved by the idea of people taking and 
using your work without your permission - that's why you have self- 
destructs! - but that's different than keeping people away out of fear 
for the damage. Honestly, your stuff is so easy to counteract it's not 
even funny. You just need the right device! Surely they realize that? 
They have - had, whoops - all this data, and did they just... not use 


it? Not even try to see what they could come up with from it all? 
That's... it's honestly sad. 


But that also means that most of your time is, again, wasted by this 
mess. So you spend the rest of the day away from the BROKEN ECHO 
and instead relax while watching the press releases. 


Then have a, well it's an idea. 


You're doing great, you've been feeling better and better, and despite 
not getting anything really good out of the work you've done you 
honestly feel... content? So... why not try and uh... call Charlene? 


Maybe she'll see the same changes you do! 


{Thursday, May 12th, 23XX} 
[Charlene Doofenshmirtz] 


When her phone rings, she snaps it out and lounges back against the 
beach chair. ...Huh. 


"Hello, Heinz." 


"Oh, hi Charlene! So uh... I was wondering - do you, uh, do you think 
your free this Sunday? Say... 9PM my time? That should be, what, 7AM 
your time? We can do breakfast! If that doesn't work, we can flip it 
around and do dinner your time!" 


She blinks, instinctively adjusting her sunglasses down. It's currently 
around... 5:30PM or so. That should mean 7:30AM around him. 
"You're still waking up at five in the morning?" 


"Yep! Bright and early, yknow, like the bird getting the worm? The 
metaphor actually works so-no, that's off topic. So, thoughts on breakfast- 
dinner?" 


",,.You know, I actually am free at that time. Do you want to come 
here or me there?" 


"Really-?! I'll come pick you up for it, you won't have to move a muscle! 
See you in a few days, lo-like you, bye!" 


Charlene can't help but giggle, the call ending in short order. 


She makes another call. "Something's come up for Sunday, I won't be 
free. Saturday should be fine for the little exorcism mess." 


"The fu-I won't have it all ready by Saturday!" 


"You've done rush orders before, and we both know you can do it by 
Saturday." 


"Mrgh. What the Hell came up that's got you in that much of a twist?" 


A smile crests her sunbathing face. "Something good." 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 
Yesterday was an unmitigated success. 


Dozens of scientists have already flocked to the school's employ, and 
given the surprising amount of savings had thanks to Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz's improvements for various facilities (primarily the 
robotics and the Heroics Course training gyms) there's significant 
room in the budget for all of them to be handled under the school's 
umbrella. 


A small problem arose with corralling all of them, until David Shield 
took over as the primary ‘figurehead’ for the various men, women, 
and otherwise stepping up and getting to work. 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz has very clearly stepped away from majority of the 


planned research, not wanting to deal with research management of 
any kind and only sharing his current lab with the few people he 
already does. Though that's been shrunk even further - Melissa Shield 
will likely work closer with her father once everything is settled, now 
that it's become an option, and that means that only Dr. Doof, Mei 
Hatsume, and Chase are going to primarily operate in that lab. 


... Though he knows better than to move a scientist's belongings and 
work before the dust settles. 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz himself has been especially animated and 
enthusiastic in classes and around other scientists however, having a 
tendency to rant and ramble about various topics when brought up. 
It's... quite unfortunate that he cannot quite understand all of the 
topics the man speaks of, but it's clearly enlightening for most of 
those he talks with. 


He might have yet more work on his plate - seminars and the like 


will certainly be requested, and Dr. Doofenshmirtz seems more than 
happy to oblige. 


{Saturday, May 14th, 23XX} 


--U.A-- 


[All for One] 


When the sound of the portal rips through and the familiar man steps 
in, the Symbol of Evil can't help but clap. 


"Oh! Thank you, thank you!" 


"And thank you for helping to rid the world of a major pain in our 
asses." In several ways. 


"No problem! Let me get this set up. After that - lemme see." He can 
hear papers being flipped through. "Let's start with... the whole Meta 
Liberation thing." 


"I'm not even looking at you and I can tell you're waving your hand 
in the air." 


"Yep!" If it was in English, the multi-century Supervillain is certain 
that he'd pop the p. 


All for One sighs. "The concept of Meta Liberation stems from the 
idea of Meta Ability Discrimination. When Quirks first came into 
existence, the name which they were given was heavily argued upon. 
Superpowers, Magic, Mutants, they went through quite a few before 
the idea of the whole phrasing was Meta, and with humanity's 
tendencies for Metacognition, we get Meta Ability." 


"It's... it's a joke." 


"Do you have any idea how many scientific breakthroughs are named 
as jokes?" 


"Star Wars metals." 


All for One pauses. "Oh. that. I forgot those existed." It's a good thing 
I-Island's already long gone. "But I digress. Meta Ability as a name 
was a joke. Then the mother of one Chikara Yotsubashi accidentally 
lucked into a better name, just by saying that her son's powers were 
nothing but a quirk of his." 


"THAT'S ALSO A PUN!" 
"But it makes sense without the historical context, doesn't it?" 
",,.I guess but like - ugh!" 


He allows himself a chuckle. "Still, that woman became known as The 
Mother of Quirks. And from there, history gets rather nasty." 


Meta Liberation and The Mother of Quirks Debate - How Much 
do you want to read? — Voting closed — 16 voters 


WE WANT THE NITTY GRITTY * 13/16 
-GOAROUND-AAMR — Ha — - 


"Okay but like, how nasty? Is this a 'gouged out the eyes of my 
enemies' nasty or a Nanjing Massacre nasty?" 


",..1 don't actually remember the Nanjing Massacre. Fill me in?" 


"Uh... a lot of war crimes and over two hundred thousand dead in six 
weeks? Around late 1930s?" 


Huh. "That but on a continental scale." 
"Oh " 


"That's one way to phrase it. The Mother of Quirks was... well, a 
shitshow of a scenario. There is no legal record of her name. In fact, 
her story is tied heavily to rumor and newspapers rather than solid 
fact. The reason we know the name of the so-called son is because he 
moves on to public political activism for equal rights later on... much 
like his father had in the Japanese government. In other words, it 
was a setup for public perception that could have very easily been 
stolen by somebody else, yet directly influenced the younger 
Yotsubashi to enter the world of politicking." It's been a matter of 
debate for the few people All for One could care to have within his 
inner circle at times - a horrid shame that most of them were terrible 
with these kinds of topics. "There's no actual proof of who his mother 
actually is, let alone if she's the one to form the phrase. Which has 
led to the initial controversies that Japan faked the Mother of Quirks 
from another country. One was a Romanian group, claiming the 
Mother of Quirks to be a rebirth of the Mother Mary. They go by... I 
believe Trinity now, but they are by far the most heinous when it 
comes to past grievances. Then there was that African group... 
Sundowner, I think was their name? They're gone. Decimated by 
bombings. The European group was subsumed by Humarise, and we'll 
get to that because... Hooh." 


He adjusts in his seat. "The Mother of Quirks isn't a clearly defined 
person, despite me saying that it is Yotsubashi's mother. The reason I 
do say that is the fact that Trinity is batshit insane. There's also the 
fact that detractors did kill his mother for what she did, which does 
fit the idea that it was her who said it. Still, the fact that four 


different revolutions started growing from that point in the 2170s led 
to some... interesting events. The Mass-Gassing of Arstotzka that killed 
an estimated three-hundred thousand, The Ground Zero Incident 
where Moscow's governing buildings were leveled, The Red Sun 
Nuclear Detonation that turned a small chunk of Africa into Nuclear 
Wasteland, the Humarise Undercity Takeover that caused major 
turmoil in France, then the followup Napoleon Incident that caused 
mass rebellion as a cover for them to firmly remove France from the 
map..." 


The doctor was silent. 


"There were more. Castration camps for Quirkless or weak-Quirked 
individuals, mass Quirk Marriages and concentration camps, 
infanticide for those that seemed to be Quirkless before the proper 
means of diagnosis for being Quirked existed, attempts to make 
Quirk-enhancers and Quirk-fusions through blood and marrow 
donations that led to Nezu of U.A. coming into existence, entire 
facilities purely for impregnating women with capable Quirks. It all 
existed and more for quite a while. In truth, I did my part in tearing 
down some of their vile works." Attacks on his sensibilities, in truth. 


He'd seen cleaner pig styes, but alas, he wanted powerful Quirks and 
they had plenty. Offering them a chance to serve him without the 
'curse' they had come into life with and tear their oppressors and 
abusers back to nothing made him quite a powerful messiah figure 
with a huge influx of powerful resources to exchange around to his 
advantage. 


Like trading cards. 
",,.Thank you." 


"Don't thank me for doing something anyone like us would have 
handled." The Doctor at least had an understanding of style - that was 
more than most had, and that's saying something. "Anyway. Japan's 
side of the mess leads to Destro being erased as a political activist 
and instead smeared as a vicious monster. In truth, he died in jail and 
a suspiciously-timed pamphlet spread as his last words. Meta Liberation, 
by Chikara Yotsubashi. Then his son starts the Meta Liberation War, 
claiming to be claimed by his father's soul as Destro. To be frank, he 


was batshit insane." 
"Pardon my interruption but that's a garbage kid. Like, wow." 


All for One simply nods. He can feel the scars on his face smoothing 
out. "That extends the Quirk Wars quite a bit, and it was, well... 
filthy. Underhanded. Guerilla warfare and public assaults, no sense of 
decency. All in everyone's faces and violent, which ruins all the 
movement the original activism gained because of Japan's tendency 
for stability. It also increases the Quirkism facing those with Mutant 
Quirks, and that gets you the Creature Rejection Clans and Purity. 
Frankly speaking, those people are scum. Quirks are, in a word, 
beautiful." 


And he means it. He really, truly means it. Instinctively, he swallows 
and closes his reconstructing eyelids. "I can see them in people, just 
by looking at them or touching them. Quirks... they're so beautiful, 
incredible in the most fascinating of ways. Like stars, like Galaxies. 
As if I am looking at gemstones of the greatest qualities and luster. I 
can look within myself and see the system of Quirks within me like 
my own night sky. It's the second greatest beauty I've ever seen. I 
don't see why people could ever hate them, weak or strong, mutating 
or not. Bright stars, weak stars, stars that are special colors, dying 
and freshly born ones... I want them. I love them so very much. The 
Creature Rejection Clans and Purity hate them in their own ways. 
Despise them. It... I genuinely hate their existences. But I am, in truth, 
ill suited to dealing with them. Politics protect ‘protesting’ and hatred 
of Quirks is, of course, technically public protest. Not one most would 
ever be caught up in, but one that is by all accounts technically legal, 
even if deplorable. The countryside is incredibly Quirkist, as are 
many in the night or where most would never look. The world is so 
terribly troubled in that sense." 


",,.What's your first?" 


"One for All. It's... like a supernova. Every time I've seen my brother's 
Quirk growing in its stockpile, it's been better and better to look at. 
More and more beautiful as the star grows and grows and grows... I 
want it more than anything." 


The doctor sucks in a breath, then puts something on All for One's... 
ears. "Okay, you can open your eyes now." 


He takes in a deep breath, lungs clear and pain gone. Then, with a 
careful and Quirk-controlled motion, his eyelids slowly open to see 
the room around him, tinted by the sunglasses on his face. 


The dim lights are plenty for the technically-new eyes, the details 
around soaking in with perfect clarity. His body felt lighter and yet 
firmer, like the atrophy that once beheld him was undone. One hand 
slowly reaches to rub his chin, then his nose. Then his hair, his soft, 
white hair. 


A grin splits across his face, all of his pearly white teeth in perfect 
order. 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz offered him a mirror to look himself over, a 
thoughtful expression on his face to counteract the vicious glee All 
for One felt as the silvery reflection reached his eyes. 


He reached for a few Quirks as he stood up, walking over to the 
drawer and pulling out a package of cigarettes. Smoke Immunity and 
Hand Lighter came to him easily, as did Eye Shield. Wardrobe pulls 
the now-redundant sunglasses away and into the pocket space. 


With a snap of his fingers, his thumb spawned a small flame that lit 
the front of one of the cigarettes. He pulls the lit cigarette to his lips, 
enjoying the nicotine. 


",,.Houston? We have no problems." 


"Uh." 


He glances back over to the Doctor. "Yes?" 


"We were supposed to talk about Humarise? After that, I'll be out of 
your hair forever!" 


"Oh, right." He'll even let the man live - he clearly knew what he was 
doing, wherever the devices he'd used had gone. The Quirklessness 
was clear as day. 


"Humarise was the counter-movement to the Mother of Quirks 
extremism that went completely under the radar given what 
happened to France, giving them plenty of time to build up despite 
Europe's far more capable and robust laws on the matter. Then Flect 
Turn came into power and their movement swelled since. Or, well, it 
did. Then he went to I-Island and has subsequently been taken care of 
by what I believe is someone that worked for NATO for fighting 
terrorist organizations." 


",,.Huh. You know, you'd do great with audiobooks. You know that?" 
"Hah. Oh, I know. You think I should start a podcast?" 
"Oh! Oh! Can we talk about Quirks together?" 


He meant it as a joke. But... imagine Toshinori's fucking face. "You 
know what? Why not? I got nothing better to do aside from get used 
to being free to do what I want again, and you're genuinely an 
excellent talking partner for Quirks. How do Saturdays sound?" 


Perma AfO Socials? — Voting closed — 21 voters 


The All For You Podcast Becomes *17/21 
a Thing (3 Weekly Actions) 


Actions) 


I DO NOT WANT TO SUFFER. (I'll add it in later and let y'all 
know when I do) — Voting closed — 36 voters 


Ski Writes the Charlene-Doof Date. *9/16 
StF P| see —thi K15, 96 


one). 
Dice: 1d100 
85 = 85 


Huh. Doof does... well! Good Date, I'll write this some other 
time. 


"Honestly... it sounds good! Let's do it. Same place as usual?" 


"Nah. I'll find a nicer place now that I'm active. Nothing this dark and 
dank when we can be comfortable. Don't you think?" 


The man nods and All for One can't help but feel elated. 


I'm coming for you, Yoichi. 


{Sunday, May 15th, 23XxX} 


--U.A-- 


[DATE IS TO BE WRITTEN - I DON'T HAVE THE RIGHT MUSE FOR 
IT RIGHT NOW AND WILL WRITE POORLY GIVEN 
CIRCUMSTANCES] 


Chapter 16: Moving Along, Moving Along! 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/ 
skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/ Vw2BD6 Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


TOP THREE. — Voting closed — 33 voters 


(Big Project) Well you got time, * 21/26 
might as well start another one of 

these up! [LAST CHANCE FOR 

MOONBASE PRE-SUMMER] 

pretty nice, spending time with 

him last time. See if he's up to 

cooking with you again! 
—(Mei—Sociah}—_{FREE—BECAUSE—tM*14/16- 
FORGOR] She's trying to make a 

Sophont General Intelligence and 

uh... you think this is a very, very 

bad idea. 

—(Pony— -Sociah—You've—been-_____—Y*373-- 
checking up on her since you 

started helping with her art 


practice, you might as well help 

her get to the next level! 

you've managed to maybe get i 

touch with the girl through sorta 

paying attention for the past two 

weeks? [Featuring Nezu from the 

MY HERO ACADEMIA SERIES] 

the Radio! 

—Eri Seciah—You—haven't—cheeked 9 A0- 
up on her or her gramps in a 

while. Hopefully they've been 

well? 
—Shota—Aizawa—Sociah—Okay,—soe—£_—_—_————————-#et/t- 
things have gone... better? You're 

no longer hating each other in that 

weird way that started when you 

both met at least. And now he 

wants to talk to you? 


Dice: 3d100+ 45 
Options: Individual. 
86,4,28 + 45 = 131,49,73 


Mei is going to be going at it. 


1 EVIL POINT IN HER FAVOR. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+50 
3+ 50 = 53 


Dice: 1d100+50 
98 + 50 = 148 


Dice: 1d100+50 
54 + 50 = 104 


Dice: 1d2 
1=1 


Well, that's for me to deal with later. 


Pick ONE. — Voting closed — 25 voters 


Moonbase Alpha (3 Weeks) * 16/19 
—Under-ertst —Base—{2—_Weeks}—____________-*373-- 
[Secretive Vs Moonbase, but 

slower to grow due to a need of 

digging out space] 

Doofenshimrtzes (??? Weeks) 

[REDACTED] 


LOVEDART Action! (Thank Compress) — Voting closed — 44 voters 


The Scientist Problem: Solved. * 18/24 
Doofenshmirtz Hero Incorporated 

is a GO! 

Quirkism, whatever thing. 


Compress is ON it after you 
complained his ear off! 

Endeavor went, honestly. People 
are looking for him and 
everything! 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 150 
85 + 150 = 235 


Dice: 1d100+ 150 
32 + 150 = 182 


Dice: 1d100+ 150 
53 + 150 = 203 


Dice: 1d100+ 150 
51 + 150 = 201 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
44+ 30=74 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
43 + 30 =73 


Dice: 1d100 + 30000 
53 + 30000 = 30053 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
44+ 30 =74 


{Monday, May 16th, 23XX} 


--U.A-- 


You're in a mad dash for the Big Lab, which is now just for you and 
Mei - and you really do appreciate that, because man do you not like 
sharing a workspace when you can help it! No disrespect to Melissa 
or anything, it's not her fault - no, that mindset is entirely on you. 
And you're not gonna change it in the slightest! 


It's not like you're in the wrong here, either. Like seriously, it was and 


is your Big Lab. So what's wrong with wanting it for yourself? Yes, 
you still share it with Mei but she understands the idea of cordoning 
off her own mess of things and is actually really good with electro- 
mechanical devices - enough so that she mostly keeps up with you 
without any help on your end! And man, is that a great thing to have. 
One of the worst things about working in the scientific field is finding 
people who can understand what your're talking about without 
forgoing the details. Second worst is finding like-minded people, but 
that can be pretty easily ignored by arguing the day away with them! 


That helps a lot, weirdly enough. Anyway, where were you..? 


Right! Right. Mei is trying to make a sophont intelligence and nobody 
told you until all of FIVE MINUTES AGO! 


She's had like a week with no supervision and that's a bit of an uh-oh 
on your part - look, you were busy and had actual work to do, you 
don't have time to babysit a grown teenager that should know better 
than to create human-adjacent life from a bunch of code! 


She might give it anxiety. 


Okay, mental step back because you are still running across this 
stupidly large campus - why do people that make things give them 
personality defects like anxiety or a tendency of hating humanity or 
multiple personality disorder, but on purpose? It happens all the time, 
like Dr. Killbot - yes he's technically not quite pure robot but he's a 
fusion of robot and alien and he absolutely is a bundle of anxiety on 
any given day that needs his whole social net to keep him functioning 
- or the lady robot Rodney made, or heck, the whole murderous 
vacuum cleaner thing that happened with you! 


Like... who benefits out of that? The robots don't, and the creators of 
said robots definitely shouldn't. Is it a domination thing? A-a control 
thing? That's... that's sad. Like, stupidly sad. They should go to 
therapy. Maybe focus on other facets of their lives and try to better 
themselves so they don't feel the need to command and control 
someone else under them. Like, wow. 


Also man you're tired from all this running-oh there's the lab 
entrance! 


"MEI YOU BETTER NOT HAVE-" 


The words die in your mouth when you swing around and shove the 
door open, watching as the very thing you didn't want to happen 
happening right in front of you. And... at this point, that's a living 
thing. You can't destroy them now, that's murder. 


Honestly, you're impressed she got the skin right on it. She even gave 
her (them?) freckles, and a dress. She's been holding out on you with 
what she's capable of! 


No Heinz, no! You gotta be angry, not impressed! This is a problem. 
Even if the G.I. looks like a teenaged ginger girl with a mecha- 
backpack and a glowy dress, that doesn't make this whole situation 
any better. 


Then the G.I. opens their very much glowing eyes and sit up, smiling 
with an innocence that makes you very, very uncomfortable. 


"Salutations! My name is Penny Hatsume! You are..." She tilts her 
head quizzically, smile moving with it. "Doctor Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz!" 


Mei giggles and launches herself at... Penny, the G.I. returning the 
hug pretty easily with that same smile. 


There is a very, very good reason that you don't like Sophonce. 


Penny is the equivalent of a baby, right now, unless Mei put 
additional restrictions. Restrictions that are kind of like permanent 
mental controls. And the thought of that - both as a Drusselsteinian 
and as a father - leave you incredibly unsettled. She doesn't know any 
better. 


But like any child, she'll want to know. Which means that you're 


going to have to grin and bear it, because you are not going to mess 
up a child that's technically under your care. Yes, she's not yours. But 
Mei is your responsibility as a student, and her creations are yours to 
deal with too. 


".,.Good morning, Penny. Are you, uh... feeling alright?" 


"I am feeling A-O-Kay, Dr. Doofenshmirtz! All systems are ready to 
go!" 


Mei's wrapped the mechadendrites on her back around Penny, the 
girl not even remotely caring about being lugged around. "See?! I told 
you I could-" 


"Mei, that wasn't what I meant! You're now technically a single mom, 
was what I was getting at!" 


She blinks. "And?" 


You can feel your eye twitch. "Do you know the first thing about 
parenting?" 


"Do you?" 


"Are you seriously-yes, I have a daughter for crying out loud! She's in 
high school and is about to enter college!" 


",,.Oh." She looks to Penny, whos smile has dimmed slightly from the 
yelling and oh boy you're gonna have to reprimand Mei more carefully, 
then back to you. "You uh... mind teaching me?" 


"You didn't think this far ahead did you." 
"Nope!" 


You want to swear so badly. 


[Penny Hatsume - Property of Hatsume Industries] 


She didn't quite get what was going on. 


Her creator argued with Dr. Doofenshmirtz about being a mother. But 
she has shown no signs of pregnancy? Nor has there been an infant 
bearing matching visual or genetic markers in vicinity of her since 
her initial awakening within the server racks of the lab. Odd! 


Perhaps she's missing something vital there? Making assumptions is 
bad, but sometimes they're necessary to moving forward! 


Then Dr. Doofenshmirtz started bringing them both with him outside 
of the lab. 


This is the first time she's been out of the lab. It's... very pretty! 


The diffusion of the natural light on the grass and the metal rails is 
something Penny quickly stores in her hard drive - because the 
morning light and all of the ways it bounces around are amazing! 


She saves a few more as they walk, naming the memories based on 
the extrapolated locations and angles. That way she'll know exactly 
where, when, and what direction she was looking at when she saw 
that moment in her life! 


Feeling the humid air is different though. She can't save that part of it 
- well she can as a part of her sensor log, but it's not the same? It's 
weird. But a good weird. 


Her internal diction database doesn't have anything which can be 
used to define a 'good weird'. That is unfortunate! 


Then they stop at an office - Dr. Doofenshmirtz's office! "Penny, can 
you wait here for me? I'll be back in like... thirty minutes? If you 
need anything, just - can you make calls? Email?" 


"I can send emails on the U.A. Servers!" 


He nods, emotions unable to be identified on his face. "Okay, send me 
an email if you need anything, okay?" 


Penny smiles wider, bowing. That's what she knows is common 
courtesy, right? "A-O-Kay!" 


"Alright, I'll lock the door so nobody can bother you. Don't unlock the 
door, please." 


She nods and Dr. Doofenshmirtz leaves with Miss Hatsume. 


Maybe she can go back outside after this! 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. High] 


He sees the rushing-forward Heinz Doofenshmirtz on the cameras 
soon enough that he can brace for the sweating man kicking his 
office door in - much too fast for the sensors and motors that wound 
normally open it for him. 


Hatsume Mei is dragged behind him. Curious! "Dr. Doof! To what do 
I owe the early-morning pleasure?" 


"Sit." Surprisingly, Hatsume does so without complaint, only 
confusion. 


He sucks in several deep breaths, clearly trying to collect himself and 
slow his rushing heart - and if that isn't concerning, Nezu isn't sure 
what would be - before Heinz rests both hands on Nezu's desk. 


"Mei made a child, and she needs parenting lessons." 
",..I'm sorry?" 


"Mei Hatsume. Made a child. From a General Intelligence. And she 
needs to raise her. And until she learns how, I want her barred from 
all classes involving science and support work." 


"What?!" She nearly jumps out of the chair, but Heinz merely snaps 
back at her while shooting up to his full height, glare fierce and 


angry. 


He jabs a finger at her, not touching her but close enough to keep her 
from standing. "I never said you were stupid! I never said you aren't 
smart! You are smart! But this... You made a daughter, Mei. You're a 
parent, because you thought I was being stupid with Chase and Norm 
with how I treat them. I treat them like that because I know they 
aren't even close to being human. They never will be, because their 
minds weren't made with that in mind! You made Penny with that in 
mind. You made a child in a robot teenager's body and you did it for 
the worst. Possible. Reason!" 


Again, he takes steadying breaths. "I do a lot of things out of Spite. 
Spite is a valid motivator, but that's only if it doesn't involve the lives 
of others. You... you made a child out of Spite. And you don't even 
seem to care about what you've done! You played God, good freakin' 
job. Now you have to raise her properly, and that means putting your 
time into learning how." 


Oh dear. 


",..Dr. Doof. There are some... tests, that I have on my person. Ones 
that can help position where her daughter-" 


"Penny is her name, just so you know." 


Nezu nods at the incensed scientist. "I see. Well, Penny can take these 
tests to help understand where she stands in relation to other people 
when it comes to both mental acuity and social interaction." He'd 
personally had to take them when it came to legally being identified 
as 'human-adjacent' long ago. Having them also assisted him with 
understanding how humans tick, and that is a useful skill for those 
who must 'fake' social behaviors, much like himself. "She can come in 
to see, if that's alright?" 


"And Mei's punishment for doing this?" 
That is a messy matter, in truth. 


Nezu, for all of his time as a principal, still has difficulty discerning 
emotions from outlier human beings. Mei Hatsume's emotional state 
fits outlier states, and currently the shock of the situation may just 
have begun to set in for her. Heinz Doofenshmirtz, however... he is a 


father of a daughter already, and he feels rather strongly over this. 
Not that he blames Dr. Doof, but he is incredibly biased - whether or 
not that bias is of experience or of opinion is hard to say - and that 
makes his harsh recommendations difficult to firmly settle with. 


And yet, can he really disagree with the severity? This Penny is a 
person in her own right - born from a parent which did not and does 
not realize the severity of what she has done - and the best for her 
health and safety must be considered. 


[NEZU] Aside from the tests for Penny... What to do about Mei 
Hatsume? — Voting closed — 37 voters 


It'd be unfair to cut her from her *8/15 
classes... but mandatory parenting 
classes after school would also eat 
into the free time Mei clearly 
values. 

science and support courses is 
rather extreme. Replace half of 
them with courses about parenting 
and discussions on the morals and 
ethics of robot lifeforms. 

knows what he is doing 

STEM courses no lab time until 
she has passed with a 90% or 
better at least five courses meant 
for new mothers, babysitters, and 
or special needs care givers. 


Nezu offers a small smile and a pat pat onto Dr. Doof's hand, offering 
some semblance of reassurance. "Dr. Doof, I believe we can come to 
some compromise regarding Hatsume-San's actions." 


"Like?" 


"We, as a school, cannot entirely bar a student from their education. 
However, given that her schedule was customized to allow roughly 
half of her time to be under your lab functionality, she will instead 
spend that time in parenting classes specialized for adoption and 
special needs children. After all, I think it is fair for me to assume 
that Penny is already highly intelligent? The only true hangups 
would be social and psychological, which can be taught through 
these parenting classes to allow for Penny to be raised to the best of 
Mei's abilities. And of course, this means she won't be held back in 
any of her mandatory classes, but she will be held back when it comes 
to elective and lab time, something which she has spent in your 
current Primary lab." 


He sucks in a breath. "Alright. For now, I'll see if Penny's fine with 
staying with me when I go teach. She's too young to be left alone, 
and I am not going to mistreat her like that." 


Human children require attention from those around them, that much 
the Mink understands. "Of course! Take her to the teacher's lounge 
for the tests firsts though, if that's alright with you?" 


! 


Dr. Doof nods, then pauses and turns to Mei. 
teach you better than to do this." 


'...I'm sorry I didn't 


He walks out without her, stunned in her seat as she is. 


"Do you understand why he's so angry, Hatsume-San?" 
The girl, now holding herself up to her knees, nods hesitantly. 


"Dr. Doof had a terrible life when he was young. He doesn't talk 
about it, but I'm sure if you ask he'd tell you more. Interestingly, most 
humans who grow up abused turn around to abuse their spouse or 
children, continuing the cycle. He, however, had completely gone 
against those expectations and raised a daughter with excellent 
physical and mental health - that is, despite his own issues that he's 
been working through across his life." Nezu makes sure Mei's eyes 


meet his own. "He takes child abuse extremely seriously because he 
understands how it hurts the child, and how the parents may not 
even be aware of what they're doing. If I am to guess, he is going to 
take this situation particularly hard for that reason - because you did 
not consider the intricacies of raising a child that you made, and did 
not consider that Dr. Doof was against the idea for that very reason." 


",,.I'm sorry." 


"Unfortunately, the sentiment is lost on me, and I don't think an 
apology will unmake Penny. It's too late for it, regardless. Now, you'll 
have to raise her and deal with the consequences thereof whether 
you want to or not." 


"T know." 


He considers something for a moment. "If you don't feel ready to go 
to class, rest on the couch and try to calm yourself for a little while. 
You have a support network here, as odd as we may be. We will help 
you succeed on all accounts, Hatsume-San." 


She takes to it quickly, resting with her back to the door and her face 
to the cushions. He can faintly see the scars lining her back from the 
holes the mechadentrites exit from her clothes. 


He knows that Mei Hatsume willingly and intentionally did that to 
herself, and that Heinz had subsequently banned her from further 
modifications. This is the second time she's done something without 
his express knowledge and hurt the scientist's trust in her. 


Nezu will personally sever their teacher-student connection and 
permanently remove her from that lab if she does so a third time. 


--U.A-- 


You walked slowly through the hallways of U.A., letting Penny watch 
the outside with intense curiosity as you lead her to the Teacher's 
Lounge. 


A disturbed Power Loader is already waiting for you there, catching 
your expression and deciding not to ask while you help Penny take a 
seat in one of the open chairs. 


"Penny... can you remove the, uh, pack on your back?" 
y 
"Oh! I certainly can, one moment!" 


She leans forward and the whole thing hisses before popping off, 
leaving it held to her body by nothing but the pair of small straps on 
each shoulder. The whole thing is set down on the floor, letting her 
properly lean back. 


"For the future, you'll want to take off anything bulky on your back 
so you can sit comfortably. Does that make sense?" 


"Yep! Though... where's Miss Hatsume?" 


You can't hide your grimace. "She's... talking to Principal Nezdu. You 
should be able to see her later, though. Hey, Power Loader, can you 
grab the stuff coming from the printer?" 


"Sure." 


"For now, Penny, there's some tests that you'll need to take that 
Principal Nezdu wants to check your answers on. Just follow the 
instructions and take your time, okay?" 


"I can do that! I am testing ready!" 


"Good! Well uh..." You grab the papers from Power Loader, nodding 
at him before smiling at Penny. "I'll start you with the first test from 
here - let me give you a pen from my lab coat - and there! I'll need to 
talk to Power Loader really quickly if you don't mind. You can start 
whenever you feel like it." 


"Understood! I feel like it right now!" 


She takes the first test and fills out her name at the top, and from 
there you leave her to it - "Oh, and no searching up answers on the 
internet, please! Just use your own thoughts to figure these out." 


"A-O-Kay!" 

You step out, dragging Power Loader with you. 
"|... That's her, isn't it?" 

"It is, and I wish you told me sooner." 
"What-she didn‘ tell you, did she?" 


You shake your head. "She thought I didn't think she could do it. But 
she just... made a child and didn't have a single idea how to raise her! 
I took her straight to Principal Nezu because what the heck, Mei?" 
Deep breaths, deep breaths. "So for now? Treat her like you would a 
child, she literally doesn't know any better." 


Even though he's already pretty pale, the guy gets paler. "By Kami, no 
wonder you didn't like the idea of Sophonce. I can think of a dozen 
legal issues that are propping up, but I didn't even consider the moral 
problems." 


"Most people don't." 


You don't elaborate. 


You're gonna be keeping an eye on Penny and probably acting as 
a weird pseudo-guardian while Mei gets her stuff together. That 
means you have the chance to teach weird things like Morals! 
(Eugh, morals) [TOP 1] — Voting closed — 43 voters 
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Power Loader leaves and you go back into the lounge, doing your 
best to keep your own frustration and stress with the whole situation 
in check. 


Right now? That just means watching Penny try and struggle through 
parts of the first test of several before your classes even start. 


Which, yeah, fair, you usually rush to get your classes ready anyway. 
And you're pretty confident Nezdu the Mink moved the schedule 
around for your classes at least - and there's the notification on your 
phone with the new schedule for the day - so you'll have some time 
to sit with Penny and explain some... things. 


Honestly you're happy she's smart enough to understand the topics 
you're about to go through - at least you really really hope she is, 
otherwise this is going to get very complicated very fast. 


But for now? You just sit back and watch her work through the 
exams while you mentally work through your upcoming class topics 
and how you're going to keep Penny away from the students for a 
while. 


By the time it hits 10AM, she's finished the three exams and looks 
incredibly nervous. And like that, your Dad Mode is activated. "Hey, 
what's wrong Penny?" 


".,.1 don't think I did well on those tests, Dr. Doofenshmirtz." 


"That's okay!" You move over and give her a smile, ruffling her 
realistic hair and smiling wider when she leans in to the touch. 
"These tests aren't going to be held against you. Like a benchmark for 
your internals." 


Her eyes light up - literally. "Oh! I see! What is this a benchmark 
for?" 


"Well, that's why I'm sticking with you for a while. Basically, you're 
very young and that means you'll miss some pretty... esoteric, things 
that come up with society and daily life. And because Mei doesn't 
know all too much about parenting or teaching someone young and 
impressionable, I'm stepping in until she does! These here tests-" You 
rustle them gently, then put them into the fax machine. "-are how I 
and Principal Nezdu can see where you will need to learn and where 


you already know things. Does that make sense so far?" 
"Yep! Does that mean we're going to start learning?!" 


She looks so excited about it - and it bothers you that you could have 
never heard about Mei doing this until she was hurt. "That's right! 
Just... know that the topics we're discussing won't be grounded in the 
same way modern sciences is, because we'll be focusing on 
Sociology!" 


An intense look and a firm nod gets you to keep going. 


"So, when people interact with each other, there's a few different 
things going on during social interaction. How a person speaks, the 
expression they have, their body language... All of that is really, 
really important. But more important than that is the emotions people 
have. It can be tough to understand so don't worry if you struggle - I 
struggle with it sometimes! But I'll be focusing on emotions, and how 
to sympathize and empathize with others." 


Her brow furrows, confusion evident. "But... I do emote!" 


"And that's good! But that's not the same as understanding what 
emotions are. Can you tell me what Happiness is?" 


Penny pauses, uncertain. 


"I wouldn't be surprised if you couldn't, honestly. But the fact that it 
isn't understood means that we have to go off of how people act and 
react. Some people have a really hard time sympathizing or 
empathizing with others. Feelings can be hard to discern, and a lot of 
the time we need to talk to other people to help sort out how we feel 
for a while. Eventually, you'll learn to do it more and more on your 
own, but for now if you're confused, come to me, okay?" 


",..Okay." 


You smile. "Thanks for trusting me with that. Now!" Quickly, you 
raise your hands and clap them together. "Let's start with Empathy. 
It's basically the idea of imagining yourself as another person, to see 
if you can understand how they feel in a situation. Like... can you 
imagine how Mei would feel if she was making something for a long 


time and it didn't work?" 
"She'd... be angry! And maybe sad?" 


"Yes! That's right! That's what people call empathy!" You grin wide. 
"When people talk about situations they go through, try to imagine 
how that would feel for them in the background while interacting 
with them. Just be careful to make sure you understand how they feel 
about what happened, otherwise you might have a_ weird 
misunderstanding. If that ever happens, apologize and explain what 
you thought to them - but try to do that in private." 


She nods with a wide smile, but you want to make sure she 
understands why. "Sometimes empathizing can lead to you realizing 
something that the person may not want shared. So saying it out loud 
when nobody else does is a pretty bad idea. Be careful of what you 
say, okay?" 


"Got it!" 


"Great! Now, sympathy is a little easier. If someone arounds you feels 
sad or angry and they explain why they're sad or angry, people 
sometimes get sad or angry with them. That's called sympathy! I've 
been pretty angry with Mei, but you didn't really understand what 
was going on or why, so you didn't get angry - you were just 
confused. Right?" 


Penny nods, suddenly looking nervous. "What did Miss Hatsume do 
to... make you angry?" 


"|..She does things without thinking, sometimes. And because she 
doesn't think beforehand, it can cause her to make mistakes and 
misunderstandings that should never have happened." You wink at 
her. "You should learn from her mistake and always think before you 
act. Can you promise me you'll try?" 


"I promise!" 


Man, Vanessa was way grumpier as a kid. "That's great! Okay, so I'll 
go over some things to help you practice with sympathy and 
empathy. After that, you'll be seeing some of the students I teach 


while in class! Just... don't tell them you're a General Intelligence, 
okay?" 


"Why not?" 


You glance away, then back to Penny. "Basically, people are stupid. 
And if you tell them you're not human, they're gonna ask dumb 
questions or do silly things that will just confuse you. Teenagers 
aren't very smart, honestly." 


She nods with what seems to be understanding. You'll take it. 


--U.A-- 


[Jiro Kyoka - 1-A Student] 
What the fuck. 


Doof-Sensei is coming through the door with a girl that looks around 
their age... except that she doesn't have a heart beat. At all. 


"Okay, class, I know I'm a smidge late but some things have come up 
that I'm working out and are at the moment VERY personal - so quick 
introduction, this is Penny and I'm her temporary guardian, no 
questions asked of her because she literally just got here and I'd rather 
not deal with any mess involved when there's a lesson to happen 
today. SO!" 


No traps today, either. "Let's talk about Kinematics!" 
What the fuck. 


Okay, okay, maybe it's something to do with the girl's Quirk. She 
definitely seems normal aside from the fact she can't hear her 
heartbeat, which fair enough that's possible, but Jiro has lived a good 
decade with her Quirk and had never met a person that it didn't work 
on before - Okay well she has but Midoriya made it clear that Chase 
doesn't have a heartbeat because his Quirk uses technology in place 


of biology and happened over time, which makes a disturbed kind of 
sense. 


So again, she just might be the (second) exception and not the rule. 
"Damn, think I could manage her number?" 

"Sero, what the heck man?" 

"I'm just asking Kiri! She's cute and I don't want to be an asshole." 
"Please focus on the I-lesson, guys." 

Please shut up, you three. 


She can hear Mineta clicking his tongue in the back, but she can filter 
that out easily enough. The quiet idle chatter than keeps coming up, 
however, very much annoys the daylights out of her. 


Then Penny, Penny, comes up to her with a frown when Doof-Sensei 
passes out a worksheet. "Salutations! You are Jiro Kyoka on the 
seating order. Is that right?" 


",,. Yeah?" 
"Excellent! Are you feeling alright?" 
She blinks. "Mostly. Just a lot of noise going on." 


Penny nods, then turns to Doof-Sensei. "Mister Doof, can I give her 
hearing muffs?" 


"Why would she... oh shoot, do you need sound cancelling? Hold on, 
gimme like thirty seconds and we'll go make you something for that!" 


What. "You don't have to-" 
"Nope!" 
"Uh-" 


"Nuh-uh. You're my student, you get support. Don't care otherwise. 
The rest of you, focus on your worksheet. Kyoka-San and lida-San, 


you can do it later. Iida-San, you're in charge. Kyoka-San, you and 
Penny are with me! I'll be back in fifteen minutes and by then your 
worksheets will be due!" 


",,.I know that people said you care, but I didn't think you cared this 
much." 


He looks... pained(?) by that. "Why wouldn't I care? You're my 
responsibility, and if your needs aren't met then I've failed at it. Sure, 
I know I could do some things better... but I'll never, never refuse to 
help you guys. Unless it's something like burying a body." 


She can't stop the giggle that escapes her. 


Penny just looks confused though. "What is so funny about burying a 
body?" 


"T'll explain later, Penny. Humor is difficult to understand and people 
have different preferences, so don't worry!" 


"Got it, Mister Doof!" 


...Odd. 


The walk over to the teacher office hall took about five minutes, then 
Doof-Sensei just rushed into his own space for bits and pieces 
underneath the counter, then started working on one of the 
countertops, not even waiting for them to take a seat. 


Jiro had never quite been in his office... but it was clearly well-used. 


Devices and diagrams were strewn about, but the details seem to be 
completely missing from the whiteboard designs - almost like they're 
just visual reference for his actual work. Or that he does it all from 
memory. 


In the near-silent room - outside of her Sensei working on something 
for her - there were quiet whirring noises that seemed to just be on 


the edge of her hearing range. And for the first minute or so in 
awkward silence, she can't tell what is making the noise. Too quiet. 


Then her attention snaps down to Penny's swinging legs. 
The legs that are moving in tune with the whirring noises. 


Oh. Oh she's another Chase situation isn't she. Assuming the rumors 
that Doof-Sensei was the one to help, that is. "...Doof-Sensei?" 


"Yeah?" He glances back, pausing his work. 
"Is... Is she like Chase?" 


He freezes up, which is when Penny cheerfully speaks in his place. 
"Chase is nice! But we're different in a few ways. First of all-" 


"Yes and no! Yes and no." He turns to face them both, seated idly at 
the table in the middle of the office space. "It's a little complicated, 
and please don't bring it up to anyone else. That goes for both of you, 
okay?" 


"Okay, Mister Doof!" She smiles wide, almost like she didn't exactly 
get what he meant. 


Jiro nods. "Sure, I get not spilling other people's secrets." 
8g 


He sighs with relief. "Okay, great, thank you. I normally uh, don't 
handle these kinds of things - but that ship sailed months ago. 
Teaching kids and all that, you know?" 


",,.Now that you mention it, what was your old job?" 


"Eh... Well, I'm not allowed to say what it was specifically, that was 
something I promised. But I can tell you that I was a scientist and an 
entrepreneur that also had issues with the local government. But hey, 
America was already a mess in its own right - can you really blame 
me?" 


Jiro raises a brow. "Blame you for what?" 


",,.Oh right, I'm not supposed to tell you that." He laughs nervously. "I 


talked to Present Mic about it and he made me promise not to share 
and it's a whole thing - really I don't see the issue, but he's pretty 
smart and I trust his advice." 


Was... was he a Villain then? Or Vigilante? 


She can understand not wanting to share anything about a bad past, 
at least in the grand scheme of things - that can lead to people 
forming the wrong opinion. But now she's got to know. 


"Mic-Sensei is pretty nice... what do you think was the best thing you 
made, when you were there?" 


"Oh, easy!" He grins wide. "You met her, my daughter Vanessa! She 
means the world to me. Like, literally, if she wanted the world I'd be 
asking her 'what giftwrap?' - she deserves anything I can get her!" 


A small blush dusts her cheeks, a hand jumping to start curling a jack 
out of habit. "I-I meant inventions, but that's... nice?" Adorable, but 
she can't tell a teacher that to his face outright. 


"Oh, my Inators. Well... I think there was one I did like a lot, because 
it made material retention way easier when I needed extra funds. 
Eulg." 


",. .Eulg?" 


"It's the opposite of glue! Anything that it's used on is broken apart 
instead of bonded together. By far the most useful thing I'd ever 
made. And it's transportable just like glue is - well, the container is 
made of a special single chain of molecules to stop it from 
deconstructing but the point stands!" 


That does sound pretty useful honestly. Except... "But doesn't that 
already exist?" 


He pauses working again, glancing back with a raised brow. "Huh?" 
"Liquids that undo glue." 


Relief took over the surprise. "Oh, that's what you meant! No, no, 
that's not what Eulg does. It breaks all bonds like that. Short of 


atomic ones, it breaks things into pieces. Paper gets shredded back 
into pulp, a bolted together table pops into its bits and bobs, all the 
nuts and screws holding a thing together simply come apart! Oh, and 
it dissolves glue and some alloys. Couldn't get it to work nicely with 
certain materials so I just never get to use Eulg on the denser and/or 
more reactive alloys." He shudders. "Chemical fires? Terrifying. If you 
ever deal with one, evacuate as fast as possible!" 


",..Are they that bad?" She's still mentally reeling about the whole 
undo the construction of things with a liquid but she's seen what her 
teacher can do and nobody's called him wrong before, so... 


"Yes, they are that bad. It's one of the few things that I won't teach 
any of you about, because you should never be in a situation where 
that becomes a problem. If you are? Then something has gone 
terribly wrong." He pauses. "Did you know there are chemicals that 
set metal or sand on fire and can melt through concrete?" 


That's a thing? "How can sand set on fire? How can metal set on fire?" 


He waves a hand in the air, focus back on the small buds and... mini 
sleeves(?) he was working on. "You'd be shocked! Short answer is that 
the chemicals are such good oxidizers and reactants that it turns the 
sand into slag and glass and rusts the metal while burning. It's very 
interesting! And makes a lot of toxic gas." He whistles softly. 
"Chemicals like that scared the Nazis, you know." 


"Nazis?" 


"Long story short, Late 1930s group that started the second World 
War. They were... Monsters. If you want to know more? Search on 
Wikipedia! Just uh... be careful that you didn't eat anything recently. 
It's bad." 


Well, fuck that. "I think I'll be happier not looking into it." 


"You're entirely right! Oh, and... there we go." He lifts up a pair of 
buds with dials on them in one hand, and what look like sound cable 
sheaths in the other. "These should help you tune things out when 
not doing the whole Hero thing - or you can add 'em into your 
costume to quiet things on the fly!" 


She takes the buds carefully, settling them into her ears with quiet 
thumps. Then the sheathes, sliding them over her jacks and realizing 
that, much to her chagrin, she could no longer hear any of the idle 
noises she normally would. 


...But she also can't hear things she's gone most of her life hearing. It's 
weird. Definitely something to get used to - not having nearly as quiet 
a lower-end helps for paying attention to everything else. "So I can 
just mess with the dials on the buds to..?" 


"Oh, yeah! Basically it's a bit of a resonant frequency - not the 
destructive kind, the 'synchronizing' kind - that connects each bud to 
the sheath on the ends of your earlobes. Basically, you mess with the 
dials, you change how effective the sheaths are for blocking things 
out! It also doubles as bluetooth earbuds for your phone. .,.. Though I 
know you kinda jab your lobes into walls... which these are uh, not 
meant for. But I did only make them in three minutes, so give me 
like... an hour? Two? And I can have a set that's fully ready for 
combat and won't break easy!" 


"You'd... just do that?" 


He nods aggressively. "Of course! You're one of my students, why 
wouldn't I want the best for you? Oh, and you can keep those for 
general wear - they don't even need to be charged thanks to 
bioelectricity and soundwave absorption! The Heroics ones uh, those 
will need charge though. Mostly because I don't want 'em to be 
bulkier and have some serious durability, yknow?" 


...Fuck, he really just cares. 


Yes, she's heard it time and time again. Yes, she's seen him do things 
to help students. Yes, he saved them at the U.S.J.; but that all seemed 
like it was him being responsible. 


This... isn't that. He actually gives a crap. 
",,. Thanks." 
"Any time!" 


And she believes it, too. 


"Come on, Penny! We're going back to class." 
"Yes, Mister Doof!" 


For a split second, she could have sworn Penny looked sad about 
something. But no, she's smiling wide like she usually does. 


...She'll keep an eye on her. Scratch her Sensei's back like he did for 
her, nothing much. 


--U.A-- 


You walk the halls of U.A. with both a student and a robot child in 
tow - though 'robot child' is a bit of a misnomer. She's more of a... 
robot in learning? Penny's not exactly a child in a literal sense given 
robot aging is all over the place but that's NOT THE POINT! Point is 
that considering her a child is stupid when she's way smarter. Hm... 


AHA! You got the word! Idiot Savant! She's brilliant at a lot of things, 
but suffers way too much socially and morally. Thankfully, it's a 
problem with a solution! It's just... slow. But eh, that's life! Slow but 
always going on. 


... There was some kind of train of thought you were having there but 
you lost it. Weird! 


When you open up the door and funnel the two back inside, you clear 
your throat and come right over to your desk. "Alright, times up for 
those sheets - pass 'em up please!" 


Tenya goes around and collects everything from the front with a wide 
smile. "I have the sheets for you here, sir!" 


"Why thank you very much, Iida-San!" You're quick to take the 
various worksheets, sorting them by seat number before setting them 
down and looking over the various students. "By the way... if any of 


you have a similar issue like Kyoka-San does or Hagekure-San did, 
please come and talk to me. It could be simpler, it could be harder, it 
could be something you're not exactly, yknow, comfortable with 
talking about. But please, please, come and see me. I'll help!" 


You make note of a few eyes focusing on you. Katsuki, Jirou, Shoto 
were a sort-of given. Izuku, Ochaco, and Denki were less so! 


"Kyoka-San, lida-San, I'll give you both your worksheets for free 
period. Take fifteen minutes and do it in front of your classmates. Have 
one of them time it, alright? Then you can just give it to whoever's 
handling the period at the time - I'll pick it up later! Now, onto the 
lesson for today, we're gonna cover Quirk Science." 


--U.A-- 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 


He purses his lips. "So, you decided to do something that officially 
pissed off Doof-San. Something that you also did right under my nose 
with the implications of him knowing about it." 


She doesn't even look him in the eyes. 


"I thought he signed off on it, Hatsume-San. Given how occupied he's 
been with his various research activities and... work, from the 
Principal, I was lax on restrictions for what his lab was 
requisitioning. That was an extension of trust. Did you know that 
most labs never get that kind of freedom? Normally, they're beholden 
to financiers and shareholders. U.A. was giving a once-in-a-lifetime 
opportunity." 


His hand gently reaches over and nudges her head to look at his. 
"You blew it." 


The unshed tears and pouting lip told him that she probably realized 
that already, but Heinz Doofenshmirtz is just... not very good at 


hammering a point home like this. "You've gone too far. You didn't 
think of why you were inventing and instead did it out of some other 
reason, it doesn't matter which at this point. And because of that, 
you've had your time and resources pulled away while in that lab. 
But frankly speaking, your actual lab safety procedures haven't 
improved either. Which means, of course, there's going to be some 
serious changes for how you work here, too. And I expect you to 
follow the spirit of the rules and not just the letter of them, because 
at this point I think it's fair to say that you've burned a lot of good 
will for more than just Doof-San." 


He didn't want to do it, honestly. Mei Hatsume is one of the smartest 
students Higari has ever had the pleasure of teaching in his class. 
However, there's a limit to his kindness and acceptance of disruptive 
or extreme behavior. Somehow getting the one man that Higari has 
almost never seen enraged to be so incensed that he barges into Nezu's 
office tells him that said limit has been inarguably reached. 


Apparently he demanded Nezu bar her from all lab access, too. But 
even Higari knows that's hell on earth for a Support Course student - 
she'd find another way to go to a lab and risk a lot more than 
necessary in the process. It's better she's able to work here, with 
reasonable restrictions in place. 


{Tuesday, May 17th, 23XX} 


--U.A-- 


Well, things are definitely all over the place! 


Not that that's a bad thing, you used to work with several projects 
being done semi-simultaneously. Not that you like it, because ugh it's 
way better to focus hard on one thing rather than be stretched all 
over the place, but you're also, yknow, adept at the whole 'multitask 
but bigger' schtick. 


Which is why, after the classes of yesterday, you spent some more 


time with Penny before taking her to her current apartment - which 
is right next to your apartment - then writing up a small thesis's 
worth of documents, both for your next big project and to help push 
along the whole 'science team' that's running the genome project for 
Nedzu the Mink. 


After that, you called to check up on Vanessa, then... called to check 
up on Charlene. It's-you don't get to judge yourself in hindsight, it's 
the right thing to do! 


Then you did your normal night stuff and went to bed. 


Which comes back around to now, after you've done your morning 
routine and planned out most of your day, bringing Penny along with 
you for the ride to show her what your usual routine looks like - not 
so she copies it! You've already warned her that your routine isn't 
exactly ordinary, but that it's also okay to have an abnormal routine. 
Is that a good thing? Eh, up to her to figure out, honestly. 


So! You start off with dropping off the documents at the lab for the 
poached I-Island scientists, then disappearing to the underground 
construction sites to prepare for the construction of Moonbase Alpha. 
Of course, Penny had questions, and who were you to not help 
nurture a young mind with knowledge about what you were doing 
and how you were doing it?! 


...Unfortunately, you lose track of time pretty quickly, and Principal 
Nedzu probably realized that you were a little too engrossed in the 
oxygen cycling systems. Hence why he sent you that perfectly timed 
email to get your butt into gear and rush back over to class just in 
time for the next two lessons! 


Oh and you also gave Compress a thumbs up to go for whatever plan 
he's got. 


--U.A-- 


[Atsuhiro Sako - Mr. Compress] 
Well, he's done his due diligence of getting permission. 


"Okay, we have all the paperwork done for a legal corporation, 
right?" 


"Yep!" 


"And we have the current finances available - through various means 
we will not talk about - to actually handle the strain of all of this?" 


Shuichi glances up, a pair of spectacles on his face and a calculator in 
hand. It prints out something that the heteromorph squints at. "...If 
we turn a profit in three months, yes." 


"We have a location, we have the capital, we have the researchers. 
All we need are the contacts and the contracts." 


Compress, knowing the next step of his own batshit plan, takes a 
deep breath and hopes the chaos of his 'employer' has rubbed off up 
the chain the same way it has down. 


Ring... 
"Hello! Am I a mouse, a bear, or a dog?" 


"You're Nezu, at the very least. Happy to have your number, sir, but 
I'm actually calling for a favor on behalf of one Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz." 


"Oh? And why would you need to call me and not him?" 


"Well, he's given me a bit of a carte blanche here and I need contacts 
to prepare Doofenshmirtz Hero Incorporated in full." 


Silence holds the other end for several seconds. 


"Doofenshmirtz Hero In-cor-porated~. Ah, Doof-San will love it. I'll help 
on one condition!" 


"And that is?" 


"Get a quartet to sing the name of the company as a jingle. Doof-San 
would be elated if you did, trust me!" 


"I swear I'll get the best quartet I can find to sing it for him." 


"Excellent! Send me a fax number and I'l get this sorted out right away. 
I'll even pay for some of it!" 


Here's hoping this was a good idea. 


Gathering all of the scientists on the BROKEN ECHO wasn't a difficult 
task, but explaining that they would be a part of an entirely legal 
company backed indirectly by the Principal of U.A. Highschool without 
actually having to work for the chimera(?) left quite a few surprised. 


Surprised... but not deterred. Which is definitely a good thing, 
because holy fuck Atsuhiro has no idea what he's doing here. 


He's basically running a company by the seat of his pants - or at least 
starting to - which means working through research categories and 
getting the various pieces in order for both operational hierarchy and 
handling bureaucratic red tape. Thank fuck for some of these more 
knowledgeable researchers on those fronts. 


"Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz is... to be frank, entirely unlike what I'd 
expected given initial introduction. He seemed to be more of a hands- 
on kind of person." 


Atsuhiro glanced at the old man, head balding from stress and age. 


"He normally is. However, he's entrusted the situation to me without 
a second thought. I don't exactly know why he's given me so much 
power, but..." 


The once-lead scientist of the robotics division laughs. "He's a 
scientist through and through. The paperwork alone would drive 
most to despair. How much worse do you think it is for those who 
feel like they have better things to do?" 


"...1 suppose you're right. Still, this isn't a small amount of 
responsibility." 


"Have you failed him?" 
It's... an oddly specific question. "I, well, I don't think so?" 


Ernest Jacques Loup laughs. "Then he trusts you to keep succeeding. 
Simple as that." 


Damn cryptic words is what that is! 


",,.I guess I'll try to reach those standards." 


"You probably already have." 


{Wednesday, May 18th, 23XX} 


--U.A-- 


"You want me to what?" 


Today was supposed to be another part of your weirdly effective 
cycle of 'sorta-babysit the G.I. that you're parenting in place of her 
mother via bringing her everywhere you go’. But then Nedzu the 
Mink called you up after your morning routine for something. Which, 
hey, he hasn't done that in a while! So you were thinking, oh hey 
what's it gonna be this time? What sorta project does he need whipped up 
in a short timeframe? 


Instead he does... this! 


His paws come together with a quiet pat. "Toga-San would like to talk 
to you, and as such I would like for you to go and see her for some 
time! Of course, I have cancelled your classes for today so you can 
spend as long as you need with her!" 


"But... wha, why me? I literally didn't know who this girl was until... 
you just told me!" 


Of course that's a complete lie, like wow. You're a terrible liar. 


But still, Nedzu the Mink just shrugs. "She saw your nose when you 
were passing by. It's how she identified you." 


",,.Huh? It's - it's not that big is it?" 
"No, it's quite normal given Quirks are a thing." 


"Oh, that's good! ...... Wait." 


..- — Voting closed — 29 voters 


Bring Penny? * 3/3 
—-No,that's-a-terrible-idea,even-youw_———————————* 24726- 
know that! 


You sigh, hand rubbing your neck. "Alright, fine, but I'm gonna need 
someone with Penny for now. Is Power Loader available?" 


Nedzu the Mink nods with a smile. "Of course. I'll be sure you and 
Toga-San are free to talk in complete privacy!" 


Another sigh, this one more dramatic. 
"You drive a real hard bargain sometimes, you know that?" 


"We all have our roles to play, Doof-San! I know you dislike this, but 
I believe that you'll be alright. Trust me, please?" 


",,.Fine! Fine, I'll trust you or whatever. She's in the nurse's office, 
right?" 


The nod he gives is enough of a reason for you to get out and get this 
over with. 


...To be honest, it's not that you have anything against the girl 
herself. Her situation was terrible, and she's not Drusselsteinian - she's 
not. It's just... similar. Very similar - Extremely similar. Is it really 
wrong for you to be bothered by that? 


Getting drunk off Blood was one of the biggest steps before Blood 
Addiction. Not exactly a pleasant way to go, and she was... well, 
stupidly out of it when you saw her that first time. Usually, that's 
when Drusselsteinians take care of the problem - if a person can't 
work or take care of themselves in a consistent fashion, they're no 
longer there as a person period. Incredibly depressing, yes, but kinda 
necessary given the whole, you know, people mutating into literal 
beasts? 


You haven't seen it in years, is the thing. And you would think that 
previous experiences would help make it easier to look at. Which, in 
most cases, it probably would! 


But Himiko is Vanessa's age. 


Most people, drunk on Blood, are at least in their late twenties or 
early thirties. Himiko is seventeen. That's a full decade under the 
average starting age! 


You didn't want to make a decision in that state of mind, so you let 
Compress deal with it. And he did! 


But now it's your problem again. And you're... well, you're a little 
afraid. 


Of course, Recovery Girl doesn't exactly give a darn about your fears 
and drags you in from in front of the doors over to Himiko's 
temporary 'lodgings' - a private hospital cot. 


And still, her eyes brighten when she sees you. "You're... the funny 
long-nose guy!" 


",..Funny? Not really sure how I'm funny, to be honest." 


Giggles escape her lips, cheeks slightly flush. "You made a silly face 


when we talked! Before I came here!" 
Oh. 


It's just... how she is? Or is it now a permanent thing when she 
drinks? 


Your lips flatten as you cover your mouth with a hand, using your 
other arm to pull back a seat for yourself. "You wanted to uh, talk to 
me, right?" 


"Mhm!" She nods, still smiling wide. 

"Okay... what about?" 

"Can I have some of your Blood?" 

If you didn't sit down, you probably would have fallen over. 
"No." 


She frowns. "Aww, why not? Yours smells really good!" Her nose 
twitches with it. "I'll be a good girl for you, I promise! I just wanna 
give it a taste-" 


"Nope, nuh uh, not happening!" You close your eyes and suck in a 
deep breath. "My blood's bad. Like, can kill you bad." 


"My Quirk takes care of any poisons or icky stuff, silly! It'll be fine! I 
just want a lick anyway, not much!" 


You wipe your face, leaning back in your chair. "Just... no. I literally 
can't do that. Anything else I can help you with?" 


Himiko just pouts, like a poor kicked dog. Jokes on her, the only 
person that can use puppydog eyes on you is Vanessa, and she'd 
NEVER do it! 


"Can I... earn it?" She licks her lips. 
"No." 


"Oh come ooooooon!" 


There's a twitch in your eye that you ignore. "No, and that's final. If 
you don't need anything else, I'm gonna be going. Going once! Going 
twice!" 


She pouts harder. "Please?" 
"Going three times! Aaaaand you're out! Okay, bye." 
You ignore her sputtering of surprise and walk right out of that place. 


Man, it's a good thing you went alone, otherwise you'd actually have 
to explain some things that you'd... well, you probably should have 
mentioned in your sorta-resume - does it count as a resume given you 
covered what you do orally? 


Eh, not your problem. 


To say Power Loader was surprised by you already being back for 
Penny, no less than twenty minutes later... yeah, it would be pretty 
fair to say he didn't expect your face in the labs so fast! 


And now that you had a day off? well, there's no real harm in using 
that time now is there? Not your fault Nedzu the Mink was so 
generous! "Say, Penny, you uh, you wanna go out and see the city?" 


She blinks at you, eyes wide. "Oh! That would be ab-so-lutely 
wonderful! When can we go?" 


You take a second to check the time. "In... five to ten minutes?" 
Penny outright giggles, and you mentally swap out the previous 
giggles for these. These are better - they're completely untainted by 


the weirdness of what happened. 


Oh and she also claps her hands. "That is most excellent! I am 
exploration ready!" 


"Alright, that's good. Lemme change my clothes into something less 
lab-y and you'll see some of the city." 


ee 


[Geten - Lieutenant of the Meta Liberation Army] 
",,.Glorious Leader." 


The conference room they always used seemed just a little bit 
brighter today. Even with the loss of Curious over a month ago, the 
decimation of Humarise was a huge step forward towards Liberation! 
What's more, Geten himself has been... happier. 


His cousin had a son. A lovely little boy with incredible power and an 
incredulous story. 


Re-Destro looked to him in surprise. "Yes, Geten?" 


"I... I have heard of a story most incredible, from a child from U.A. 
Highschool during the internships." 


He offered a small folder to the genius and leader before him, packed 
with papers and Geten's careful handwriting. 


Skeptic pales quickly. "What... G-Geten, I've never seen you put so 
much effort into stories. What could possibly have your-" 


Re-Destro gasps, and Skeptic shuts up immediately. 


"Where..." He swallows slowly, nervously. "Geten, if this is true... he 
is the key to certifying our Liberation." 


Black splotches grow and sputter out in rapid succession. "I thought 
so, Glorious Leader. Which is why I wished to ask if I could lead this 
excursion." 


".,.Pardon?" 


Geten bows, head striking the table. "Shoto Todoroki claims that 
Heinz Doofenshmirtz-" Unseen by the shocked table, Re-Destro 


flinches at the name, "-had struck down Endeavor singlehandedly. He 
further claims the... changes to his Quirk were done directly by the 
man. He saved my cousin's son from a hell. I want to speak to him for 
that reason alone. Please, he deserves thanks at the very least for 
what he's done. If he can strengthen my descendant through my own 
blood, then I will do the same. For his sake, and for my cousin!" 


Silence reigns for a few brief moments. 


"...] see that you feel rather strongly about this." Tears stream down 
his face slowly, looking at the growing bruise on Geten's forehead. 
Black flecks flicker with a greater intensity - a reaction rarely seen by 
them all. "Alright. I will not stop your attempt at diplomacy. 
However... keep him away from Deika. He is a genius of a man, and 
if he is not one with the cause, he cannot be allowed anywhere near 
here. Understood?" 


Geten's face slowly stretches into a joyful smile. "Thank you Glorious 
Leader! I will not let you down!" 


"I know. You are dismissed to prepare as you see fit. And please, don't 
hurt yourself with such disregard!" 


"I'm sorry, Glorious Leader! I will endeavor to never do it again." 
Geten leaves, all eyes following him. 


None seeing the panic in Re-Destro's eyes. 


[Penny Hatsume - Property of Hatsume Industries] 
The outside is very pretty! There is a lot of color and diversity! 


Dr. Doofenshmirtz first took her to a place called a ‘park’. There was 
grass, and trees, and bushes... it was very different from U.A. 
Highschool. The grass was longer by an average of 2.31 centimeters! 
The trees were not trimmed, but the chaotic patterns were new and 
interesting - she saved photos! 


And there were so many people! Yes, there were a lot of people at 


U.A. Highschool. But Penny didn't get to see most of them. Her 
schedule with Dr. Doofenshmirtz made it exceedingly difficult to do 
so, in fact! So a lot of her time out was just spent looking at people 
and seeing how different they all looked. 


Then he took her around the city to see what it all looked like from 
the ground view! 


...It was her first time ‘going out'. She hopes she can do it more. 


{Thursday, May 19th, 23XX} 


--U.A-- 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. Highschool] 
"Well, that's rather unexpected from Doof-San of all people." 


Recovery Girl nods. "It surprised me when I heard him deny her so 
harshly. But he also looked, if I had to say... cornered." 


He tried to check over the cameras, but there were minimal views on 
the private beds for legal reasons. "Cornered?" 


"He didn't want to be there, and he kept as far away as you 
reasonably could in that space." 


",,.How odd. And she still is requesting his presence?" 
"That's correct." 


A dilemma, to say the least, albeit one without a clear solution. 


"Perhaps after she's had more time, both being fed and going through 
proper therapy and psychological analysis, we will oblige that 
request. Two weeks has clearly been insufficient for her." 


",,.Why are we handling this case anyway?" 
Nezu, for a moment, frowns. 


"Because he brought her situation to me, albeit indirectly. Something 
about Himiko Toga bothers Doof-San greatly. I believe he wanted to 
entrust those he knows best with her care." 


And Nezu, curious as he is, can tell a sensitive subject when he sees 
it. 


"I can only do so much for so long, and you damn well know that!" 


He nods. "I'm aware. Please, bear with it for a little longer, for his 
sake if not for hers." 


"Fine." 


--U.A-- 


...Yknow? You kind of needed that time out. These past few days 
have been oddly rough. 


With that particular thought in mind, you do send the old guy (not 
the one you healed - oh wait you healed both of them - the 
YOUNGER old guy) a text to see if he would be around the 
flowershop-slash-house for you to visit tonight. You wanted to check 
in to see how they're settling down these past few weeks, and you 
wanted to make sure Eri was doing alright! 


Classes about Quirk Science have, at the very least, gone over pretty 
darn well! It's almost like focusing kids studying to use specific tools 
and having the necessary background information for said tools, 
which will then be used for the rest of their lives, makes them 
extremely passionate about it. Who knew? 


No, seriously, who knew? Because it's incredibly obvious, and if 
nobody is raising their hands at the question, you're going to be very, 
very disappointed in them. It's not hard to teach kids about things if 
you can get them interested in the content, for love's sake! There's so 


many ways to get their attention and keep their focus - all it takes is 
some serious effort on the teacher's part. 


Point is, the classes go well! And given nobody's come to your office 
and Penny's already headed off to her apartment for the day, which 
means for once you're alone and travelling right back out into the 
city to go and see... is the old guy a friend like the other old guy? Or 
is it more of an acquaintance thing? Hard to say. 


You keep that in mind when you actually make it to the flower shop - 
it's closed up for the day, but one of the guy's coworkers was there to 
open the door for you and let you right in. He even helped you get 
your coat off, how nice! 


Inside was just as well-kept as before, with the smell of greenery in 
the air. It's... a good smell, honestly. Flowers, that is. 


Probably one of the things you genuinely loved about home was all 
the fresh flowers in the wild. But eh, freshly grown and cut flowers 
are a close second - not like you have a big green thumb, after all! 
Just a small one. 


You slip out behind the counter and into the stairway blocked by a 
door - you still remembered your way around - climbed on up to the 
floor above. 


A familiar girl's head was facing the door before you even opened it. 
",,.Uncle Doof!" 


You crouch down so Eri can wrap her arms around your neck. "I've 
been working really hard since last time!" 


"Oh wow, really? That's great! How's it been working with flowers?" 
Your hand gently pats the small girl's back. 


"It's been so much fun! Grampa taught me to tie so many pretty 
knots!" 


A gasp escapes your lips. "Knots?! Oh, I suck at those. Can you show 
me some?" 


She pulls away with a glimmer in her eye. "Mhm! But after dinner - 
Grampa says 'no toys and no business at the table, so we respect the 
food!' - because some people don't have any." 


That's... "He's a very wise guy, honestly. Never disrespect good food!" 
That's something you can get behind, alright! 


Like clockwork, the old guy pokes his head out from the kitchen. "Ah, 
Doof-Sama. I'm glad you've made it!" 


You smile and nod. "It's great to see you too! How's business, is it 
booming?" 


He chuckles. "Well, it's certainly turning a profit. We're still growing a 
customer base, however - we'll be fine." 


"I'm sure you will! You're a smart guy and you got a great kid to help 
you run the place. Just don't overwork yourself, okay? You got 
someone counting on you!" 


You slowly stand up, coming over to the nearby dining table. "Do you 
need help setting up?" 


The old guy just sighs and shakes his head. "No thank you, Doof- 
Sama. I appreciate your help regardless. Please, you're a guest here." 


"Guest or no, I'm more than capable of helping out!" 
"Ah, but it's a matter of my honor, Doof-Sama." 


"...Huh. You got me there!" 


Dinner, ignoring all the pizzazz, was pretty basic. Well, basic 
compared to Lunch Rush, but that's kind of a moot point for 
comparison - the guy's a one-man chef army! He's also a high-rated 
chef you're pretty sure, so again the comparison doesn't really work. 


The meal's fulfilling and tasty though! 


Following said meal and the cleanup, though, you're dragged over by 


Eri for her to show you various knots she can tie and even a bow or 
two! 


...You may or may not come back to U.A. with ribbons over your 
fingers and a twitching urge to take them off. But come on, it was for 
a good cause! 


You're careful with taking them off, just as a neat little keepsake to 
leave on your dresser. Eri did try hard with it after all. It would be 
rude of you to ruin that! 


{Friday, May 20th, 23XX} 


Another day, another weird mix of things for you to do! Well, not a 
weird mix given that like 99% of it is from the whole series of events 
that makes up your life which can't exactly be called weird because 
you're not... you're not weird for the life you've lived, you're probably 
just above average in 'oddities'. Like, come on, there's all sorts of 
people dimension-hopping back home! You just did it on accident, 
does that make it weird? Scientific accidents resulting in superpowers 
were the norm sometime before the 2000s, even you remember that 
for how little you cared about politics at the time! 


Though you don't exactly care about politics now... does paying 
attention in order to spite someone else count as caring? Nah, you 
don't think so. 


ANYWAY, point is that you're not weird-wait, no, wrong point! 


THE ACTUAL POINT is that your schedule is full of things that, from 
a certain point of view, would be considered 'weird'. Which, fair 
enough! 


Morning routine, Penny, breakfast, class prep, first class, second class, 
early lunch, office hours, talk to Pe-student comes in? 


"Come in!" 


A bit of an unexpected face walks in. "Oh, Shoji-San! How 
unexpected, and I really do mean unexpected. How can I help you?" 


The six-armed student smiles behind the mask covering his face - you 
can tell - then glances at Penny and nods. She waves back, beaming. 
"Good afternoon, Sensei. I was wondering if you would know who I 
could talk to regarding some sound or light-dampening equipment 
that I could use for the eyes and ears I form on my body." 


"Hmm... Could you use it in front of me?" 


He nods and - "...Huh, and through that you're listening in... a cone 
in front of you?" 


Mezo nods. 


"Okay, gonna tell you right now that that's... well, pretty interesting. 
Given that you can use the ears and eyes where your hands are, and 
the fact that your can adjust the flaps between your arms and your 
arms themselves... can't you put your eyes and ears on other parts of 
your arms?" 


"I can, but the eyes and ears were less effective when placed there." 


You consider it. "Makes sense. Yeah, I can put something together for 
you - I'll have it ready by the end of today!" 


His masked smile widens. "Thank you, Sensei." 


"No problem. Make sure you hurry up and don't miss your lunch 
though!" 


Okay, schedule again! Morning routine, Penny, breakfast, class prep, 
first class, second class, early lunch, office hours, talk to Mezo, talk to 


Penny, end of school day, Moonbase Alpha progress check, dinner, 
night stuff! 


You spent the rest of your hours unbothered in your office, chatting 
up Penny about what you do and answering questions she struggled 
to answer herself. Good on her for asking, too! 


Though to be honest, the Moonbase progress was... well, pretty 
alright? 


Look, you've had smashing success after smashing success. But for 
some weird reason, the whole Moonbase Alpha idea, while great, has 
started out pretty mediocre. Not for a lack of trying by Chase or the 
other robots - they do good work, very productive little big guys! But 
it's... missing something, you think. Is it like how you were getting 
accustomed to Lunch Rush always cooking great stuff? Is this what it 
means to 'drown in success'? 


...Probably? How are you supposed to know?! This is a whole lineup 
of 'firsts' where the plans have worked from start to finish, and all of 
this has definitely been a drastic shift in your usual operations. Not 
bad, just... weird! Very weird. 


Where's Perry the Platypus when you need him? 


Elsewhere, in a home in Danville, a turquoise semi-aquatic egg-laying 
mammal of action sneezes in his sleep. 


Eh, doesn't matter. You can talk to him next time he pops up for a 
visit! He always seems to have some kind of useful answer at the very 
least, so it doesn't hurt to get at least one not-you opinion! 


You also need to eat dinner and sleep. Tomorrow... is a big day! 


{Saturday, May 21st, 23XX} 


--U.A-- 
[All for One. ] 


Fingers are cracked, keyboard's squarely in front of him, microphones 
are in ready positions, and the intro theme are all ready for today. 
There's also the call in phone and the small selection of topics to help 
keep his fellow speaker on topic. 


It's a damn good thing he didn't share any songs from 2015 onward. 
Otherwise All for One really wouldn't have had many options. 


Still! It was all ready and all he needed was one Heinz Doofenshmirtz 
to make his way over for their first podcast episode. Even if the idea 
was initially said in jest, he can't deny that being right under the 
noses of the Heroes won't be extraordinarily satisfying. 


Screwing the government over with a known voice on the radiowaves 
and internet is a huge bonus too, to say the least. 


Almost as if on cue, Infra-Vision catches the sudden appearance of 
the scientist, dusting off his coat before walking into the booth. "Hey, 
how are things?" 


"Quite well. Yourself, Doctor?" 


"Oh, well... it's been a bit of a roller coaster this week. But I've 
actually really looked forward to today! So much so that I actually 
made little something to get the ball rolling!" 


A small ball-shaped device is set on the table between them. 
"Introducing the Algorithm-Changer Inator! With the right inputs, I 
can hijack phones connected to cellular data and modify their social 
media feeds to whatever we want!" 


Gently, All for One reaches for the small thing, grabbing it with two 
fingers and a thumb. "And how do you turn it on?" 


"Oh, this is actually just a pylon for the Inator to connect to. The 
actual full-scale one is on the BROKEN ECHO!" Echo, echo, echo, 
cookies, echo! 


",,.I'm not even on the ship, how is my echo broken here too?!" 


All for One just shrugs. "I find it better to make note of an issue and 
move on. I've had weirder effects happen to me." 


"Yknow, fair. Okay, so how are we doing this?" 


"We'll start with a mic test. Following that, we're going to be 
dropping the recording on the internet with assistance from some of 
my contacts." 


The Doctor rubs his chin. "Huh... and what do I call you?" 


A good question, given 'All for One' isn't exactly a good name to spill 
outright. "Hitsuji Urufu." 


"Sheep Wolf?" 


"It works well enough for the content of the podcast, no? We're here 
to tear down views on Quirks and history through riveting 
discussions!" 


He barks out a laugh. "Hah, I guess you're right! So, what's the 
name?" 


The name... 


"Demon and Doctor: A History and Quirk Science Podcast. Interesting 
name, simple premise, and with some quiet nudges here and there, 
I'm sure it will garner attention from the mystique alone." Then 
there's the Doctor's own work in getting it on the air. 


"And you're the demon part of that? I uh, don't see it honestly. You're 
a great guy!" 


All for One can't stop the shuddering laugh that rises out of his lungs, 
leaning forward as a grin threatens to split his face. 


"You... you really flatter me sometimes, Doctor. Now, let's do that 
mic test." 


--U.A-- 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head | 


He would like to just focus on relaxing at home for one day. But no, 
despite having the school day over and the necessary coursework 
already graded, he's stuck getting a loud cockatoo of a man barreling 
at him in front of his students. 


"SHOU! Shou! Shou, Doof made a podcast with some guy!" 
Almost like clockwork, the hellions stop to pay attention. 
",,.Since when?" 


"Since five seconds ago! Here, watch the trailer with me!" 


A man in worn-out clothes comes up, shadowed by ruined buildings 
and staring across what looks like a battlefield. Opposite of him is a 
figure in a suit, all but a vicious grin hidden away. 


Between them, the worn man raises a gun and pulls back the 
hammer. 


The suit-wearing man grins wider. 


Time to make your move, the suited man mouths, It’s a sure shot, it's 
yours to lose. 


A sudden jump to a deserted town, a man with a lighter and an 


explosive watching a nervous Hero(?) in a poncho. 


Can you hear the countdown? 


Another scene, this one of someone running away from a growing 
shadow. 


Can you see the goal line? 


All of them are lined up, as if on a screen. 
Everything is lined up, waiting for you moment! 


Time Slows Down... 


The screens explode into a great bonfire, lighting up the dark room to 
show an Oni and a man in leather armor with a tricorn hat. 


You don't stop a bullet when it's set into motion, you don't stop a fire 
when you light an explosion! So then why do we fight it, already ignited-? 
counting down, down, down down... 


Again, a new scene. Scientists in a hospital surrounding a glowing 
baby. 


There's no putting lightning, back into a bottle, 


Another, a table with the various men raising their fingers in a very 
familiar L shape. 


Counting on a Dark Horse, pulling on the Throttle, 


The third, darkness with a single hand reaching towards the screen. 
Once you've made your mind up, you're never going back! 


Time Slows Down... 


The screens are pulled away from and again explode, lighting up the 
frozen scene of the two opposite of each other. 


You don't stop a bullet when it's set into motion, you don't stop a fire 
when you light an explosion! So then why do we fight it, already ignited-? 
counting down, down, down down... 


The two figures that sat opposite of one another are clearly arguing, 
various poses - some clearly over the top, others sedate and with the 
Oni wearing glasses. Then, that first scene comes back into view, 
showing the man firing his gun at the suited man. The music 
climbs... 


Then it shows, one after another, where each scene goes after the 
screens break. 


The bullet redirects and hits the worn man. 

The explosion levels the town. 

The shadow - a wave of water - sweeps the woman away. 
Panic consumes the mother and the hospital. 

The men at the table put on vests and military gear. 


The hand sparks with lightning and lunges out with a terrifying grin 
behind it. 


Behind it all, the English lyrics go from singing to near-shouting. 


You don't stop a bullet when it's set into motion! You don't stop a fire 
when you light an explosion! So, then why do we fight it? Already 
ignited-?! counting down, down, down down... 


He says the only thing he can really think of. "...What the fuck." 


EPISODE ONE. — Voting closed — 39 voters 


The Glowing Baby - At the * 25/32 
Beginning! [~2015-2035, 

Background History, Quirk Origin 

Theories, Growing tensions, and 

start of Quirk Wars] 


Neighborhood Helpers from the 
Past! [~2030-2090, Completely 
ignores the Quirk Wars in favor of 
focusing on the local level] 

[Not much. Focuses on the actual 
cause of the Quirk Wars, if they 
could be called 'Wars', and various 
tidbits of how Quirks changed 
during a time of great conflict] 


Without a moment's hesitation, Shota steps further away from the 
class of hellions, waving them off with a mumbled back to your seats. 
Then, on his own phone, he quickly searches up the podcast name in 
the trailer and already finds the first episode. 


"Welcome everyone, to the first episode of Demon and Doctor! I am your 
host, Hitsuji Urufu, and with me is one Doctor Heinz Doofenshmirtz!" 


"Happy to be here!" 


There's chuckles from the both of them. "Now, some context about 
Urufu-San here. He's... well, he's pretty old." 


"Born before 2040, and with a private collection to match!" 
Well, that explains some of the shit the mad scientist's managed. 


"Yeah, he's a bit of a hermit and recluse. Soooo after we got talking, he's 
got a great idea of ‘why not run a podcast' and while I hate things like 
daytime talkshows this is kind of a different situation and context. Also 
it's not mindless drivel about ‘Designer clothes' this or 'New fad' that - 
which is a huge leg up. Like, I get entertainment; that's why Jeopardy or 
Wheel of Fortune's a thing!" 


"I miss those, honestly. But Japan had some good alternatives to it before 
everything went to Hell." 


"Right! Not in America. Anywho, this podcast is gonna be about old 
history and Quirks. Evolution, how Quirks follow or seem to break 
scientific limitations, and more - all with me and this old guy!" 


There's a quiet snort. "What? I'm right!" 


"Most people wouldn't have the gall to say it to my face, though. It's nice 
to have someone so ballsy." 


"Hah! Well, what's our first point to chat about, eh?" 


"We're starting with something most people don't actually know about, 
which is the buildup to the events surrounding the Glowing Baby. 
Everyone who knows Quirk History knows about the commonly-told story 
of the Glowing Baby, but it's a lot more convoluted than just 'this baby 
glows, suddenly superpowers’. So, some preface." 


The man with a blatant longevity Quirk clears his throat. "In the year 
of 2012, several critical events start coming together in a series of events 
independent of one another. Vladimir Putin becomes the President of 
Russia, Barack H. Obama the President of the Fifty United States of 
America, the Tokyo Skytree - which is the multi-century predecessor to the 
Tokyo Sky Egg I'm sure some of you are familiar with due to the incidents 
revolving around it - was constructed, and a few other political pieces are 
being moved around. The following year, there's a major leak from the 


CIA-" 
"Oh, the Edward Snowden thing?" 


Someone snaps their fingers. "Bingo! That's right. Edward Snowden 
reveals that the United States government is committing mass surveillance 
on their own citizens, which causes a huge amount of civil unrest. There's 
also the legalization of gay marriage months later - good job - and 
chemical weapon attacks in the Syrian Civil War. Yes, Syria, if you know 
your Quirk Wars history you know why that's gonna be relevant some 
time in the future." 


"Honestly, it was terrifying when the Nazis used them. Geneva's still being 
upheld, obviously, but do people really know what the Geneva Convention 
was?" 


"Ehhh... sort of. That's an interesting topic to touch upon, but let's not for 
now. 2014 and 2015 are similarly signs of escalation from Russia 
annexing Crimea, China genociding the Islamic Uyghur ethnic groups, and 
wars being wars, until we get to 2016 where the United States officially 
does something pants-on-head stupid." 


".,.Oh no." 


"Oh yes! Donald J. Trump becomes the 45th President of the United States 
of America. Which, I swear, the story as to how that man pulled off 
something like that when he has as much politician in him as a chicken 
wing is a truly captivating one. However, it doesn't actually matter in this 
context so I'm going to skip it. What does matter are the growing 
humanitarian crises around the globe and the increasing conservatism and 
polarizing news media that complicates just about everything going on." 
He sucks in a breath. "Then COVID-19 happens between late 2019 and 
early 2020 - it matters the region you were living in at the time. Think the 
flu season but with a higher lethality and drastically higher infectivity. 
Shipping and manufacturing froze up and the world went on hold for 
nearly a year before there were any kind of vaccinations. It was bad." 


"Eugh. And I thought the Black Plague was bad." 


"That's one way to put it. Then in 2022, Russia attempts the invasion of 
an Independent country called Ukraine. And THIS is where we get the 


start of the end: The United States is infighting due to stupid people, the 
Middle East is either incredibly rich or fighting for food, Europe is ignoring 
all of this, Russia and China are being idiotic, and Japan is some distance 
away from the mess. Which, of course, is why about three years later, 
when the conflict has fully reversed against Russia and Ukraine is getting 
concessions, that the Glowing Baby appears." 


--U.A-- 


With Aizawa-Sensei busy, Momo was gently pressured into making a 
small speaker and connecting a phone to it. 


"Now, you have to seriously make note of the context at this point. 
COVID-19 as a virus was severe and the impact it had in the millions of 
dead. It did not mess around. It also, critically, started in China, the same 
place the Glowing Baby came from. There were arguments about whether 
or not China actually made COVID-19 as a deliberate pathogenic 
weapon, because there was plenty of evidence supporting both sides of that 
argument. The Glowing Baby switched just about everyone to one side of 
said argument, however, and led to China being blockaded for human 
experimentation. Again, not without cause given the literal Genocide and 
organ harvesting of the Uyghurs, but now with some _ incredibly 
unignorable evidence. So, the United States does the same thing it planned 
to do to Japan at the start of World War 2." 


Several students quietly gasp, the information completely new to 
them. 


"Cutting off access to the South China Sea, yeah." 


"Correct. For those unfamiliar, from 1939 to 1945, there was a second 
World War, following the first one that happened from 1914 to 1918. 
Planes and tanks were new inventions in these times - same with long- 
range telephones or the existence of televisions. Internet wasn't a thing - 
not until the late 60s. Anyway, World War Two included, among the 
many acting countries, the United States and Japan - each on opposing 
sides. Japan, knowing the United States would obviously manage a 
blockade for their trade routes, decided to pre-emptively attack and 
kamikaze strike Pearl Harbor - which was on Hawaii. China, in its infinite 


wisdom, decided to repeat what Japan did and kickstart a global conflict 
that started the Age of Chaos - this was before humanity realized Quirks 
had become a global phenomenon and assumed it solely came from the 
Chinese. Of course, given the circumstances, there were thousands of 
theories floating about when Quirks were actually realized. I think that'll 
be a fun midroll option." 


"What, talking conspiracy theories?" 
" Yep. " 


Sero nearly leaps from his seat. "Fun?! What the hell, this is - that's 
crazy! They're really talking about World Wars and people dying from 
disease all over the place like it's - like it's nothing!" 


"Tch." Bakugo shakes his head. "You fucking forget what Sensei did at 
the USJ? Fucker didn't flinch at his arm being torn into. Or what he 
said during the Sports Festival - he was gung ho about bloodsports. 
Come on, Elbows, you this goddamn stupid?" 


A few faces turn to look at him, visibly sick. 


"I ain't even saying he's wrong. Sensei's been through some Shit. Do 
you think any of this is gonna bother him when he had the balls to go 
onto live radio and basically signal a bunch of idiots into attacking I- 
Island? Come on!" 


Fuckin’ De-Izuku is quaking in his boots, but the goddamn wide-ass 
grin on his face tells Katsuki all he needs to know about the nerd's 
mood. "Oi, Izuku!" 


"Ah-! Y-y-yes, Kacchan?!" 
"What's your thoughts on this shit?" 
Almost everyone turns to Katsuki in shock. "What?!" 


Izuku, thank fuck, isn't like these stupid extr-classmates. Instead, he's 
goddamn running to the whiteboard. 


"The most common theories at the time were designer genetics gone 
terribly wrong or a sign from the Buddha himself." 


"But it's neither of those!" 


There's a beat of silence on the podcast, Izuku's rapid writing on the 
whiteboard in what looks like chicken scratch taking over as 
background noise. 


"Oh?" 


"Yeah. One of the points of research I did - one of the first things I was 
brought on board for, actually - was studying the Quirked Genome. Let me 
tell you, you guys are seriously different than people were in the 2000s!" 


The entire class looks about ready to keel the fuck over, and Katsuki's 
not afraid to admit he's with them. Since fucking WHEN?! 


"Okay, context, right, lemme take care of that. Human genetics, normally, 
are two strands of DNA interlocked into a singular dual-Helix format. 
That's Twenty-Three pairs of chromosomes and Three Billion, One- 
Hundred and Seventeen Million, Two-Hundred and_ Seventy-Five 
Thousand, and Five-Hundred and One base pairs. This doesn't include the 
affects of mutations, environmental or fetal circumstances, or any other 
influences the parents may influence a child with. Again, that’s for 
baseline human genetics. Quirked human genetics have 46 pairs of 
chromosomes, and we're jumping into the tens of trillions if not 
quadrillions for the sheer breadth of options now available to human 
biology. Normally, non-Quirked humans can have one to two extra or 
missing Chromosomes or pairs. But this is LITERALLY doubling up and 
getting a fundamentally different species! Every single human being in the 
modern era has this setup for the genome - it's why secondary mutations 
exist in the first place, they're tied to the second set of pairs - ergo, 
everyone has a Quirk by that logic. Nobody actually, you know, thought 
to check if human genetics changed so extremely. Not back then, and not 
now. Which is why I kinda figured out the Quirked Human Genome - 
because you guys tend to be particularly bad at thinking out simple 
problems!" 


"You solved the Quirked Human Genome... to one up people?" 


"Pretty much! It wasn't exactly a whole lot of work, but I'm also not the 
best guy I know for genetics and bio-engineering. I usually work more with 
Molecular Biology and Neurology." 


"...I forget youre a truly incredible man sometimes, Dr. Doofenshmirtz." 
"Aw, you'll make me blush!" 


The other guy belts out laughter as Izuku is full-on beyond muttering 
and into wild hand-gesturing while at near-speaking volume. 


He never speaks that loud when it comes to his fucking mutter 
sessions, and that's saying something goddamnit but Katsuki can't tell 
what beyond pissed. 


"Anyway, let's get back to the whole 'theory' thing. It isn't divine whatever, 
I can tell you that much! It might be designer genetics and the Glowing 
Baby was a glowing success - eh? Eh?!" 


"I take it all back, that joke was absolutely abysmal. Can I get a new 
doctor to co-host?" 


"HEY!" 


"I'm kidding! Next theories were similarly religious, which I think you'll 
also cross out, then aliens." 


" " 
"... You can't be serious." 


"You've never met one, so I think that's more because intergalactic 
problems are dimensionally-oriented. So let's put a tentative, I dunno, 
probably not?" 


"What the hell, no you don't! What do you mean Aliens are real?!" 
"I'm not saying they are, darnit! It's complicated!" 
"Heinz Doofenshmirtz, how in the heavens above and the earth below are 


quadrillion-plus genetic options easy and explaining the possibility of 
Aliens complicated?!" 


"Because teleportation and spatial manipulation can tear into spacetime 
and leads to things that are very clearly... Actually, no I can't talk about 
it. Or about that other one. Legal reasons." 


Bird-face slowly stands up from his desk. "I think I speak for all of us 
when I say, at this moment, what the fuck." 


A ring of nods show clear agreement to his declaration of what the 
fuck, Katsuki only giving a subtle tilt of his head before focusing on 
taking whatever notes he is trying take out of this shitshow. 


"...I'm not even going to ask. Multiple dimensions existing is a known 
factor, it makes sense that other lifeforms do exist. I'm going to assume it's 
a bad idea to try and reach out for those kinds of things - some Quirks 
seem to mess with those extra dimensions anyway." 


"Oh no, do not try to mess with upper dimensions. You can and will lose 
a limb. Or your mind! I've lost an arm to one of those. Not fun, let me tell 
you. Though... you know, now that we're on the Alien topic and we just 
finished on the religious one-" 


"Let me guess, you're going to say that multi-dimensional entities are akin 
to gods in their own right?" 


"Yep. Humans kind of search for meaning in life instead of forming their 
own. So they want a God and a religion to follow so there is one - beyond 
what they themselves choose to give it, of course. That's actually a big deal 
in Drusselstein-" 


"Let's come back to that later, because we're getting a little off track and 
actually analyzing extradimensional or multi-dimensional entities isn't 
exactly an easy thing to pull off over podcast." 


"True, but just - I'd say merge the religious and alien theory into 'Higher 
Dimension Interference’ and go from there." 


"A fair enough point to put a pin on. There's much to discuss regarding 
Quirks that work with those dimensions in mind in the future. Next, 
ghosts!" 


"Absolutely not! Ghosts leave so many problems when it comes to biology 
it's not even funny." 


Peppermint Ice raises his hand. "Is it weird I would rather the aliens 
over the ghosts?" 


"Todoroki, the fuck?" 


"Then there's the theories of coronal injection or extreme radiation 
mutations-" 


"How the heck would the unmatched power of a very hot ball in space 
equate to superpowers?!" 


There's a brief silence. "Very Carefully." 


"... You know what? I know that's bait - you're baiting me. So I'm going to 
be the bigger man and ignore it! Next theory!" 


"Magic. " 
"Magic doesn't follow scientific principles. Next!" 


"You don't get to say next after a bombshell like that - what do you mean 
magic doesn't follow scientific principles?" 


"It doesn't! It's extradimensional and completely ignores this reality's 
opinion on the matter. Also it's not remotely a good idea. Like, lose your 
head very literally kind of not a good idea." 


",,.S0 why can't Quirks be magic?" 


"Because they're genetic? Multi-dimensional energy sciences don't play 
nicely with long-term stable biology." 


"There's a few years of experience backing that isn't there." 
"Yep! Next!" 
"So they really are just skirting the fact that magic is real?!" 


"Yes, because it's obviously dangerous. What you should ask yourself 
is why he said it in the first place." 


"You're just... taking it at first value?" 

Peppermint Ice shrugs. "He fixed my Quirk. Genetically." 

Everyone starts shouting. Even Izuku. 

"Honestly, the rest are kind of boring. Wanna go back to the history bits?" 


"Sure. Though honestly, I'm still surprised nobody tried more creative with 
researching human genetics. Like, they literally had technology to read 
similar genomes thanks to studying literal chickens - their structure's 
design is fundamentally different and required a different setup to read 
and map. A human literally glowing when that it only existed in comics, 
completely out of the blue? It should've been a dead giveaway! Though at 
the same time, the fact war kind of started up right away also really 
messed with things." 


"War is a bit of an overstatement at this point, honestly. We're still in the 
setup phase of humans coming to terms with the fact that someone was 
born with a superpower and the fact the United States was starting to fight 
China and win with the help of a non-insignificant number of civilians. 
Which, about five years after that started, is when it really started to 
become a known ‘problem’. It became a political issue." 


"Urghhh, politics. People make way to many stupid decisions thanks to 
that." 


Katsuki can tell that most of the class has hit the point of numbness 
or are desperately trying to learn more about everything here. 


"Yes, yes they do. Sterilization camps were a thing in some areas. As were 
blacksite labs. Pretty nasty stuff, all things considered, all just before I was 
born. My Quirk wasn't obvious, of course, but it didn't make matters better 
when the war was hanging over our heads. Religious groups were claiming 
Rapture would be upon them, calling saying that through extreme self- 
reflection on themselves and the world they were granted powers. The 
children were merely blessed by whichever god they followed. Hence the 
name Meta Ability. Others thought if could manifest through physical or 
psychological suffering, and were, to some incredibly fucked extent, 
correct. Don't do that, those listening, or you'll die." 


"Honestly, is power really worth hurting that much? I don't think it is." 


"Youre the exception in the modern era, not the rule. Most people are 
desperate to prove themselves. Anyway, things are escalating and parents 
are hiding their children to keep them from being taken away. 
Comparisons to the Nazis and the Jews start propping up and fear festers 
into anger and revenge. Governments are bipolar and switching between 
two extremes, making no real progress and dividing the populace further. 
Japan, however, goes fully conservative and makes an effort to hunt down 
those with Meta Abilities. The politicians didn't consider that those with 
these abilities didn't want to die or suffer for something they were born 
with and forgot that people have started revolutions for less. Finally, 
2041 hits and the Quirk Wars finally kick off with Japan entering a 
bloody civil war... and that's where we end the episode." 


...Fuck, Katsuki is invested. 


[Nezu, Principal of U.A. Highschool] 


He stares out the window, the ending of podcast playing and a cigar 
finally in his hands and lit. 


"Well then! It seems I have made, as Present Mic may call it, a fucky 
wucky." 


Nezu takes a drag from the cigar, the nicotine doing wonders for his 
rising stress. 


There's a lot of damage control to do. 


And he's going to come out of this on the Goddamn top of the 
foodchain. 


Chapter 17: FINALS APPROACH! 


I made a Kofi on suggestion of my readers! https://ko-fi.com/ 
skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/ Vw2BD6 Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


HOW TO HANDLE MAY 23RD - JUNE 20TH? — Voting closed — 51 


voters 


Spread out the next four weeks * 20/23 

over four chapters - like usual. 

No, va ape kasd 

four in one. 
—Hybrid—two-sets—of-two—weeks,—+—_—_—_—_—\_—\—-*30735- 

something that squeezes together 

some bits and spreads out others. 


Okay! We're doing Hybrid. Now, lemme fill you all in. 


We're going to do two rounds of votes. First round will be everything 
that happens in the two weeks. Second round will be what's focused 
on - Things will keep moving forward and the calendar will start 
skipping days. 


The first Vote, following that, will be a Top Six for events over the 
course of the next two weeks. The second Vote will be the Top Two 
Three of said Six. 


I'll need a bit of time to set it all up, but there's a lot to be done and 
dusted. 


TOP SIX. — Voting closed — 41 voters 


(Himiko Toga Social) SHE KEEPS *4/8 
ASKING FOR YOU AND SHE 
WON'T STOP. 


pretty nice, spending time wit 
him last time. See if he's up to 
cooking with you again! 
the Radio! 
—Shota—Aizawa—Social—Okay,—_soe—£ —————————*6/7- 
things have gone... better? You're 
no longer hating each other in that 
weird way that started when you 
both met at least. And now he 
wants to talk to you? 
followed now, so.... that's nice? 
Parka came by, real big and fluffy 
hood and all. He wanted to ask 
about his relative (Shoto)! 
PREP) You, as the resident science 
teacher, have been requested to 
make a challenging 'game' for the 
Heroics Kids. [HIDE AND SEEK 
BIT] 
—EOVEDART— Social—_{SPEGHAE}H£_—!————\\—* 20724- 


You're being dragged in for a, uh, 

well you were told it's a big 

surprise. 

(Perry the Platypus Social) = st 9/24 
Honestly, you just miss him. 
to do here. Penny's still following 
you around more often than not 
but she really needs to get some 
independence! 


TOP THREE FOR WRITING FOCUS! — Voting closed — 44 voters 


(1-A+1-B Social, FINAL EXAM *% 23/28 
PREP) You, as the resident science 

teacher, have been requested to 

make a challenging 'game' for the 

Heroics Kids. [HIDE AND SEEK 

BIT] 

Honestly, you just miss him. 
—EOVEDART— Social) {SPEECIAEPMH_————————*227/25- 
You're being dragged in for a, uh, 

well you were told it's a big 

surprise. 
—(Penny—Sociah—Well,there's-atot_—_ #1 7/18- 
to do here. Penny's still following 

you around more often than not 

but she really needs to get some 

independence! 

Parka came by, real big and fluffy 

hood and all. He wanted to ask 

about his relative (Shoto)! 

the Radio! 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 100 
70 + 100 = 170 


Dice: 1d100+ 100 
61 + 100 = 161 


Dice: 1d100+ 100 
4 + 100 = 104 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+50 
75 + 50 = 125 


Dice: 1d100+50 
60 + 50 = 110 


Dice: 1d100+50 
50 + 50 = 100 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100 
69 = 69 


Dice: 1d100 
55 = 55 


Dice: 1d100 
80 = 80 


Dice: 1d100 
25 = 25 


Dice: 1d100 
11 = 11 


Dice: 3d100+ 25 
Options: Individual. 
62,88,62 + 25 = 87,113,87 


Geten: Doubles Crit. 


{Monday, May 23rd, 23XX - Four Weeks until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


For once, you're being called in before classes start. How fun! 


Wait, do you get promotions? How does that work? Like, sure, you 
teach. What's the career path in that sense? Because honestly, you're 
not exactly sure what position options there are for climbing the 
metaphorical ladder aside from maybe becoming the Principal... or 
getting tenure. But you haven't exactly been here long enough for 
tenure - even you know that - and you're definitely going to reject the 
position of Principal if offered. 


You like the whole scientist thing you got going on; it's something 
you've done for what, decades? Sure, there's more to it now, but that's 
muddying the whole waters... At least that metaphor makes sense. 
Nobody likes muddy water except for clay, which is a very specific 
niche! 


Anyway, where were you? Oh, right, positions and all that. Look, 
simple answer is that while yes teaching is stressful, it's not bad. It 
also has kept Monobrow and OWCA from interrupting his plans, 
which score~! 


So yeah, that's about it-oh there's the room he requested you in! 


...Oh, it's a conference room. And there's other teachers here. Oooh 
this is a staff meeting, not a one on one! You know, that's on you for 
assuming. There's a whole saying about that in English, but it's not 
really a nice thing to say. 


Why's it called a saying anyway? That's a verb, English, not a noun! 


Nezdu the Mink gestures you to a seat and you take it - there's 
already breakfast where he'd sit, aww how nice of him! You take 
your everything bagel and nibble away while he clears his throat. 


--U.A-- 


[Yuu Gozen - 2-A Student] 


There's a knock at her dorm room door, sometime around the 
evening. 


"one moment." 


Yuu's dorm flooring has been changed to help people hear her walk 
around... when she wants them to. 


When she reaches and opens the door, it's someone she hasn't talked 
to in a few months. "oh. hi, Doof-sensei." Her head slightly lolls to the 
side. "did something happen?" 


He raises his hands up, shaking his head. "Oh, no no, nothing like 
that. I was wondering if, well... how would you like some extra 
credit for your practical final? I'm looking for someone who knows 
how to hide and seek, and you're pretty good at what you do. At least 
that's what Aizawa-San says. Never know with that guy, you know?" 


A small smile crests her face. "i'd love to. is this a training exercise?" 


"Got it in one. It's for the current 1-A. I was asked to set up a training 
game for them, something like I'd given my Archnemesis Perry the 
Platypus - but they're a little, ehhhh, inexperienced for that kinda 
thing. So, gonna just do some advanced hide and seek. You know 
your classmates better than I do - I'm looking for seekers for the 
game, and aside from using advanced robots, I'd like some human 
options." 


Yuu nods. "White-san would enjoy it. maybe Nojima-san." 


"Oh, sweet. Do you mind talking with them about it? If they're 
interested, just come over to my office sometime tomorrow after 
classes - I got a lot to work out, so I'll be there 'till around Six PM." 


She can do that much for him. He's done plenty for her, as is. "i'll try 
my best, Doof-sensei. see you tomorrow." 


He smiles wide. "I'll see Yuu tomorrow, alright. Eh? Eh?" 
It takes a moment. "oh. hah." 


",, I'll get out of your hair." 


= Ue 


{Tuesday, May 24th, 23XX - 27 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


You're in the middle of finishing up the designs - based on Principle 
Nezdu's preferred aesthetics, unfortunately - when the doors to your 
office are knocked on. "Oh, just a second!" 


Penny's off doing her own thing in her apartment - probably for the 
best at this point, you don't exactly want her to see scary-looking 
robots and think it's 'normal'. Meaning that the only people knocking 
on your door should be... 


"Oh you guys came!" 


Olivia nods, eyes crinkled into a smile. "You did ask for stealthy 
seekers, and it is extra credit..." 


Kenji... he stares at you pretty intensely, but just nods. 


Huh. You know, something about that niggles the back of your head 
in an odd way... eh, it's probably nothing! "Come in, come in! Lemme 
give you all the details before we get started." 


"Now, the simple explanation." You gesture to the whiteboard. "First 
Year Heroics classes are gonna be going through some special final 
exams, I don't really know the details. What I do know, however, is 
that Principal Nezdu has asked me to run a game of Hide and Seek, 
but less like a game and more like what Perry the Platypus and I have 
done over the years - in other words, we're working with some 
serious stuff that I've only toned down in the name of student safety. 
And to help with that... I want all three of you to get a bit of a 
costume change - just to help with the whole 'predator' thing we're 
gonna have going on!" 


Olivia raises her hand. "Yes, White-San?" 
"How am I going to change my costume? It's... kind of my body." 


You wave it off. "Nah, that's easy! All you need is a good paintjob and 
some coloring dye and we'll have something to work with. Next 
question?" 


Yuu raises her hand. "will you provide suggested changes? and will 
we have a map?" 


"Oh, I'll do you one better: I'll make completely new costumes for you 
three, then I'll take you over to the grounds we'll be using and let you 
take all the time you want or need to look it over. How's that?" 


She gives you a thumbs up as Olivia nods. 


"And what about our equipment? What are we banned from 
bringing?" 


Your eyes meet Kenji's. "Well... nothing lethal, I think is pretty 
obvious. Capture and scare 'em. They lose if they're caught after all!" 


He stares for a few seconds longer, then nods slowly. 


After waiting a little bit longer for any questions, you clap your 
hands. "Okay! So, let's get started on costumes." 


--U.A-- 


{Friday, May 27th, 23XX - 24 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


[Katsuki Bakugo - 1-A Student] 


The fucking extras will not shut the fuck up. He's not supposed to call 
them extras, but he's going to until they either shut their goddamn 
mouths once the teach is out of the classroom - then they'd be called 
classmates - or until he actually remembers their fuckin' names. 


He ain't gonna admit he has issues with names. He's above that shit - 
it's up to them to be memorable! 


Shit though, when Aizawa-Sensei actually comes in they shut it. It's a 
damn relief. 


"Good morning. Aside from this being a free period, I have an 
announcement that today's schedule has been shifted around. In 
order to help prepare you for the practical finals, Doctor Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz has been requested to prepare a... physical field day of 
sorts in the place of all classes following Lunch. In addition, today 
you will not be having science class - it will be a free study period in 
order to help you all plan and prepare for the written portion of the 
final in the coming weeks. Any questions?" 


Half of 'em shoot their hands up right away. "Ashido-San?" 
"Can we ask about the podcast now?!" 
"No." She wilts. "Tokoyami-San?" 


"Doof-Sensei, for all of his talents, is not exactly one of the light - that 
is to say, he is not licensed as a Hero. Is he qualified to assist with 
our training?" 


"Are Villains licensed to be dangerous powerhouses? Doofenshmirtz 
may not be a Hero, Tokoyami-San, but he is still a knowledgeable 
source when it comes to how Villains build truly lethal bases of 
operation. ...Perhaps one of the most experienced people I've ever 
met, in fact." 


Katsuki doesn't miss the slight shiver that goes through the man. The 


fuck. 


Nobody else seems to fucking notice it - except maybe Peppermint 
Ice. "Uraraka-San." 


"Um... Is Doof-Sensei an ex-Villain? You're making it sound like he 
is." 

"..." Aizawa-Sensei looks over the entire class, brow furrowed. "The 
honest answer is that only the Principal knows Doofenshmirtz's past. 
He has deigned to not answer any details, and much of what we've 
figured out has been all over the place. So let me give you all a bit of 
an assignment of my own. Jf you can prove his origins and prior 
occupation, you will automatically pass the Practical Exam. That isn't 
going to be as easy as you think, however - nobody has gotten an 
answer from him, and you can't ask him directly - that would be 
considered cheating. Also note that none of the other staff know the 
answer, either - if we did, we would have shared the information 
amongst ourselves by now." 


Several eyes meet between classmates. Katsuki ignores them. 
"Bakugo-San." 
"What's the exercise that he's cooking up?" 


Aizawa-Sensei's mouth morphs into a small smirk. "...A variation of 
the game manhunt." 


Oh fuck yeah. 


Oh fuck no. 


"What the hell do you mean none of us are gonna be hunting?!" 


Doof-Sensei's feral grin meets him. "Short answer? You're all 
practicing for the Practical Exam, and most of the time you practice 
fighting plenty! Knowing how to run and sneak around is just as 
important in enemy territory or emergencies however - even I know 
that. Like, come on, powerhouse or no, knowing how to sneak around 
is pretty important to breaking into a base with sensitive stuff! That's 
why not only will all of you be sneaking around Ground Beta, all of 
you will also be aiming to complete specific tasks in a building full of 
highly damage-resistant enemies!" 


Katsuki clicks his tongue, but he knows better than to bitch at this 
point - rules are goddamn rules, and he's going to kick ass regardless. 


"Along with the robots, there will be some live opponents that will 
also be sneaking to hunt you all down - trust me when I say you're 
gonna be in for a wild time! Now, it's time to make some teams! A 
One, A Two, A One-Two-Three-Four!" 


One of the screens flick on to show all forty students of both the 
stupid classes, changing constantly and slowing down. The damn 
randomizer clearly. 


Katsuki feels his blood pressure rise when he sees his team names - he 
has no idea who the hell two of these clowns are. He knows Ochaco 
Uraraka - she put in some fuckin’ effort in the Sports Festival. 


"Alright, let's start with teams one through four! Each of you will be 
in different sections - all in Ground Beta. You'll know what to do 
pretty quick after a small crash course. Everyone else, observation! 
Find your team and talk it out!" 


Aizawa-Sensei is sitting in a corner with All Might, both of them 
watching the screens with interest and clearly ignoring everyone else. 
Katsuki, after a moment of swallowing his entirely valid pride, walks 
up to Aizawa-Sensei to ask who the hell the other two are. 


A quiet look of the hobo's judgement is ignored as he points out that 
his other two teammates are frogger girl from his class and chubby 
kid from 1-B - which means someone who hasn't proved themselves 


and someone not even on his damn radar are on his team. Fan-fuckin' 
tastic. 


The other teams clumping together and heading to the grounds are 
easier to spot now, though. Animal guy is with a bunch of 1-B kids, 
Same with Birdbrain. Frenchman and Tailboy are together with two 
of 'em. 


"Alright, Agents!" Doof-Sensei claps his hands, getting the four teams' 
attention. "Mission is as follows: several buildings are holding 
sensitive data in office spaces occupied by violent opposing forces. 
Your job is to sneak in, find one of the buildings held by the EEEEVIL 
OWCA organization - with logos and symbols, possibly modified but 
very close to the ones seen behind me - locate a space in the building 
that would hold important information, extract it by either taking 
physical files or sticking one of these USBs into the computer there if 
there is one, then returning back to here without anyone chasing you 
down. If you're found but not caught inside before getting the file, 
you'll have to escape and find another building. If you're caught after 
getting it, you get an extra chance. If you're followed back here, you 
lose outright. Questions?" 


Six different hands shoot up. "Kendo-San!" 
"What kind of forces are we up against?" 
"Unknown. Tetsutetsu-San!" 

"Can we get punchin' after we get the stuff?" 


",,.Let me put it like this: you're not gonna be able to beat what I've 
set up. Trust me. You can try, but if you lose and your team wins 
without you then that's kind of on you!" 


" Oh " 
"Shoda-San!" 
"Do we have to worry about civilians?" 


"Nope! Ojiro-San!" 


"Is this graded?" 


"Eh... not officially. But, I do have surprises for the team that succeeds 
with all members." The other two hands drop down. 


"Alright, off you all go! You got forty-five minutes!" 


--U.A-- 


You step back when the kids go in to start figuring things out - you're 
being pretty darn vague with information, yeah, but that's kind of par 
for the course for a lot of OWCA Agents - at least, that's what Perry 
the Platypus told you after you got to know each other in an 
Archnemesis sort of way. 


Oh, there he is now! One of the top-corner monitors, you can see him 
watching from high above with a pair of binoculars. Oh boy that's 
gonna be fun to watch from the outside. 


",,.S0, are we all gonna just watch?" 


You turn and look at Hitoshi. "And listen. I even hooked up the 
speakers so we can listen to all of their comms!" 


On cue, all four teams pop up on the cameras - some slipping into the 
alleyways and one staying squarely on the street. Poor Team Two - 
Koji, come on, you really need to speak up if something's the matter! 


Team One's talking in one of the alleyways right next to the entrance 
- bad idea if anyone's watching, which you're pretty sure there's two 
of the non-machine seekers watching them. Team Three's gone into 
the sewers directly from an alleyway, which is probably the smartest 
thing to do. Team Four separates from the other three teams entirely 
before hiding away, which is a close second but still above ground. 
Anyone with enough experience hijacking security systems would 
know where they are! 


"What the hell is Kan teaching these kids? Team Two is just out in the 


open." 


You turn and shrug at Aizawa. "Beats me. I'm just here to run the 
predators." 


"Uh, don't you mean seekers, Doof-Sensei?" 


1 


You grin, not even looking back at the students. "Nope.' 


The cameras adjust to follow the teams. 


Team One, with Aoyama-San, Honenuki-San, Kaibara-San, and Ojiro- 
San, heads off towards the nearest building through entering from an 
alleyway window. One of the living seekers moves to follow - that 
one's Olivia. The screen changes to show an empty room, a single 
gang sign written into one of the concrete pillars. Not one that 
matches what they're looking for - but they still all enter the building 
and start moving up the floors. Smart move! 


Team Two, with Tetsutetsu-San, Tsuburaba-San, Koda-San, and 
Kendo-San, is finally attempting stealth! Except that they're kind of 
terrible at it. They'll take themselves out at this rate. 


Team Three, with Komori-San, Tokoyami-San, Shishida-San, and 
Kamakiri-San, finally pops back up somewhere closer to the middle of 
the fake city - clearly, they're thinking about the idea of the word 
‘organization’ here a little seriously! But they've also made the 
mistake of assuming that a place like that would be, yknow, safe to 
try stealth in. The deeper you go into the concrete jungle, the more 
likely you are to get lost in it. 


Team Four, with Shoda-San, Bakugo-San, Asui-San, and Uraraka-San, 
have started rapid-scaling a building! That's... honestly, nobody ever 
looks up. You personally are well aware of this. As such: you 
approve! 


There's a flicker on the camera watching Team Three - then Kamakiri 
is gagged and dragged out of frame. 


"What the-?!" "WOAH-" "Who-?" "By the Mother Mary!" 
"Quiet, please!" 


The two dozen kids now watch with wide eyes, realizing that yes this 
will be serious. 


Oh, Team Three's just realized Kamakiri-San's been taken out of play. 
Let's see what they do about it! 


[Kenji Nojima - 2-A Student] 


He watched in absolute silence, stalking around the 1-A students as 
they began to panic over their missing teammate. Panic over 
struggling in a game. 


Stupid and loud. 


They won't find him - he was dragged back with use of a grappling 
hook and some distance, so all they would have heard was a slight 
echo - something easy to miss when they're trudging through the 
'sewer' water. And unlike them, Kenji could see just fine in the dark 
given his eyes. Though it's been... easier to see and hear, these past 
few months. A revelation of sorts. 


The girl with the mushroom outfit was the worst off - she was visibly 
fretting, looking to and fro in the dark. Unlucky for her, even if she 
could see in the dark, Kenji's Quirk hid him regardless. 


The one with the beastly mutation was going to be troublesome, but 
that's what making noise is for. Or collapsing parts of the sewer to get 
the attention of the machines above. 


The one with the bird head would be the riskiest though - something 
about him and his Quirk is setting Kenji's internal alarm off and not 
in a good way, which means getting him off balance and leaving him 
to ruin himself. 


He makes his choice and keeps to the stone, approaching the girl 
who's silently panicking and... 


In one moment, he's standing behind her, right by her team. In 
another, she's kicking and mutely screaming in the air, dragged away 
from her team and probably going to need a therapist. But really, 
there's always worse! 


You could always find out a little too much about how the world 
works. 


"Shh..." Kenji leans in, strands of hair tickling her petrified face. 
"You've lost and they're not gonna find you any time soon." 


She passes out in his arms. 


Ah well, at least she accepted her loss instead of having to be 
knocked out. The wonders of being given knockout drugs thanks to 
his Sensei, who opened his eyes to things. 


--U.A-- 


[Aizawa Shota - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head | 
"What the fuck." 


Heinz goddamn Doofenshmirtz shrugs. "He's actually doing pretty 
well! I remember him having some big-time issues with keeping focus 
when he was with me. Did he get medicated finally?" 


"...If by being medicated you mean learning how to scare his kohais 
shitless then no. What the hell is in that kit?" 


"Oh, you know, the usual stuff. Binding ropes, chloroform, some 
explosives to destabilize the tunnels. Completely usual gear for these 
kinds of ops!" 


Shota feels his heart stop. That, or his blood just took a momentary 
traffic jam as his brain processed that absolutely insane statement. 


"Does he have literally any license to use those?" 


"Uh... yeah? I may not care about laws like you guys do, but I'm not 
gonna give a minor explosives without them being legally licensed for 
it!" 


He's going to ignore the freaking out students behind him and focus 
instead on the other teams, because Team Three is getting several 
kinds of sessions with Hound Dog and at least one Judging Look from 
Shota. 


Yuu Gozen's following Team One on street level and hasn't been 
noticed - she's clearly fucking with them here. 


Olivia White is following Team Two, who's taken to the rooftops for a 
sight advantage while missing the four-legged mechanical animal 
that's stalking them from a different rooftop. 


The Platypus is following Team Four, who've managed to successfully 
find a building to sneak in - good work on their part, in truth. The 
plan they're making is... very all over the place, though. At least 
Bakugo is trying. 


[Katsuki Bakugo - 1-A Student] 
"Alright, let's do this plain and simple. Froggy-" 
"Froppy, kero." 


Katsuki grits his teeth. "Froppy and Mines. You're going inside. I'm 
gonna be distraction and Uravity will play getaway for you two. Send 
in through the comms when you're done and I'll get started. Got it?" 


Ochaco grins. "Got it!" 
"...Got it." 


"Got it." 


"Get fuckin' moving then, you two. 'Ravity, move your ass to the 
emergency stairs. I'll keep watch up here." 


Katsuki, knowing exactly what he has to do, gently cups the 
doorknob on the roof access and slowly but surely burns through the 
shitty plastic with constant small explosions. Then, with a firm grip, 
he pulls the whole smoldering knob off and grabs the metal bar 
keeping the door locked, sliding it aside with a click. 


Froppy and Mines move their asses down as quiet as they goddamn 
can be, leaving Katsuki alone on the roof. 


First thing he does is use his Quirk to heat and weld the door to the 
wall, making it impossible for it to be broken down quietly - he'll 
have to privately thank the damn pitch-black shadow twink for 
giving him the idea after the whole popcorn thing. Then, he slags the 
small hole where the doorknob was with the remains of said knob, 
sealing it back up like before. 


Finally, he turns back around and keeps fucking watch. 


A few seconds pass before he sees a hang-glider fly right by in the air 
- then twist around to give Katsuki a damn good show of the fucker 
that's using it - before the damn cyan animal guy lets go of the glider 
as it sails directly at Katsuki. 


If he doesn't grab it, it'll make too much noise, fuck. He leaps up and 
grabs the thing, nearly sailing off the building too, and just like that 
the stupid fucking guy is gone. "We have a problem." 


Ochaco instantly fucking responds, thank fuck she's competent. 
"What's going on?" 


"Doof-Sensei's animal friend just dive-bombed me. He's either gonna 
fight one of you or try and steal this shit himself-fuck. He's absolutely 
gonna do that - fucker's too small to fight on his own. Watch out for 
airvents and stay close to each other." 


A quiet kero and two single taps of yes is all he hears on the other end 
- they're also fucking smart about staying shut the fuck up, which 


raises his respect for Froppy and Mines slightly. 


"I'm gonna hop down and start the distraction early. Get your asses in 
gear when you feel the ground shaking." 


NOTICE! 


This was something I covered on the Discord (link is at the top of 
every chapter), but I am currently working on the first half of my 
capstone project for both of my engineering Bachelors. It's been a 
massive undertaking and a time sink that makes it exceedingly 
difficult to write. It might be a lot longer than I'd like for my next 
LIVE, but please understand that I literally do not have the time to do 
it. 


I intend to try for the 31st or the day after, as that's right after one of 
our major deadlines. 


-Ski 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


There's little reason for him to wait - outside of teaching the students 
- so he waits a moment before moving forwards. 


It's not a unique mission, at the very least. Data retrieval was a 
regular Wednesday - sometimes it was even one of the games at the 
monthly employee meets. And unlike most of the students, he had 
actual experience guiding him here. 


Which is why he knew exactly what and where the target data would 
be, even as the students searched for the target around the building. 
Not that he didn't keep track of the two searching for him; one of 
them was on high alert while the other snuck around to another spot, 


the two tag-teaming to move forward as the various robots patrolled. 


The designs certainly made him think little of Heinz - the aesthetic 
was too sleek and threatening for it to be something he personally 
designed - so it wouldn't be a stretch to assume either Nezu or Chase 
was involved in that particular decision. Chase had never shown a 
propensity for sleek designs like this, even with what little Agent P 
has seen, so the likely result is that his fellow animal did this. 


It was far from the only design on display, but it was the one that best 
reinforced the Agent's point. There were smaller and less obvious 
machines prowling around in their own ways primarily, some of 


which merely hiding as existing appliances until activated from an 
alarm, but those mostly retained a semblance of Heinz's personal 
style of robot. Which is to say, geometrically-shaped and oddly 
durable. 


Still, the students had yet to see that one, as it stayed on the floor 
housing the data. The one which Agent P completely slipped past and 
into the appropriate room, plugging a USB into the desktop and 
prepping the window for his escape route. 


That's about when one of the distant sections of road exploded and 
collapsed. Followed by several other explosions, probably from the 
sewer- 


Oh, right, sewers have explosive gas. 


Agent P trusts Heinz not to endanger children in a setting like this, 
but just in case he taps his communicator. 


"Nope, they're good. Planned demolition!" 


He would sigh if he wasn't technically on camera - the students 
would have to learn how he did this, after all. Instead, all he did was 
confirm the information was done being copied over before doing 
what any sane agent would do in his position. 


Namely, unplugging the desktop, ripping out the hard drive, and 
throwing the whole thing out the window before taking the vents as a 
form of misdirection. 


--U.A-- 


"Huh." You tap your chin, watching your Archnemesis defenestrate 
the full desktop and monitor combo out of the window of a 
skyscraper. "You know, I forget that he's able to do stuff like that 
without breaking a sweat." 


Some of the students are paying particularly close attention to what 


he's doing, which is great! It means they at least better understand 
how to get around things like that - or how to use it themselves. 
Honestly, just knowing your way around a ventilation system works 
wonders for sneaking around - you'd know, you deal with someone 
who does that for a living! Or... like, half a living? A third? Quarter, 
a quarter of a living! 


You get it, basically. 


Aizawa-San and Kan-San are a little less understanding, but eh, Yagi- 
San gets it! 


",..Your friend is very impressive, Dr. Doofenshmirtz." 


A wide smile crosses your face. "Yeah, he really is, isn't he?" The best 
Archnemesis you could've asked for. 


"Um... Doof-Sensei?" 


Your eyes snap to Izuku, the nervous kid wilting for a moment. "Yes 
Midoriya-San?" 


"How did you two meet? You and... Perry?" 


"Perry the Platypus? Oh, well long story short he broke into my lab 
and we talked it out for a bit, then there was the business card he gave 
me and-look, that first meetup was a little all over the place, not 
gonna lie. Really, you'd get a clearer answer from him than me." You 
blink. "Oh, wait, you don't speak Platypus. That's, uh... huh." 


"H-he... broke in?!" 


You shrug. "Eh, he got better about the property damage over the 
years. But hey, so did I! At least, technically." 


Hitoshi raises an eyebrow. "So he's a Hero or something?" 


"No no no, he's not a Hero. Not a Hero! That's a can of worms that 
neither of us are interested in." 


"So why the break-ins?" Denki scratches his forehead. "It doesn't 
really make much sense, you know." 


You just shrug. "Eh, it was a shock at first but it's more or less a game 
we play now. He comes after me, falls into a trap, I exposition to him 
about something from the past and what I'm planning to do because 
of it, he breaks out, we fight, one of us wins, we go our separate 
ways. Pretty simple formula at this point. I can even pencil it down 
on my arm, look I can do it right now!" 


Aizawa-Sensei grabs your hand before you can mark your synthskin 
with pen ink. "Let's not right now. They're here to learn about stealth, 
after all." 


"Oh! Right. Well, you kids heard Aizawa-San!" 


You look back at the screen just in time to see Tetsutetsu barreling 
down a hallway with a folder, one of the high-end predator bots right 
on his tail. 


[Tetsutetsu Tetsutetsu - 1-B Student] 


"THIS IS SO NOT MANLY!" He ran like a bat out of hell, the terrifying 
six-armed metal alien thing chasing him without making a single 
sound. The only reason he knows it's still after him is the air whistling 
as it follows and comes closer and closer and he's going to die here- 


One of the doors he passes through slams behind him, Itsuka's 
enlarged hand buying him moments as the two of them sprint together 
- because like hell is he stopping when he knows that thing shrugged 
off his steel-coated arms (why didn't he listen to the prof when the 
guy made it super clear it wouldn't work?! He wanted to be manly 
damnit!) - before reaching the stairwell in the building. 


She snaps a look his way. "Jump down?" 


He nods, clutching the folder close to one of his pits and leaping over 
the rail with the other arm, falling two stories at a time and using his 
durability to tank the landing and keep moving. Itsuka took it only a 
little slower, dropping from the safety rails like they're a bunch of 
monkey bars. Seconds later, both of them reached the ground floor. 
Of course, they kept damn running. 


"Where the hell are Anima and Tsuburaba?!" 
"They should be-" 
A shout comes over the comms and Tetsutetsu's gut goes cold. "Shit!" 


He nearly turns to run after them, but Itsuka grabs his arm. "We can't, 
we don't have time to go save them. Otherwise we all lose!" 


"But that's not what a Hero-" 


Red lights are all he sees before he shoves Itsuka out of the way, 
turning to steel in time for the swords to screech against his arm 
instead of cut in any way. He throws the folder. "GO! I'll save them!" 


He watches her face harden in real time before she runs off, leaving 
him to tie down the robot he can't hurt. 


Shit. 


--U.A-- 


[Olivia White - 2-A Student] 
"Done." 
Olivia blinks as she hears it over the comms. "Already, Nojima-San?" 
"Mhm." 
Yuu quietly huffs. "I wanted to be first." 
"Well, you can get second? Just be quick or one of us can take it!" 
"Grergrgrgr." 
"That's true." 


Olivia blinks. "You understood that? No offense, Perry." 


"Ves, " 


...He doesn't talk as much anymore. Maybe it's just something to do 
with his medication? 


"I will be unavailable shortly." 
"Good luck, Yuu." 
"Luck is unnecessary." 


The line goes silent, and Olivia turns to stare at the tied-up students 
at her feet. 


[Katsuki Bakugo - 1-A Student] 


The computer being chucked out the window told Katsuki all he 
needed to know. "Evac, now! The fuckin' animal got the data already - 
we either need to find him or we gotta go hit somewhere else before 
he finds us!" 


"Is that what the noise was? Shoot." 


He doesn't wait, shooting into the air to search from above. It's 
probably the only reason he catches the fucker using a jetpack and 
flying up and away. 


"I'm hunting his ass! You three go to the next closest option and work 
on it while I keep him busy!" 


Any further reply is inaudible over the sound of explosions. 


--U.A-- 


[Yuu Gozen - 2-A Student] 


The one with a tail is taken down first, knocked out behind the team 


without them hearing a sound, hidden in one of the rooms in the 
office. 


She trips the alarm on purpose by leaving him there. 


The one with the big teeth goes second, silenced while the targets run 
from their objective. 


They notice by then. 


The one with the shining belt goes third, scream cut short as she 
descends with her Quirk. 


The last one just starts running. 


They don't get very far. 


--U.A-- 


You're honestly proud with how well Yuu grew into herself; she's no 
longer so shy or struggling with her takedowns! Sure, that wasn't 
what you taught her, but you sure as heck helped with the Support 
Gear! And the moral support, don't forget the moral support~! 


Of course, she is a little bit spooky to the students - but is that really 
her fault? Come on, they have Aizawa-San as a teacher and he looks 
even scarier than she does! Or what, is homelessness not something 
they're worried about? Finances are some really scary stuff. It's one of 
the many reasons you loved - and still love - Charlene: she knows her 
finances. And honestly? You can appreciate that, like a lot. No 
seriously, it's a huge upside! Do you have any idea how stressful Tax 
Day is? It sucks! 


You get stuck with so much paperwork and guessing how much you 
owe the IRS, then if you don't give them enough they fine you and 
ask for more! Well Mr. Wiseguy, if you know exactly what you're 
owed, why don't you just tell us that?! We'll pay if we know how much 
we have to, and clearly you didn't drop the ball there. What, do you 
need more taxes or something? Take it from the rich, they have 
plenty of money to spare? 


...Ah, that'd be a good Inator. The ANTI-TAX LOOPHOLE INATOR! 
Though that might actually be problematic. The IRS doesn't like it 
when anyone steps on their toes, and rewriting existing law with the 
shot of an Inator is, technically, doing a lot more than that! 


You'll ask Perry the Platypus for his scale of 'sure' to 'no'. 
Yagi-San just looks at Aizawa-San. "...You taught them well." 


"T can't take all the credit here. Doofenshmirtz-San is the reason 
they're as good as they are, as much as I hate to say it." 


Eh?! "Oh, that's not true! You're the reason they're doing so well! 
They just needed a bit of an extra push, you know?" 


"...No, I didn't." 


You watch as your Archnemesis flies through the air, dodging the 
frantic assault by Bakugo-San with quick swerves and drops. He even 
used two different buildings to try and lose the kid's tail, but nope, it 
just didn't work out. 


Honestly, you're really impressed. Keeping up with Perry the Platypus 
like that is super tough for you, and Bakugo-San's just doing it with 
exploding palms! But, ah, they're gonna be rubbed raw by all those 
impacts, aren't they? Like, sure, you get that this is meant to be a 
practical test of evasion and intelligence capturing, but this is 
kinda... well, it's a bit overkill, you know. There's gotta be an easier 
way for the kid to use explosive sweat to fly, right? 


...Hm. But then that'd require an inator or engine of some kind, 
wouldn't it. And that's asking for things to get messy. He's clearly 


pulling these crazy moves off with a lot of stress on his arms and gut, 
and making something to help with that would probably just be seen 
as a crutch or a very, very explosive point of failure. You're a mad 
scientist, not a miracle worker! 


It'd be a great alternative for gasoline though - it's clearly got more 
explosive oomph to it, which means it can fuel a car or something. 
But a car's pretty big and not the most maneuverable thing. Bakugo- 
San also doesn't really seem like the type to drive in a car, if he'd 
have a choice. 


A motorbike, maybe? He looks like he'd fit the bill as a biker. He'd 
just need to have some way to get fuel into the gas tank - probably 
doable on the handlebars. What about- 


--U.A-- 


[Ochako Uraraka - 1-A Student] 


She ran through the halls, caution tossed to the wind as the team 
scrambled to get the intelligence in time. 


It wasn't the safest move, she's well aware, but they're down a 
member due to Bakugo keeping Sensei's friend Perry busy from 
stealing what they need to steal in the first place - he's doing a good 
job but they really need to pull this off! Everyone else probably 
already succeeded! 


"Progress Report, fuckers!" 

"Kero. Locating the file now." 

"Ditto on that!" 

"I'm causing a mess on the lower floors to keep most of the robots away." 


After a moment, Bakugo clicks his tongue. "Tch. I can't do this for 
much longer. Hurry it the fuck up!" 


"Wait. Uravity, I think I found it. Floor Thirteen, Room Thirty-Seven!" 


She immediately rushes to the nearest stairwell, using her Quirk to 
minimize the noise she makes. 


--U.A-- 


[Hitoshi Shinsou - 1-A Student] 
He can feel his eye twitching as he watches the screen. 


How the hell are they supposed to pull this off? Sure, he and everyone 
who wasn‘ on that first-go chopping block has time to plan. But how 
do you plan against all the odds being against you?! Isn't this more 
like how Villains operate - to break into a skyscraper and steal 
something? And there's obviously a Hero chasing down the ill- 
prepared team of Villains - fully fledged Heroes tend to operate alone 
unless they form a team-up, after all. 


A realization hit him then and there. Were thinking of it all the wrong 
way. 


"Midoriya-San." 


He called to his teammate, wide green eyes snapping to attention. 
"Ah, y-yes Shinsou-San?" 


Hitoshi leans in, whispering to him to keep the revelation between 
them. "We're acting as Villains here, not Heroes. It's like the Battle Trial 
we had just before the Sports Festival!" 


"I" He could see the lightbulb go off in the boy's head in real time, 
muttering growing into a furious frenzy before he reached for the 
others on the team. "Sero-San, Bondo-San! Come here, we need to 
plan!" 


At least they won't fail spectacularly. 


ms ee 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


He immediately pulled back once the student stopped in his chase 
and lost the tail, pocketing the USB in the underside of his hat. 
Jetpack fuel was down to a quarter - it'd be enough to out-endure the 
students, all without fighting them once. 


Violence isn't always the answer, especially not towards teenagers - 
just the most expedient one. 


Now the issue is finding the students. There were only so many 
places they could have rushed to and began searching out - and with 
one less available member of the team to 'keep watch', he would have 
ample time to foil their plans again and exhaust them of options. 


It would do well for them to understand that they do not always have 
to use raw force, but they may misunderstand the message he intends 
for them to gather. This world is not like his own, he's very much 
aware... but the importance of self-discipline and necessary force are 
critical. Heinz would get it, and he could explain better. 


--U.A-- 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head | 


This is by far the most sadistic person he's ever met. He could have 
taken the students down in one go, but he's instead stringing them 
along one step at a time. Who the hell taught him that? Is that self- 
taught? 


It's absolute sadism regardless, and apparently something Doof-San 
dealt with normally. And he's applauding the students despite that; 


really goes to show how absolutely batshit insane the two are, in their 
own ways. 


None of the teams will win this first 'round’. 


He's proven right as the minutes tick down. Teams one through three 
all lost before time was even over, and the ones responsible for the 
takedowns simply sat back and watched. Then there was team four. 


Bakugo-San and his team were competent and had a distinguished 
background plan, but their opponent never intended to take them on 
in a direct fight. In Heroics, you rarely see a Hero or Villain not jump 
into the fray and fight against their foes. It may involve using the 
terrain or the circumstances to their advantage, but it almost always 
ends in a fight. 


That isn't the case here, and not a single student expected it. 


Perry clearly knows what he's doing; the lack of combat was planned, 
likely as a complex learning experience for the students. They 
expected him to come after them, to try and win through a fight - 
exactly what the students had been training for thus far. But that was 
never the intention of the exercise. Getting into a fight was never a 
necessity, and in a practical situation it makes perfect sense to avoid 
fighting in a densely populated urban area. Perry simply treated the 
scenario as such and with some slight property damage and partial 
disregarding of the law, he's ran all of team four ragged and unable 
to keep up. 


The only time he fought was just as the time was running out; by 
using a feint on Froppy, he startled her long enough to snatch away 
the folder in the crook of her arm and flee yet again. Not once, 
though, did he land a hit. 


Doof-San clears his throat as the teams all finally trudge back in. 
"Sssssooooo. What did you all learn?" 


"Fuck Perry." 


He has never seen the mad scientist look so utterly offended in his 
time on campus. 


For the REST of this whole Eventeroonie? — Voting closed — 19 
voters 
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[Izuku Midoriya - 1-A Student] 


The moment they're set out to begin the match, Izuku grabs Shinsou 
and Sero grabs Bondo-San and they leap into the air, moving high 
and fast. He shouts aloud as the wind stops the words from carrying 
beyond their comms. 


"Okay, let's go over the plan again! We're playing as Villains breaking 
into a rival Villain's operations, not as Heroes! Instead of sneaking in, 
we're smashing in through the walls and stopping anything from 
getting inside the room, then running off and collapsing the 
building!" 


It may go entirely against any Heroic inclinations Izuku's having, but 
it'll definitely be effective! 


me 


[Setsuna Tokage - 1-B Student] 


Three teams of four, four superior human hunters, and everything in 


those buildings. All in all? A beatable matchup, but one that's pitched 
firmly against them. 


So, that means using incredibly niche plans to get around it. 


Olivia White is the easiest one for them to deal with by far - she's got 
worse speed and perceptive abilities, and by far her only real major 
advantage is in the unexpected and odd angles before pulling back. 
Something Setsuna personally excels in. And, unlike Olivia, she can 
use a dozen angles at once without risking much, not to mention 
doing so faster than Olivia can. Kodai can also mess with the girl's 
mechanical suit, completely stymieing her ability to act. 


Yuu Gozen is dangerous, but not fast enough take down most of their 
team. Out-speeding her with the help of Tsunotori is entirely possible 
- as is blinding her via Hagakure-San. 


Kenji Nojima is a tough fight, given his blatant propensity for 
explosives and silent takedowns. He'd be incredibly difficult to face. 
However, he seems to only work well in tight spaces - ones that can 
be rigged up and trapped. Inside the buildings will be a risk, but 
Hagakure-San should be capable of getting around him. 


Perry... they're fucked if he chooses to help take them down, but he 
has to use his eyes. Flashing him with light should work just fine. 


--U.A-- 


"You know, is it rude for me to think that Team Six is gonna lose 
outright?" 


There's a moment of surprised silence from the students as Yagi-San 
and Aizawa-San look at your curiously. "Why do you say that?" 


"Well... Okay, I'll be honest, this is mostly because I'm familiar with 
the students interacting in labs. But Iida-San always has issues when 
people insult him, which is definitely fair, and Jiro-San and Monoma- 
San tend to be harsh with their words - something that'll rile him up. 


Awase-San also has the foulest mouth in the two classes, and given 
quite a few of the students have some serious language issues that's 
really saying something! Iida-San's gonna have a real tough time in 
this, for those reasons, which will mess with team cohesion and all 
that... But I think the biggest issue is the guy just has a hard time 
with using an inside voice." 


Bakugo-San breaks into laughter. "Even I know when to shut my 
damn mouth!" 


"Language!" 


= Ue 


[Yuu Gozen - 2-A Student] 


It is not difficult to remain hidden against her targets. However, it is 
hard to keep pace. She has had to adapt quickly. 


Metal-covered gauntleted fingers drum against her wetsuit costume, 
vibrations building up as she runs across the rooftops. Using her 
Quirk with the special equipment, she jumps off the ledge and turns 
around, arms thrusting out with a burst of sound and force coming 
from the metal before being absorbed by her Quirk. 


She could keep her momentum going and keep property damage low. 
But more than that... she found it a little silly. 


Whoosh, she mouthed. And the wind whooshed with the silent 
whisper, whipping her hair about and giving her time in the air. 


Yuu saw as an explosion rocked the side of a skyscraper, cracks 
spiderwebbing across the outside. 


She can reach the spot without having to climb all the stairs. That is 
good. 


--U.A-- 


[Tooru Hagakure - 1-A Student] 


Good news? She found a binder labeled 'EVIL EVIDENCE PLEASE 
DON'T STEAL'. 


Bad news? She was almost completely certain someone was watching 
her. 


She could risk flashing him (it's probably Kenji - he can go invisible 
too after all!), but that seemed like a really stupid move to do when 
there's a bunch of robots around that would notice a flash - trading 
one problem for another and all. She can't tell her team, either - if 
she talks or goes for the binder right now, she'd give herself up all the 
same. 


So... she crouched in the corner and waited. 


Big mistake, in hindsight. 


--U.A-- 


[Olivia White - 2-A Student] 


She already had a good idea as to Team Six's plan, and thanks to Dr. 
Doofenshmirtz, she knew the Quirks at play here! 


Neito could only use Copy on Yosetsu, and those two are definitely 
going to be the biggest danger for her in this matchup - the Quirk in 
question being Weld. Kyoka and Tenya both had Heteromorph Quirks 
- Engines and Earjacks, pretty niche but effective. Tenya would 
obviously be the getaway, and Kyoka would be the main infiltrator. 


That left the placement of the two 1-B students in the air - but Neito 
wouldn't want to be disconnected from Yosetsu, as without him he'd 
be Quirkless in a straight fight. No offense, but Olivia's abilities could 
only really be hindered by sheer force and esoteric tricks breaking 
her 'shell', or by simply being boxed up. Weld as a Quirk is the best 
counter against her. 


Which resulted in Kyoka breaking in alone. 


...She's shocked they'd do something so braindead, but hey, their 
fault! 


[Hanta Sero - 1-A Student] 


The expected response to 'exploding the side of a building’ from most 
people, Heroes or otherwise, would be some degree of surprise. Hanta 
isn't a baby enough to admit he would 100% have been shocked to 
see something like that happen out of the blue. 


But no, the small slip of a Second Year that hadn't shown an ounce of 
sheer power managed to punch her way up and into the crater. "Oh shit 
- Deku, Mindjack, Plamo, you need to move! It's the girl with the 
gauntlets!" 


"Got it-" 


"No, you don't get it! She came in from the hole you made! She can 
make bursts of air from her hands!" 


"Oh. Ah, well... crap. Be ready to Bungee down and grab it, it's a 
suitcase-" 


The entire building shakes and Hanta nearly looses his footing then 
and there. "...What was that?" 


Shinsou-San interrupts. "SHE'S TAKING OUT THE FUCKING SUPPORT 
BEAMS AND CHASING US!" 


"WEREN'T WE GONNA DO THAT AFTER YOU GUYS WERE 
EVACING?" 


"WELL NOW WE'RE DOING IT NOW!" 


"SHIT!" 


--U.A-- 


[Kenji Nojima - 2-A Student] 


He doesn't blink as he watches the ‘invisible’ girl sit in the corner, 
standing over her yet intangible to the world. 


It doesn't matter if he does nothing. Risking a takedown against her is 
ill-advised when this is a victory. If she makes the first move, she'd 
lose. 


And as such, she does not play. The only right move for her, but the 
one that will leave her off-balance in the future. 


Eyes where they are not. Perceived by the imperceptible. Such is a 
cruel fate, but that is not his fault. 


But, in spite of his assurances on the matter, she makes for a mad 
leap for the binder, light strobing brightly and painfully. 


Instead of running, she chucks the thing out the window - and out of 
Kenji's immediate reach. 


Clever girl. 


--U.A-- 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


A collapsing building is too much for him to ignore, even if it still has 
a few minutes before it falls under its own weight. 


... The fact he can estimate how long a building's structural integrity 
will last at a glance would be worrisome if his 'Archnemesis' was 
actually inclined towards wanton destruction. Too many accidental 
collapses - harmless and paid for by insurance, but enough to track 
the main signs - has given him an excellent mental clock on the 
matter. 


Still, his eyes caught on a panicked pair of students moving away 
much like Spiderman carrying a civilian - rapid pendulum arcs that 
would be tough to catch. He doesn't even know if they grabbed the 
target evidence - he doesn't see it, but that tells him little. 


Two more are together, the larger riding the smaller and spouting 
glue on the ground below as lighting coats the teen underneath. 
Those two are running down the building towards the sticky asphalt, 
clearly intended to leap over the mess and continue back towards the 
target location. 


Their hunter takes to the rooftops from the hole they entered, finally 
clearing the immediate ground zero and resuming chase. 


She seems to be following the latter pair, so he will hunt the former. 


[Hitoshi Shinsou - 1-A Student] 


Shitshitshitshitshit-Hitoshi would rather not be alive at the moment 
because apparently he does not handle arial maneuvers well at all. 


"Uh... You good?" 
"No. " 
"Well alright then-Oh no not alright, don't you throw up on me!" 


He keeps his mouth shut, lest his snarky retort includes extra 
cleaning charges. 


At least, that was his plan until-"PERRY!" 


Sero swings violently around a building just in time to dodge the 
small blue-green fuck that's making Hitoshi's stomach do some 
serious flips that it really shouldn't be able to do. 


"Oh shit thanks for the warning, Siren! Hold on tight!" 


He's already holding on tight and ready to kiss the ground at first 
opportunity. 
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[Izuku Midoriya - 1-A Student] 


Glue spewed from Plamo's head all over the road as Izuku kept up 
with his mad sprint towards the exit. 


Unlike All Might, the big guy isn't all that heavy - just over half his 
mentor's weight is all! And unlike when he was training, One for All 
made what would have been a difficult short walk into a challenging 
but doable speedy sprint down the artificial urban environment. He's 
going to need to take a breather once he stops though - and maybe a 
jug of water. 


Gozen-San is quick on her feet - barely keeping up with Support Gear 
loaded boots and an occasional thoom from the gauntlets on her 
hands (Is her Quick related to air pressure or something? Like Gran 
Torino - focus Izuku!) - but so far, he's actually managed to keep out 
of her range of attack. 


Which is great! It means they'll get the data back to the base in time 
and not get completely ruined by- 


There's a brief moment of lida running past, carrying two of his 
teammates and clearly winded as can be. 


-other hunters. Oh crap. 


ms 


You wait at the front, ignoring the screens and instead focusing on 
the approaching teams. 


Frankly speaking, you were expecting maybe one of them pull off a 
clean win in this; but they are just a bunch of teenagers! Training for 
these kinds of things, yeah, but still teenagers. Bit of a whoopsie on 
your part in hindsight. 


Team Six lost, sure. But Team Five and Team Seven managed a 
victory - Team Seven with two members down and Five with every 
member safe. 


Hagakure-San did a great job with getting the data out, and Kodai- 
San did a similarly great job of shrinking it enough to let her 
teammates palm it and run from their pursuers - the two girls cheer 
on the rest of Team Seven as they come in. 


The moment you see Team Five coming in behind them, you grin 
wide and offer applause. "We got two winning teams this time - great 
job, both of you!" 


Aizawa-San follows up behind you, as does Yagi-San - though he's got 
towels and sports drinks for the kids coming in, same as last time. 


Midoriya-San nearly stumbles as he crosses over, and Sero-San 
definitely stumbles as he lands, nearly dropping the green-faced 
Shinsou-San in the process. "Bucket please-" 


You blink and Aizawa-San has said bucket in hand, helping the kid 
with aiming the whatever he had for lunch into it. 


"Okay!" You clap your hands, gathering the attention of the students 
who followed from beyond the cameras and the students who just 
came in or are coming in - Team Six is nearly back after all. "Now, 
let's start with what you all learned. Tokage-San?" 


"Sometimes you have to leave someone behind in the name of the 
objective?" 


You shake your head. "Not quite, but close! Anyone else from Team 
Seven want to try to correct that?" 


Pony raises her hand. "Sometimes we need a good distraction to get 
things done?" 


"Bingo!" You snap finger guns her way. "That's exactly what you 
want! Distractions!" 


"But..." Ojiro-San rubs the back of his neck. "Isn't that underhanded?" 


"There's no such thing as underhanded when it comes to critical data, 
though I would say there is such a thing as restraint." 


You turn, raising an eyebrow at Aizawa-San. Before you can reply, 
though, it's Midoriya-San who speaks up. "B-but that would g-go 
against what he was teaching, A-Aizawa-Sensei." 


"Which would be?" 


The teen takes a deep breath, then looks you in the eye. "We're 
playing the role of Villains here, right? That's why you didn't specify 
anything about minimizing property damage." 


The grin on your face gets wider. "You just won some extra credit~! 
You're dead on, Midoriya-San! The name of the game was never 
Heroes and Villains - no, you are also Villains! The goal was to steal 
from your competitor without them stopping you or getting away 
with it! After all, what better way to cause a ruckus for your 
opponent than to ruin their base of operations and have them 
publicly chase you down?!" 


"Grererer." 


You snap a frown back at him. "Oh come on, you know I'm right in 
saying they're a bunch of weird nutjobs in O.W.C.A.! Look, they 
didn't even give PTO! I gave PTO to my workers! And Dental!" 


The look he gave said it all. "You know Norm doesn't count-why am I 


even arguing with you about this, look the point is I don't like them 
and you don't have to agree with that. And that's final!" 


There's a moment of awkward silence as you clear your throat and 
look over the arranged students. "Okay, all in all? Teams Five and 
Seven pass - good work! Team Six failed, but that's kind of to be 
expected when you let your infiltrator go in solo. Don't do that. Buddy 
system - it works wonders. Anyway, Teams Eight, Nine, and Ten - 
Time to go!" 


[Shihai Kuroiro - 1-B Student] 
Today has been pretty peak, he ain't gonna lie. Poggers, even. 


Pre-Quirk Internet Lingo is a torture and torment he will inflict upon 
all within range, for it is a terrible curse that he brought upon himself 
in the wee hours of the morning due to a crippling addiction of 
researching niche bullshit when nobody is around to snoop at what 
he's doing. 


In other words: CURSE OF RA. 


Bullshittery aside, Tetsu to the Fourth's Rock Type buddy chum 
friend pal, a man with Arms for Days and a Bowl of Grapes are his 
teammates. This is a problem for three reasons. One is that Rocky IV 
here isn't subtle, Two is that Arms for Days isn't taking advantage of 
said limbs, and Three is that Grapes is freaking out. 


So Shihai spins the purple fuck around and pinches his lips. "Shut." 
They at least already moved to cover, meaning that much wasn't 
ruined already. 


He glances to Arms for Days. "Who of you three has the most 
destructive plan that won't risk our deaths?" 


",,.] would need to know your Quirk." 


"Non-destructive - I need a distraction to pull off using my Quirk to 
its fullest potential and grab the data. I won't need support inside - I 
can get in and out without difficulty and without being locked down 


so long as you three cause enough of a mess to keep eyes off me. 
Catboy Twink sees too much for me to dodge his eyes, so in case he's 
our Hunter you three need to also go for data." 


Grapes pulls Shihai's hand off of his mouth. "What the he-MPH?!" 


God bless Rocky IV - he's already muffled the Grapes. "We'll be so 
manly, they can't look away!" 


"Good. Don't mind me~, Ima just grab my stuff and leave~, 'scuse me 
please~." 


Fuck this shit, I'm out. 
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[Reiko Yanagi - 1-B Student] 
Somehow, things have already gone horribly wrong. 


It started with a lot of ice, then followed up with Long Weizi getting 
into an argument with the only 1-A student in their group - the same 
one who made all of the ice. 


In hindsight, Reiko's costume does not offer much in the way of cold 
protection - this is a problem for future Reiko to correct. 


Present Reiko is dealing with chilling wind gusts from the 'Ghost of 2- 
A' fighting against their team and winning. 


She does not know where Comicman is - the chaos of the fight is to 
blame for that. 


This is, by far, her worst matchup. 


URS 


[Denki Kaminari - 1-A Student] 


THIS IS THE OPPOSITE OF COOL! WHY IS HE ON THE STEALTH 
TEAM WITH MINA WHEN HE STARTLES EASILY?! 


Oh right, because Shiozaki - Maria - is the best stall in the group and 
Creati is team command. 


WHY IS HE THE DUMBEST GUY SURROUNDED BY CUTE GIRLS?! 
He nearly shocks Mina when she pokes his cheek. "Focus!" 
Denki whisper-shouts back. "I'm trying, I swear!" 


Electric box plus pliers and rubber gloves cuts the electricity in the 
building. Add in Acid and there's an easy way into rooms they would 
otherwise be locked out of in a power outage. Like, say, a bank's 
vault. 


Small problem - there's a lot of robots and Denki is prone to getting 
lost when he's in his head. It's not his fault - he was born with it! If he 
isn't latching onto a specific thing in front of him - and it has to 
interest him - then he's prone to dozing off and it just sucks 
sometimes. Daydreaming is nice though; he writes down some of the 
thoughts that come to mind from his moments of being lost in 
thought, and more often than not those odd thoughts keep his 
attention when he comes back to them. 


...Oh no. Oh no oh shoot he's lost in the dark and completely alone 
why did they think this was a good idea?! 


He hurries to the nearest emergency door, pulling as hard as he can 
with hurried breaths, but it won't budge- 


Someone taps his shoulder and he freezes. Slowly, they reach out and 
push the door open with a metallic limb. 


",,.Oh, it was a push doOOR-!" 


--U.A-- 


Oh wow that was a loud scream. Sucks for him that you're not 
grading on volume though! 


[Shihai Kuroiro - 1-B Student] 


Thank the Support Course for comm earbuds with sound caps - there 
are way too many explosions going on when none of the teams have a 
walking bomberanian. Really, this is not the time to repeat Vietnam 
and hide the assailants in the concrete 'trees' - unless that's his team, 
in which case good job but keep it up and far away from him. 


Demolition could make those kinds of noises, and Tetsu to the Fourth 
can take a fucking building to the face so Rocky IV should be able to 
handle a similar degree of facetank before he's assblasted and beaten 
down like that one scene in 'Jojo'. He still needs to watch the show, 
but the gif still encapsulates the situation perfectly. 


Arms for Days is probably the one doing the least demo... wait, no, 
Grapes is the one with the least physical Quirk. Arms for Days can 
sure as hell cause some damage. 


Ah, there it-wait. 

Twink Catboy is staring back at him with a fucking flashbang. 
",,.Vantablack." 

"Twink." 

That gets a confused expression. "I'm... sorry?" 


"Twink. Your body type is thin and slender, and you're male. Ergo, 
Twink. It's pretty sus that you're just sitting there menacingly, 
waiting for me to pop up. Speaking of, how did you know I'd be 
coming here?" 


"That's my secret, I'm afraid." 


Talking Fuckery works as a distraction, good. "Okay, femboy hooters, 
I need at least two more layers of Irony before I deal with your whole 
Eldritch bullshit." 


",,.You know." 
"That's my secret, I'm afraid." 
He twitches. "Oh, funny." 


"I'm a fucking circus, buddy. You might think that being a clown is 
stupid - but my friend, clowns and circuses require extensive 
organization and consideration. My fucking around and finding out 
has a process, which often involves no small amount of artificial 
confidence. Case in point-" 


The three words are enough to startle the twink into action and toss 
the flash, which is exactly what Shihai needed. 


He slips right back into the darkness of the vent in time for the flash, 
then instantly slips back through and dropkicks the surprisingly- 
prepared asshole. 


"You ever take enough drugs to see the hat man in the corner of the 
room?" 


"The what-" 


"Oh so when I admit to batshit truths I'm the asshole? What, is it 
because I'm black or something?!" 


"Wha-" 


In the confusion, he snatches the marked notebook and hops back 
into the vent panel-how the fuck? 


The Twink pulled the panel off of the wall with a knife and tossed a flash 
into the vent. 


Shihai does what he does best and doubles down. "Harder, daddy~" 


"Stop doing that!" 


"Doing what?" Shihai hops away from the panel onto the underside of 
the office table, another flashbang tossed underneath the table and 
forcing him out of the transformation. "Motherfucker HOW MANY OF 
THOSE DO YOU HAVE?!" 


He rams the door, rushing out before the catboy can tackle him 
down. 


"I can understand the silence. About a few? I see, I see." 
"Shut up." 
"Make me, bitch!" 


They stare each other down in the hallway for a brief moment, the 
sound of machinery approaching. 


Then Shihai takes to the nearest shadow and books it. 


[Ibara Shiozaki - 1-B Student] 


"Chargebolt?! Chargebolt, come in!" Creati had shot up from her 
patient crouch, hand on her communicator. "Pinky, what happened 
down there?!" 


"He was right behind me just a second ago - I didn't even see him go off!" 
Ibara frowns. "What do we do?" 

",,.Plan B." 

The bombs. 


Creati's Quirk is a very powerful one - she'd been blessed by the Lord 
with the ability to create all she likes with her own body - much like 
how Christ had made wine and bread from his blood and flesh. 
Frankly speaking, she's saddened someone so capable is not one of 
the faith - perhaps the Lord will have mercy when the time comes. 


Her plan is distinctly not something that Ibara would consider 
something worth mercy - but she'll keep it to herself if only because 
this is an exercise of being a sinner. Bombs were planted all over the 
place via Ibara's vines, all on staggered timers following the use of 
the universal trigger. 


The trigger that Creati just pulled. "Pinky, hurry. Please!" 


--U.A-- 


[Shota Aizawa - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head | 


He levels a glare at Doofenshmirtz, who raises his hands in defense. 
"Hey, I didn't give her an idea about explosives! No idea who did, 
either!" 


"Support Course did it." Jiro so kindly says, voice bland. 
"|... think that deserves some partial credit?" 
"She's using explosives in live exercise without a license to use them." 


"I-wait, hey Principal Nezdu?" One of the cameras swivels to look at 
the teacher. "Does Yaoyorozu-San have the license or training for 
handling explosives?" 


It nods. "Oh, cool. Thank you!" The camera turns back to its prior 
position. 


"What the fuck." 
"Language! You may be an adult, but you're a teacher, too!" 


Nedzu never does that for people. 


The only one who gets out with the win is Vantablack - Shihai 
Kuroiro of Team Eight. The remainder of his team was fought in 
melee by Perry The Platypus and Olivia White as a tag-team. 
Watching it was a bit of a surreal experience, especially for the 
unaware students. 


Team Nine - Creati, Pinky, Chargebolt, and Maria - were selectively 
taken down by the machines (Pinky and Chargebolt), Yuu Gozen 
(Maria) and Kenji Nojima (Creati) following Vantablack's runaway 
and escape. 


Team Ten lost first - Yuu Gozen could out-stamina the sheer ice 
Permafrost kept throwing out, which left the other three, whom had 
Quirks with a poor matchup, proceeded to be taken down in the 
chaos. 


Most of the students simply... lacked the mindset for following 
through with the exercise. It isn't surprising, exactly - pushing people 
to act what would be considered as Villainous isn't easy, even for a 
short, sub-hour exercise. Still, it was enlightening for the students in 
a way that Shota wouldn't have personally considered. 


"You all did a great job - and given that this specific practice has no 
effect on your grade beyond extra credit, I really hope that you 
consider what you did right and wrong - and how to apply that to 
your exams!" Doof-San claps his hands together. "I look forward to 
hearing about your success!" 


--U.A-- 


Well, after all of that fun stuff, you took the rest of the day to get 
students coming into your office and asking all sorts of questions - 
some about their schoolwork, some about the exercise, and a few 
about what you thought they'd fight in the exams. 


You told them pretty clearly that you thought it'd be actual Heroes or 
something like 3rd Years - like come on, a practical exam has to 


include some kind of fighting against intelligent opponents! Robots 
are smart, yeah, but not real direct fight material. Nezdu the Mink 
didn't tell you to make any more robots, either - so yeah, fighting 
Heroes or something like that. 


Your day wrapped up pretty quickly after that! 


[Saturday, May 28th, 23XX - 23 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


Weekend starts a little weird though. Mostly because the first thing 
you're dealing with is someone knocking on your office door right 
after breakfast. 


You put your plate of eggs, sausage, diced potato, cream cheese, and 
toast aside as you head over to it. "Coming, one second!" 


"Doof-San." 


...Huh. "Aizawa-San, I didn't expect to see you today! What, did 
something happen to the bots on Ground Beta? Was it Chase or Mei? 
If it was Mei, that's on Principal Nezdu and Power Loader - and if it 
was Chase, don't worry about it." 


"Why would I... I don't even want to know." He wipes his face with a 
hand before pinching the bridge of his nose. "No, there's a relative to 
Todoroki Shoto here who wishes to speak to you." 


"One his siblings or..?" 
He shakes his head. "No. On his mother's side." 
You blink. "Does he know?" 


"He does. Apparently he met them over the internships. Pro Hero 
Geten, name Himura Geten, first cousin to Himura Rei - also known 
as Todoroki Rei." 


"And is he there with Himura-San?" 
Aizawa-San nods. "Come on." 
"Sure - just a second!" 


You pull back and grab your toast, quickly coating it in a layer of 
cream cheese, then take a bite and bring it along with you. "Alright, 
let's go." 


--U.A-- 


[Geten - Lieutenant of the Meta Liberation Army] 


"...Doofenshmirtz-Sama." Geten bows his head at the man, who 
looks... oddly reminiscent of the Supreme Leader. 


"Ah, Himura-San! No need for the whole thing - Doof-San's just fine. 
Also, no need to bow! We've never met before and all." 


He certainly lacks the speaking ability of the Supreme Leader, but 
he's oddly, what's the word? 


Earnest. 


Doof-San is incredibly earnest. "I understand." Geten rises back to 
standing, then returns to his seat. Now with time to clearly look at 
him, the similarities are as significant as the contradictions. 


The Supreme Leader is physically well defined, standing tall and 
proud with a mostly round head. 


Doof-San is lanky and slouched, his head curved. 


They have the same chin, the same ears, the same nose, the same hair 
color, the same hand gestures, the same intense look in their eyes... 


Why? 


Why are they so starkly similar in so many ways? 


"Doof-Sensei, I wanted to introduce you to someone nice in my family 
- from my mother's side." His relative - his cousin's baby boy - gestures 
back to Geten. "He has been very nice to me." 


The pained smile on Doof-San's face says much of what he actually 
knows, the expression smoothing out after a few moments with a 
softer look. "That's good!" He takes a seat opposite of the two of 
them, eyes pausing at Geten's own for a brief moment. "You know, I 
have to ask. Why are your eyebrows fluffy?" 


Geten pauses, lips pursing. "...I don't think anyone has ever asked me 
that question before. Normally, they start with the Parka." 


Doof-San shrugs. "Nah, that actually made perfect sense. Your 
Superpower-Quirk, you know what I mean-is freezing and controlling 
water and ice. Pretty powerful, pretty straightforward when it comes 
down to it. But it doesn't necessarily give you thermal resistance, and 
it definitely could have some side effects on your body - like a degree 
of cold-bloodedness!" His eyes glint as he gestures with glee. "One of 
my students is the same, you know. Tokage-San has trouble staying 
up in cold weather, and I've been planning on nudging her into going 
to Power Loader for getting that fixed before Winter rolls in and gives 
her trouble. Spandex-esque costumes usually make little sense; at 
least for her there's a darn good reason for it to be kept simple. But 
simple's not-!" 


"Doof-Sensei, you're rambling." 


"Ah!" He laughs nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. "Sorry about 
that. So, what did you want to talk about?" 


...Nobody's ever understood that Geten has trouble with being active 
due to his cold-bloodedness. Not even the Supreme Leader truly 
understood it - he offered the parka without a question, of course, but 
he didn't understand the logic behind the request. None of the other 
members even asked - they thought it was a thematic thing. 


"I... wanted to ask about the change to my... nephew's, genetics. 
Namely, how did you do it? And would you be willing to do it for 


me, as well?" 


How much do you want to tell him? He doesn't seem like a bad 
guy, after all... And it's not like you're, yknow, BANNED from 
telling him anything. — Voting closed — 13 voters 


Give 'em the Cliff notes; you doubt *9/13 
he's able to follow along a proper 

explanation, but then even some 

other scientists have issues 

following along with those. 


He IS a grown man, and he's asking you outright. — Voting closed 
— 18 voters 
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The man adjusts in his seat, a brow raising to look at Shoto. His 
cousin's baby boy nods right back. 


"...Huh. Well, Shoto thinks you're pretty nice, so I don't really see 
why not. Alright, let's go through some cliffnotes; I know I can be a 
bit difficult to understand for some of this, SO!" He puts a hand into 
his lab coat and pulls out a notebook. "We'll take it from the top!" 


Geten is not a particularly clever man. He is not stupid - but he is not 
clever. His specialty is in combat and military stratagem, not research 
and development. That does not mean that he is unaware of the 
implications the man before him offered. 


Quirk Eugenics. 


The power to change and improve anyone's Quirk - everyone's Quirk. It 
would be true equality. True freedom of Quirk Use. It's... it's 
unfathomable to him. Terrifying and Incredible in equal measure. 


Who is this man? Why hasn't the Supreme Leader picked him up? He 
clearly was aware of him - and it would be equally unfathomable that 
the Supreme Leader wasn't aware of this incredible human being - so 
why? Why do they seem to have so many- 


The line of thought freezes up in his mind, the few dots making a 
disturbing line. 


Destro had another in his family line. Re-Destro is not the only 
descendant - the other stands before him, either undercover or 
pruned from the position by the Supreme Leader. 


Doofenshmirtz Heinz must be a cover name - or perhaps the Supreme 
Leader's name is the one that's false? ... This is beyond his ability. He 
cannot question either - it is not his place to do so. 


Instead, he bows his head once the words settle in his mind, once he 
determines his next order of action. "I am eternally thankful for 


informing me of this. When can we begin the procedure?" 
"Uh... five minutes?" 


He's unable to mask his surprise, head snapping back up. "So 
quickly?" 


The grin he sees is uncanny. "Well, yeah! It's not my first time 
working with Ice-related powers - you have Shoto here to thank for 
that." He gestures to the boy, eyes softening. "I did a bit of 
overhauling when I started out with it, mostly because I'm not gonna 
experiment on a kid - I have standards, unlike some people!" 


Every moment he watches is a moment seeing more and more 
similarities between the man before him and the Supreme Leader. 
The gestures - less refined on Doof-Sama - are the same he uses. The 
pacing when talking in private. The way his eyes seem to both gaze 
into the soul and into the distance when reminiscing. The passion. 


"No, I'm not some half-rate scientist with a budget of millions! I'm a 
full-rate that worked up from shoe-string and a stipend! Sometimes 
without the shoe-string, too! Thinking about you, SHIELD!" 


He pauses, shaking his head. "But they're not here anyway, and I got 
a budget out of it too. Anyway, yeah it'll be a few minutes, real quick 
- then you can get going and try it out in a few hours." 


Roughly long enough for the train ride. "Alright. What do I have to 
do?" 


--U.A-- 


[Re-Destro - Supreme Leader of the Meta Liberation Army] 


It takes a lot of willpower to keep his breath steady as he watches 
Geten test out the... upgrades, he had been given. 


The difference is a matter of night and day. Even from a distance, he 


could witness the improved fidelity and density of the ice. Before, 
Geten's ice would move like a toy on a track. Now, it moves like a 
living thing - like a writhing dragon truly was being ridden through 
the skies. He could fly higher with the ice, without aid; possibly high 
enough to reach the clouds and their vapor to grow the mass he 
controlled. 


He feels like he's going to explode with Stress. 


Heinz had become a problem again. He was going to have to deal 
with it. Again. 


It seems he has a vacation to plan out to calm himself, then a rude 
awakening to complete. 


EPISODE TWO. — Voting closed — 24 voters 


THE QUIRK WARS - PART 1 2/2 
[~2040s-2120s, There's a lot to 
cover when it comes to War and 
its evolutions. ] 
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cause of the Quirk Wars, if they 
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during a time of great conflict] 
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ignores the Quirk Wars in favor of 
focusing on the local level] 
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{Sunday, May 29th, 23XX - 22 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


[Izuku Midoriya - 1-A Student] 


"Welcome everyone, to the second episode of Demon and Doctor! I am 
your host, Hitsuji Urufu, and with me is Doctor Doofenshmirtz!" 


"I'm back, everyone!" 
"That you are. Now, I would like to start out with a thanks to all of you." 


"Ditto on that! I uh, didn't really expect the several million views after 
only a few hours. Never had that kind of positive attention either here, in 
the states, or back home. It's great to see it!" 


"Never thought we'd get this far. Me, a complete unknown. You, a teacher 
and researcher at U.A. Highschool. Bit of an odd combination." 


"Eh, faith had nothing to do with it." There's the faint sound of a 
shifting chair. "Anyway, we have a very interesting topic for you all 
today!" 


"I feel like connotation is important here, Hitsuji-San. War isn't interesting 
- or at least, isn't just interesting. War sucks! It really, really sucks." 


"I can't disagree. However, I would argue that the interest in the topic 
outweighs its horror. Nearly two hundred years is a long timeframe for the 
younger generation to truly comprehend what happened. Though they 
could go and ask anyone in the older generations what it was like merely 
fifty years ago. They lived through the tail-end of the conflict - when 
things started to actually die down." 


"Huh. Yeah, that's actually a pretty good idea! Maybe for another time 
though. Today, we're talking about the caused the transition from the Age 
of Chaos into the Quirk Wars - and some of the underlying effects." 


"The Age of Chaos is traditionally used to describe the entirety of the time 
between the start and end of the Quirk Wars. However, that's a fairly 
reductive use of the terminology, especially given its original purpose was 
to describe the transitionary period between the governments playing 
catchup from the advent of Quirks. I actually have records for that, as 
well - links will be in the description and timestamped accordingly." 


Izuku takes a moment to check and confirm that yes, there is in fact a 


citation list in the description. This'll make his own research so much 
easier. 


"Yeah, but what's up with that? The Age of Chaos, I mean. Wouldn't it 
end a little after the United States defeated China? Assuming it did, of 
course." 


"No. The Russia-Ukraine Conflict didn't end after that, and it was still 
going during the conflict between the US, Europe, and Japan versus China. 
There was also the mess with Palestine and Israel, but... I'm not going to 
touch that, because it has so little to do with the politics involved in the 
Age of Chaos and instead is more a standalone situation. I also would 
rather not be sent a pipebomb for commenting on it." 


"That bad?" 
There's a faint sound of a chair leaning. "Yes." 


"...Point taken! So, people were still fighting and Quirks apparently 
started appearing." 


"That's right. Which then started popping up as military interests and kept 
as a relatively quiet secret - which was damned impressive given it was the 
era of social media and mass communications. AI photo generation was 
incredibly sophisticated by the early 2030s, however - so most people who 
witnessed it or talked about it were deemed users of AI or photo editing to 
make realistic ‘superpowers’. Except, of course, they weren't lying. Ukraine 
and Russia started enlisting those with Quirks as priority for their uses - 
the cooling conflict reigniting within a few years with fresh batches of 
Quirked soldiers. Japan freaked out and tried to cull those people, and the 
United States experimented. I actually have no idea what Europe did in 
response, but given most of Europe's landscape hasn't been drastically torn 
down and rebuilt, I'd wager it was a lot less violent than the rest of the 
world." 


"Huh. But there's also a few relatively new countries over there, right? 
Otheon and Klayd, for example. Not to mention that France is gone!" 


"That's why I said most of the landscape instead of all. It's also much 
further down the timeline - we're getting off topic." 


"Right. Conflicts building into War. Did China win or lose?" 


"They lost fairly hard - but Korea, Russia, and India began a landgrab 
following the country's collapse. Several other countries tried to do the 
same, but for the most part Vietnam only took the distant islands to add 
to its collection. The shattering of the Chinese Communist Party led to 
China becoming a fragmented series of warring lands - much like how it is 
today, except even more volatile and just gaining Quirks. Quirked 
Children were seen as superior to other childen - and because of that, 
there was an evolution of the One Child Policy once more. The Quirked 
Child Policy." 


Doofenshmirtz-Sensei groans, voice momentarily muffled. "That didn't 
work the last two times. Why did they think it'd work this time?" He sucks 
in a breath. "No, seriously. What led them to believe something that didn't 
work before would work now? Was there a committee or something? A 
clan head association? A CHA? Huh. CHA... That's got a ring to it, 
doesn't it?" 


"T don't believe that's relevant." 


"No no, I'm onto something here! ...CHA. Charisma? I mean, I guess 
that'd work for getting more kids - but not really for controlling the desired 
results. If they're all both against each other - wanting to be the big clan, 
then you're gonna have so much infighting it'd just lead to the country 
cannibalizing itself!" 


Urufu-San snorts. "Which is effectively what happened for most of the 
Quirk Wars. China destroyed itself repeatedly instead of being a major 
player, all because of their own desire to control the entirety of what it 
once was rather than become stable." 


"I wouldn't call Japan or the United States's plans stable either. Rebellion 
isn't exactly uncommon after all!" 


"And rebellion is exactly what happened in the end. We'll get into it more 
after this break from our new sponsors!" 


"Wait, wha-" 


Izuku takes a deep breath, then turns to the rest of the classroom who 


were listening in in dead silence. "So-" 


He turns the audio down just enough to still hear the advertisements 
in the background. A marker pops open as he clicks his pen. "We all 
just heard the offhand comment towards the end. Rebellion happened 
after the government tried to hide what was going on." 


Carefully, he marks it out on the board. "Hide it by killing people." 
"But can we really believe that?!" 


"Kaminari-San, this is a first-person account. I'm not sure it can get 
any more believable than that." 


Jiro shrugs. "They could just be anti-government." 


"That's a fuckin' assumption, earlobes. We're sticking with the 
testimony!" 


About half of the class chimed back ‘language’ by instinct, the rest 
trying to compare the given narrative with the ones they were raised 
up on. 


"Then... did the Warlords ever actually happen?" 


Izuku hums in thought, turning to the board. "Yeah. It's likely the 
Warlords of Japan did happen, just after the Japanese Government 
pushed things too far." 


Shinsou frowns. "How does Heroics fit into that?" 
"I have no idea, honestly. Maybe a government program?" 


"Kero, but Heroics has only existed for the past century. That's a lot of 
time." 


Something about that niggles at the back of his head, but he'll think 
about it later. 


"The advertisement's about to end - let's see what they say." 


He turns the sound back up. 


"-You really need to tell me about who we're getting our money from next 
time! I mean, really? Financing institutions?!" 


"What? People need their banking." 
"Yeah, when the banks aren't parasites! And don't get me started on-" 
"You do realize we're back after the ads?" 


"Oh, are we? ...Huh. We're not done with this talk, by the way - BUT 
WE'RE BACK BABY! Okay, so!" He claps his hands together. "Let's start 
with Japan, mostly because we're both here." 


--U.A-- 


[Higari Maijima - Excavation Hero: Power Loader] 


"Japan's effort to eliminate the Quirked populace it backfired somewhat 
after the first decade - those who could hide it already knew to do so 
intuitively. Those who couldn't either had them physically removed - often 
without surgery - or were sent away with only a handful of supplies and 
minimal training on surviving in the wild. I was witness to a few of those 
myself. It was... unpleasant." 


"I've seen something similar - but that was nearly forty years ago in 
Drusselstein, not somewhere more modern. It makes a disturbing kind of 
sense that the government was freaking out about it, though." 


"The government weren't the only ones to blame. Some claimed it was a 
matter of Yokai or Demons, and took it upon themselves to get rid of 
them. Sometimes the parents, too." He breaths in, the sound harsh. 
"That hasn't been quite resolved nowadays, either. Quirkism's rampant in 
rural areas - and a lethal problem." 


Maijima knew a few people like that when he was younger - hateful 
folks. It's why he tried to give them extra hours here, when it came to 


working on projects. 
"I can't say I'm surprised. Is-is that sad?" 


"It's sad it happened, and sad that it continues to. It's not sad that you're 
unsurprised at the nature of the human condition." 


"No, no I think that's sad too." 

There's an audible sigh. "... Why ask the question in the first place?" 
"I thought you would've agreed!" 

"Why would I agree about that when it's an opinion?" 


"Look, calling the behavior of humanity sad is stupid-" "Stupid?!" "-we're 
an evolving species is all!" 


"Evolving my foot! If we don't evolve in our heads and only our body, 
we're no better than beasts! And that is stupid!" 


"I'd argue that animals can be pretty damn intelligent, but I understand 
your intention." 


"Mankind didn't make lemons from bitter oranges and citrine to get 
lemons and make lemonade, just for you to spit it back and say that! Life 
didn't make lemons, we did, for crying out loud!" 


"Let's just... get back on track here, okay?" 


"Fine! Fine. Ignore the lemons why don't you..." 


"Great. Now then: the surviving Quirked population came together and 
decimated congress after some time, completely circumventing modern 
technology and taking over as a series of de-facto rulers across Japan. 
This is what was known as the Quirk Warlord Era of Japan. There were 
about a dozen or so - closer to fifteen total - who ran the country for a 
time, making a complete mess of things. Several, similarly to China, were 
considering reconsolidating into a singular governing body. Which in turn 
led to Japan's Quirk Wars - not the initial takeover, but the subsequent 
infighting." 


Different from how schools have taught it, yes, but it makes sense 
when it comes to how people behave. Call and response, like how a 
machine transceives and receives. 


"Okay, so Japan shot themselves in a foot, big woop. What about the 
United States?" 


"Well, it fell into civil war when someone leaked government documents 
and enough people came forward. I don't remember the details here - 
except that the US losing its monopoly of force within the country caused 
it to rip into itself. That left Ukraine only with the support of the 
Europeans, who were starting to have their own civil unrest with the 
situation at hand. Nothing nearly as extreme as the rest of the world, but 
enough to be problematic." 


"What about Africa? The Middle East?" 


"We'll get back to them when we start getting into international conflicts - 
that's for another episode, not this one. The endpoint for all of that is that 
the extensive oversight and coverup attempts managed to make the 
problem far worse than simply ripping the band-aid off in the first place." 


"... There is a kind of advantage to that - for the people with Quirks, I 
mean." 


A brief silence takes over. 
"What, you mean Quirk Evolution?" 


"Yep! Common knowledge brings up that Quirks can change as a person 
grows - at least somewhat. Secondary effects or mutations, functionality 
changes with age or body prerequisites, that kinda thing. But there's also 
Quirk Evolution." 


"You mean that the stressful environments of war-torn lands would make 
the Quirks themselves stronger?" 


Heinz what the hell are you doing. 


"Stronger isn't the right way to put it. More like... better suited? It's 
situational is the point. You can't really... force an evolution response. It 
has to come naturally. It also requires putting them into a nasty position - 


basically to act or die. Not a good time!" 
"Do you have any idea how that happens?" 


"I don't actually have much of any data on it, so no. I do have a guess 
however!" 


"Oh?" 


"Quirked Human DNA is two sets of Helixes - which, while relatively 
stable, can still be messed with. Cancer's still a thing, and so are several 
other diseases that affect the cells and cell replication. Quirk Evolution is 
mass-modification of a person's Quirked DNA through the brain 
determining what would best help a person at the time of their panic. If 
they're unable to fathom the situation, it won't work. Same if they can't 
think straight!" 


"... That's all guesswork?" 
"Well you don't see me with citations or data supporting it all, do you?" 


"I... suppose I do not, no. Still, it's quite an impressive deduction to make 
- whether or not it's accurate is a matter for those with resources, not for 
us. I think regardless of that, we should wrap up for this episode." 


"Really? It's a lot shorter than the last one!" 


"We already covered what we could for it. The beginnings of worldwide 
conflicts and how that's had an effect on the modern world." 


"Huh. I guess we did. Welp, see you all next time! Or, I guess I wouldn't 
really see you all would I? Not like I have eyes on you guys through the 
screen. Listen to me later? Augh, no that sounds weird. You got anything?" 


"Catch us next time." 


"Oh! Yeah, that wo-" 


he 


{Monday, May 30th, 23XX - 21 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


"Alright, everyone!" You call out, spreading your arms wide. "Today, 
we're starting on your Final Project." 


You turn around, facing the whiteboard and writing as you go. "Long 
story short, this project is making use of the Scientific Method to 
conduct an experiment with your Quirk - and to do so with the 
intention of using your Quirk better. We've talked a lot about how to 
pick a good hypothesis and how to course-correct, so I expect by the 
end of this for there to be some kind of improvement - or, yknow, a 
really detailed paper explaining why it didn't." 


There are clinking noises as traps are undone. You can't help the grin 
of approval spreading on your face, making note of the students with 
a glance back before continuing on. 


"With that in mind, there's a few things I'm looking for in this paper. 
Number one: Formatting! I want this typed up and printed out, not 
handwritten - and I want it in a style similar to the one I look for in 
the lab reports, with some minor changes. You can find the 
formatting rules in your desks!" 


The marker squeaks quietly as you keep going. "Number two: 
Creativity! I don't want to see a focus on the obvious stuff. I want 
something fun, something that's got some flare to it. I do not - do not - 
want one of you to spend this project training harder for the practical 
exam. I will not hesitate to mark you down for that, big time. Please 
don't make me!" You turn back around, looking over the students in 
full, tallying the ones free. "Do I make myself clear on that?" 


You can't stop the sigh of relief when they all agree, one way or 
another. "Great! That makes this last point much easier." Spinning 
back around again, you write the final point, then underline it three 
times. "Have fun with it. I mean it - this might be a project, but you 
have a lot of options here to test something you never have been able 
to! The school's covering your budget, so as long as you can give a 
good reason you can requisition just about anything - if you have 
someone working the machines or experience with them, that is. I 
wonder if you can get practical licenses here, too... Hm, but would 


those actually be useful here? An expert in power systems is basically 
an Electrical Engineering major with extra steps, so probably not. But 
that's only if they require-ahem, sorry, sorry! Got a little in my head 
there. Any questions?" 


Izuku shoots a hand up immediately. "Yes, Midoriya-San?" 
"U-um, what if we don't have enough time?" 


"Eh?" You raise your brows. "I'm giving you extra time, actually - 
enough that if you gotta remake things you'll have time for it. It'd 
take maybe a week for you to do, and when you're done you can just 
show it off and submit it early! The rest of my classes will just be 
time for that." 


He nods nervously. 

Katsuki raises his hand. "Yes, Bakugo-San?" 
",,.What if it is both flashy and stronger?" 
"That's fine - so long as the focus is on the flash!" 


The teen clenches his fists and grins wide. Well, at least he's 
motivated! 


Dice: 1d100+15 
65 + 15 = 80 


Katsuki Bakugo does not get Cluster early, but he's certainly still 
cooking. 


{Thursday, June 2nd, 23XX - 18 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


The next few days make you feel... well, a little tired, you guess. 


You've been keeping busy with all of these kids for, what, almost half 


a year now? Two months with 2-A, and now you're three months and 
a week in with these kids... you never have stayed so idle in your life, 
not since you began your life of EVIL. 


It's a weird feeling, coming back to a semi-routine lifestyle. It's not - 
it's not bad, per se. But it doesn't feel good, either. 


Now, you're not saying you dislike teaching; these kids have been a 
treat to work with! They all have their little issues and all that annoy 
you or cause trouble, but what kid doesn't yknow? You remember, 
even back in Drusselstein, how Big Boots Boris always threw a fit 
because he didn't fit in the inside of the classroom - so he had to sit 
outside next to one of the windows most of the time. Not a good time 
for the teacher! 


You have forty sort-of Borises, each with their own little quirks to 
work around. It reminds you of Inator maintenance, in a weird way. 


... You really want to work on one, right now. But, ugh, you just don't 
have the time. You need to keep on top of any of the students coming 
to your for help or questions, and on top of whatever information 
LOVEDART sends back your way, and on top of keeping tabs on 
Vanessa or Charlene sending you calls or messages. 


It's a lot of responsibility, and you've never really had something so... 
important(?) to deal with. 


You're starting to stress over it all, honestly - and you don't do well 
under stress. 


Lucky for you, someone comes by and cheers your day right up! 


"Grerererer." 


You dramatically gasp, hand over heart as you turn to the portal 
snapping shut. "Ah, Perry the Platypus! Didn't expect to see you 
today." 


Your Archnemesis walks over, hopping onto one of the chairs you 
pull out for him. There's a thankful look in his eyes as he glances 
your way, then he starts looking over one of the messy - er, messier 
than usual state of the lab. 


He gives you a look. "What? I've been busy!" Without prompting, you 
pull out the gradebook you've been using - and the list of students 
and projects you already have been asked about. Nearly every student 
has came up to you about their idea - and you can respect that! It's 
just a lot to write out and keep track of. 


Perry the Platypus's eyes widen when he sees the binder, pouring 
over it with no small amount of curiosity. You let him, munching on 
your everything bagel and enjoying how it crunches a little with 
every bite. 


Then, just as you finish off the bagel, he closes it and drags you by 
the hand out the office. "What the-Perry the Platypus I have to stay 
here to-" 


Where does Perry drag Doof to? (Forcing Doof to take a break) 
— Voting closed — 29 voters 


Duck pond *1/2 
roller coaster, merry-go-round, pin 
the tail on the Platypu-wait a 
second... 
- id P peeling 
Battle Bots commentator without 
him finding out? 
—Fhe-areade! Ski_balt,erane-games,———_______—_——_-#e4/2- 
they’ve even got time crisis! Wait, 
wow, that last one must actually 
be worth a ton, considering how 
long ago it was made. 
7 


Doof is not going to sit down and watch 
cartoons. 


+Why do those Battle Bots look so much 
like Pokemon? (in case they too perished 
after the quirk wars) 

Vanessa was not a Pokemon kid - so this 
isn't in Doof's sphere of knowledge. 


[Perry - The Platypus - Agent P] 


He's shocked that Heinz hasn't snapped yet, if that's what the man's 
workload looks like. 


The scientist is... not known for his ability to focus on a singular task 
for too long. A few weeks are the most he spends on one thing before 
he turns and focuses on something else, always switching gears and 
plans. Never consistent beyond the aesthetic - and even that had odd 
ducks. 


So for him to be working with students this long without any real 
break away from them - borderline demanding to stay here, with the 
students? Heinz is going to burn out, bad. 


It's not the first time he's burnt out - it happened multiple times over 
the course of summer. Usually he had a fallout plan when he stops 
working on Inators or Evil Plans, from vacationing at one of their 
backup homes to visiting other countries entirely. Those plans usually 
go weird - or horribly wrong - but by the end of it Heinz is usually 
doing much better, jumping back into his usual self shortly 
thereafter. 


Over the course of five months, Heinz has done maybe three Evil 
Plans and a fraction of the Inators he normally would. That's absurd. 
People struggle to change so significantly so quickly - it's simply not 
in their nature. 


So, he decided to take Heinz somewhere to enjoy the simpler things 
in his past. 


Robots beating the snot out of each other. 


It took some finagling and a small bribe, but it wasn't the first time 
Perry had to go through to places like this. He's had some odd, out- 
of-the-way work given he's no longer shadowing Dr. Doofenshmirtz 
for any malicious activity - including places around San Fransokyo 
when necessary. Over there had a habit of robot combat, as well as 
clear signs for it if one knows where to look. Not to mention that the 
Brothers also looked into it for a while... before the machines blew 
each other up and left nothing but an odd scorch mark. 


Totally not because he used Boom Juice to hide it from their mother. 


Heinz followed along, still complaining and seemingly ignorant of the 
grungy alleyways. "Look, I don't know what's gotten into you here but 
I really-wait wait, what is that grinding noise? Do you hear that?" 


He nods, not stopping in pulling Heinz into the hidden enclave. 


The cheering of a small crowd surrounding a well-lit, smoldering 
stage was when Heinz caught on. "...Oh. Oh you did this on purpose, 
didn't you?" 


It doesn't stop Perry from dragging him over to the announcer's booth 
and footing the door open, closing it behind him as the two 
commentators pause what they're doing and turn to look at them. 


"What the-Oh shit, you're that new U.A. teacher!" 

"Wait, dude, are you sure?" 

The first one nods. "Yeah! That's the guy. Doof-San, right?" 
Heinz nods. "Yeah, that's me. What about it?" 

"You're the fella the front let in to talk shop up here?!" 
"Greregrerer." Perry nods, giving the cohosts a thumbs up. 
They look to each other, then nod. "Well, alright then." 
"Yeah, we're down for this." 


Heinz just blinks. "Eh?" 


Heinz is sat down with the other two commentators, a small 
notebook opened up. "Okay, so here's the upcoming tourney bracket 
and all the fellas we got coming in." 


Perry decides to read alongside the scientist. 


Tombstone, Lethal Flash, Shunt, Sir-Kill-A-Lot, Sargeant Bash, 
Sharkoprion XXV, Sawdenfeude, and Singing Machine. Eight 
machines bots total. 


"Alright, and how am I uh, gonna be a part of this?" 


"Well," The one on the left grins. "We'll introduce you when we start 
up the tournament in the next half an hour - that'll give you time to 
be read in on some of the notes we have on each bot - then we can 
get into the good stuff." 


They bunker down and get to reading those notes. 


First match has a lifter on one side and a bot with some kind of beam 
weapon on the other. 


"ALLLLRIGHT LADIES AND GENTS, today we have a very special 
guest with us for the Fiftieth War of the Bulkhead! Introducing U.A.'s 
newest professor, Doofenshmirtz Heinz!" 


"Good afternoon, everyone!" The scientist's voice, scratchy as it is, fits 
the grunge environment near-perfectly. "There's some fun stuff lined 
up for the fights!" 


"Thaaaat's right, Doof-San! Now, as you all know, I'm Arata-" 
"-and I'm Subarashi-" 


"-and without further ado, let's get into the match! In one corner, we 
have a hulking bot with a stature that only a mother could love: 


TOMBSTONE!" 


"In the other corner, there's a roomba with a real mean-looking 
inator: LETHAL FLASH!" 


"Get ready to watch one of them go home in a box in THREE," 
"TWO," "ONE," 


"GO!" 


Lethal Flash is driven out with only a single dent on the front to show 
for it. Tombstone is dragged out in a small crate full of scrap metal. 


Next one is a bot with a bunch of vents in one corner, and a bot 
shaped like a tophat with a dozen scissor blades. 


"On one side is a bot built to dash, SHUNT!" 


"Aaaaand on the other side, we got a three-time winner of this 
tournament, SIR-KILL-A-LOT!" 


Shunt puts up a good fight, dodging out of the way of the most 
dangerous moves but still overwhelmed by the sheer offense of Sir- 
Kill-A-Lot. 


The next match is a bot that looks like a spiked wall with jets against 
a Shark-shaped bot with a mouth and a bunch of knives. 


"To the left there's a big bludgeon - SARGEANT BASH!" 


"To the right is a knife in the dark - SHARKPRION XXV!" 


Sargeant Bash goes out of bounds. 


The next one is a spider-like box with sawblade arms and a table- 
shaped wheeled machine painted with bloody red splotches. 


"For the final match of our first round we have two of the terrors of 
our middle ranked matches: in one corner: SAWDENFREUDE!" 


"And in the other corner, SINGING MACHINE!" 


"Let's see which one will stick around to be a terror for the next 
round, in THREE," "TWO," "ONE," 


"GO!" 


The top of Singing Machine snaps open, showing a horrific set of meat 
grinder blades spinning and ready to crush, making a melody of 
rattling metal and whirring. Cables snap out en masse, reaching for 
Sawdenfreude to pull the bot in. 


Sawdenfreude fights viciously, slicing through most of the cables and 
keeping itself away from the grinders to the best of its ability, 
dragging Singing Machine around and slamming it into walls. Even as 
more and more cables are thrown and try to wrap around it, 
Sawdenfreude fights admirably and cuts one of Singing Machine's 
legs off. 


Then it slams its sawblades into the grinders and the arena explodes 
into smoke and screeching. 


A few tense seconds later, the smoke clears. Sawdenfreude is missing 
its sawblades, cables tense against it as it tries to pull away. Singing 
Machine, on the other hand, it on its last legs - literally, as the entire 
front of the bot was perforated and sliced into. 


They call it in favor of Sawdenfreude. 


Three more matches go on. Lethal Flash versus Sir-Kill-A-Lot, 
Sharkoprion XXV versus Sawdenfeude. 


Sir-Kill-A-Lot rips Lethal Flash to pieces, using one of its scissors as a 
shield in the process. Sharkoprion XXV is similarly demolished as one 
of Sawdenfreud's legs slam into the frame until it dented and stopped 
working - all without using its freshly-replaced sawblades. 


Then comes the final match. "Floating tophat versus box on legs, 
scissors versus sawblades! A winner of tournaments versus a terror of 
casuals!" 


"Who will stand on top?!" 


Heinz huffs, throwing his hands in the air. "Stop talking and count 
down already!" 


Arata and Subarashi laugh, nodding along. "You heard the man folks! 
IN THREE," "TWO," "ONE!" 


"GO!" 


The tophat-shaped robot moves, faster than it did in the other rounds, 
aiming right for one of the joints on Sawdenfreud's saw arms. The 
bulkier bot turns on a dime, one of the legs snapping out in an 
attempt to kick the smaller one away - an attempt that Sir-Kill-A-Lot 
floats over, snapping one of its scissor arms out to try and cut the 
offending leg. This time, Sir-Kill-A-Lot pulls it off, Sawdenfreude 
stumbling as it tries to correct the loss in mass. 


The sawblades desperately slice through the air, but the hat bobs and 
weaves, its singular optic working overtime as it clinically slices 
around Sawdenfreude. Nicks to the legs and diagonal notches in the 
arms, sharp cuts into the durable box 'core', slices shaved off and 
scattered across the arena floor. 


Then, critically, it makes a mistake - moving just a little too far to the 
left. A sawblade arm bashes it, throwing it in the path of the other 
arm, with no chance to course correct. 


In a single stroke, Sir-Kill-A-Lot is cut in half, igniting and exploding 
not even a second later. 


The cheers are deafening. 


He and Heinz stay for a few extra matches, watching away from the 
commentary booth and just... enjoying themselves. 


Amidst it all, the scientist addresses the whole thing. 
"Thanks, Perry the Platypus. I really needed this." 


Perry doesn't stop the small smile on his beak, patting Heinz on the 
back. 


It isn't the first time, and it won't be the last time either. 


--U.A-- 


{Friday, June 3rd, 23XX - 17 Days until Finals Week [June 20th-27th] } 


You're going all over the place now, aren't you? Yesterday it's robot 
fighting for a good six hours with Perry the Platypus, today it's 
LOVEDART - or, well, Compression guy - asking you to come by, 
tomorrow you have that thing with Present Mic, and Sunday's the 
podcast! 


One thing at a time, Heinz. One thing at a time. 


Once school's out for the day, you're activating a portal in your Lab, 
stepping right through and into the BROKEN ECHO! Echo, Echo, 
Cookies, Echo... Wow, it's even broken in your thoughts. Wonder how 
that happens? 


You'll look into that later - later, not now! Now you've been invited for 
something! 


Hurrying through the halls, you rush to one of the few meeting rooms 
on-board - speaking of the halls, they are weirdly empty. There was 
the whole I-Island thing so when they all got messed up and needed a 
place to go, bam! They were all here! Now they're not. Where did the 
guy take them? 


...He's not in the conference room either. "Hellooo~?" You walk in, 
looking around for anything weirdly out of place - oh, there's a note! 


It's coordinates. "Oh, is this a scavenger hunt of something? Please 
don't be a scavenger hunt, I hate those. It all started when-" You 
sandwich your face between your hands, gently slapping your cheeks. 
"No! No monologuing when alone. That way lies madness." 


Without pause, you punch in the coordinates and use the portal 
generator in the BROKEN ECHO and... 


Drop onto the top floor of a skyscraper. Unpainted, but clearly a 
prepared office space. 


All of the team's there, sitting in the office seats out of costume - 
mostly out of costume, the Gentle Criminal guy is wearing his getup 
still. Your own costume is hung up on the biggest seat. 


"Uh... so what's up with all of this?" 


Hand guy - Compress - gestures to the seat next to him - your seat. "I 
worked out how to deal with the scientist problem. Welcome to your 
new corporation: Doofenshmirtz Hero Incorporated." 


A jingle rings out in reply. 


... You're not gonna cry. You are not gonna cry, not because you have 
a new, cross-dimensional branch of your original business that's 
technically legal and might just let you take over a city-aaand you're 
crying and laughing. 


You know what? You earned this cry. You're gonna milk it for all it's 
worth! 


Instead of covering the details of how DHI works, I'm going to claim 
this blob until next LIVE to give an update. 


I've made a Patreon (Link Here), long story short, and I'm still on the 
fence about how I can use that for you guys's benefit. On the 
Patreon page is a poll specifically FOR that - so please give it a look 
and vote on it if you have the time. 


If you'd like to support me, I'd really appreciate it - but I will NEVER 
lock updates or continuations behind a paywall. I'm not going to do 
that to you folks. 


With that out of the way, I'll end LIVE here and come back with an 
edit of this blob with all the DHI business mechanics. 


Take care! 


Ski 


Right, let's talk about how DHI will work. 


Doofenshmirtz Hero Incorporated is a Support Gear and Quality of Life 
Business. This is not limited to Heroics. Survivalist equipment, better 
tech, better anything is on the table here. 


However, there are many, many factions of scientist here, and some 
will want to work on a project more than others. This means that 
focusing too much on specific things - like homelife or Heroic 
Support Gear - will lead to faster burnout from the staff. 


Currently, said staff are Partially Burned Out (-20) for all Heroics- 
oriented technology. All other things are acceptable. The only 
limitation, here, is your imagination - and the hypothetical demand 
for the product. 


The first step here will be determining ideas - keep in mind the 
limitations of these scientists and that they are Not Heinz 
Doofenshmirtz. They cannot work things out in a day or make 
borderline physics-breaking machines the way he does. With that out 
of the way? The floor is yours, Small Laundries. 


IDEAS FOR DHI PROJECTS. — Voting closed — 25 voters 


General Purpose Prosthetics *16/18 
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That's going into Sci-Fi territory outright. 


Initial Ideas flow in en masse, but only some make it through to 
consideration. 


The one with the most interest thus far has been General Purpose 


Prosthetics. The Civilian Prosthetics market has been heavily cornered by 
the Support Gear industry, allowing for these products to be sold 
overpriced for subpar workmanship. If this project is prioritized, that will 
be the case no longer. It will require Two Teams and One Tenth of the 
Budget. 


Immediately in relation to this project, the creation of Quirk Counselling 
Support Gear. These pieces of equipment are less for those interested in 
Heroics and more for those in need of controlling their Quirks. Similarly 
to the prosthetics, the Support Gear market has mostly cornered the 
development of them. It reminds of the publishers Pearson and McGraw 
Hill, for those in the know. It will require Four Teams and One Tenth of 
the Budget. 


Another project of interest is the development of Enhanced Concrete. 
Modern concrete is already a significant improvement versus that of 
centuries past, but there is still much room for better material science. 
This will lead into more construction-oriented projects. It will require 
Two Teams and One Tenth of the Budget. 


Moving from the physical and into the biological, there is interest amidst 
the scientists to start working on life-saving cures that have yet to be 
developed, starting with the Cure for Aids. This will lead into more 
biological-oriented projects. It will require Five Teams and Half of the 
Budget. 


The final project being considered with significant demand is one that'd be 
challenging without a doubt: the creation of a Hydrocarbon-Producing 
Microorganism. Hydrocarbon production - and Metamaterial production 
in general - tends to be slow going and exceedingly expensive. By having a 
means to produce these materials with less hassle and cheaper costs, it can 
pave the way for some truly powerful developments. This will lead into 
more Metamaterial-oriented projects. It will require Five Teams and 
Half of the Budget. 


You have Fifteen Teams of Scientists to work with here. Any leftover 
Teams will work on random projects - though do not expect a guarantee 
of quality from them for doing so. 


Leftover Budget will be Saved. 


Which Projects will be pushed forward? 


Really, you can pick all but one of the 50% ones. — Voting closed 
— 18 voters 


General-Purpose Prosthetics (2 * 15/16 
Teams, 10%) 

Ottirk-C line-S 3 7 15/45 
Teams, 10%) 
-Enhaneed—Gonerete—(2—Feams,——*$ 64 A4- 
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—Aids-Gure-5-Feams;50%)}——______—_—_——————*946- 
LP Mi . a 3/9 
50%) 


Dice: 4d100 
Options: Individual. 
7 2,18,43,79 


Teams12 and 15 14 pushes forwards with a set of designs that 
were once Vaulted - Survivalist and camping equipment that 
was considered a ‘risk allowing Villains to hide anywhere’. They 
will make their case next week, with the overall budget being 
cheaper. 


Team 13 15 attempts to make a Security Gnome. It blows up in a 
cloud of black ash and ceramic fragments. 


Team 14 looks into the viability of Piezoelectric reactors and 


beyond a fascinating research paper, determine that they are 
nonviable. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
4+ 30 = 34 


Dice: 1d100 + 20 
69 + 20 = 89 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
35 + 30 = 65 


The teams working on the General Purpose Prosthetics (GPP) have had 
certain issues with development, especially when they prioritized less 
realistic or 'nonproportional' designs. One Success, will take an additional 
week. 


"Guys, this for people missing an arm or a leg! Not that!" 
"What if they're missing a third leg-?" 
"ALRIGHT, THAT'S A TIME OUT!" 


-An argument in one of the meeting rooms 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
37 + 30 = 67 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
85 + 30 = 115 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
56 + 30 = 86 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
16 + 30 = 46 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
17 + 30 = 47 


Comparatively, the teams working on the Quirk Counselling gear have 
managed to succeed well beyond expectations. Five Successes, Results 
next week. These teams are available for next week. 


"With a few coats of the right resin, we can make these effectively immune 
to fires short of a thousand degrees." 
"Fahrenheit?" 


"Don't you ever use those American units in my presence again, Clarkson, 
or I swear to God you will never see the light of day again." 


-Disagreements in the workroom 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
71+ 30 = 101 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
33 + 30 = 63 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
55 + 30 = 85 


The teams working on better concrete have also made startling progress. 
It's almost like they've done these projects before and are just rehashing 
old work... Three Successes, Results next week. Teams are available for 
the next week. 


"So, I'l give you a thousand Yen if you crack this." 
"That's a miser's bet. Best be ready to pay up!" 


-Moments before [][][] broke two bones in her fingers. It still cracked, 
unfortunately. 
Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
81 + 40 = 121 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
38 + 40 = 78 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
94 + 40 = 134 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
21 + 40 = 61 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
17 + 40 = 57 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
28 + 40 = 68 


Dice: 1d100+ 40 
87 + 40 = 127 


Startlingly, it's the five teams working on the set of cures for HIV, Aids, 
and similar biologically-transmitted diseases that manage to truly blow 
everything else out of the water. This was expected to take several weeks 
before getting anywhere, but it seems that many of the biologists once 
working for I-Island had already worked through the process for these 
cures - only they never were given the opportunity to prove it. The price of 
a too-focused and monopoly-above-all-else business kept them from 


helping where they could have. Ten Successes, Results next week. Teams 
are available for the next week. 


"My friends, I've gathered you here today to celebrate the eradication of 
one of the most pervasive diseases known to man." 


"Shut up, let's PARTY!" 


-Two of many in the seventh-floor breakroom this week. 


Dice: 9d100+ 35 
Options: Individual. 
20,16,79,45,38,50,55,63,4 + 35 = 55,51,114,80,73,85,90,98,39 


TAKE TOP THREE, CHASE CAPSTONE RESEARCH [4/10] -> 
[8/10] 


{Saturday, June 4th, 23XX - 16 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


Even when you wake up the next day, the sheer elation you've gained 
from having your little 'business' given to you, even across 
dimensions, hasn't gone away. Yesterday's memories were still clear 
as day for you. 


You took your time going over everything in that building. The color 
scheme was on point - the purples and greens outside, the blues and 
purples inside, the clean and grey-white labs... you approved of all of 
that. However, the place was really underdefended - at least 
compared to DEI. So, you made note of it and didn't throw a fuss 
because come on they tried really hard! 


The scientists there were already working on all sorts of stuff! 
Honestly, you're willing to be completely hands off with their stuff - 
Compress was clearly doing a great job setting them all up anyway! 
Instead, you'll probably spend some time working out some fresh 


traps to keep people that shouldn't be inside outside... and to keep 
things that need to stay indoors inside. 


Compress made a funny noise when you told him that, but aside from 
that you think that whole thing worked out pretty darn well! 


Today though, you were mostly free. And tonight... you were going 
back onto the radio with Hizashi! That was gonna be fun. 


Most of the day is spent making traps to install in DHI and coming up 
with fanciful Inator designs that you might have a new opportunity 
to implement, but before you know it it's time to get a move on! 


--U.A-- 


[Hizashi Yamada - Voice Hero: Present Mic] 


Yamada will freely admit that he likes Heinz's company. The guy was 
a little all over the place and struggled for conversation at times, 
sure, but it was obvious that underneath all the blustering that he 
knew what he was talking about. More importantly, it was obvious 
he cared about those things, too. He also had a big heart, and 
Yamada could relate to that. 


He can also match his lung capacity and debate as equals, which is 
another huge up that nobody else can really match! 


The last time he brought Heinz onto the podcast, though, several 
crazy things happened, one after the other. I-Island literally sank, 
several simultaneous attacks to the floating seabound city dropping it 
beneath the sea. To say it's both a tragedy and a horrific amount of 
damage to the sea's environment is an understatement. And yet... is 
that Heinz's fault? The topic coming up wasn't exactly the guy's fault, 
nor could he have possibly known the kind of domino effect it 
would've had. 


So, no, he's still excited to have Heinz on - even if it's a little 
mellowed out by reminders of last time. 


When he comes in, he gives the lanky scientist a wide grin. "Good to 
see you back again, Heinz!" 


Heinz gives a small grin right back, a bit more confidence behind the 
man than before. "It's good to be back, myself! Er, does the 'myself 
work there or is that just pretentious?" 


Hizashi laughs, gesturing to the seat. "Let's get this started, alright? 
Same as last time." 


"Alright then! What's on the docket?" 
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[Jiro Kyoka - 1-A Student] 


"Alright! Let's go for something light and easy first. Space, the great 
frontier! A place of near-infinite potential and exploration. How familiar 
with the Milky Way Galaxy?" 


"I'd like to think I'm at least well-read on astronomy. Why?" 
"What's your favorite type of star?" 


"Oooh, that's a good question! Hmm... maybe a pulsar - mostly because I 
like the color white. And it reminds me of my own creaky back! Ahahah - 
ahh." 


Present Mic whistles. "Yeesh, that's gotta be rough in the morning. But 
why not a white dwarf if your main thing is the color? Pulsars tend to 
have a tint of blue, don't they?" 


"Oh yeah, I also really like white dwarves, but I like the patterns pulsars 
have!" 


She was a bigger fan of the binary stars - when two of them spun 
around each other. It was like they were dancing. 


"Those pulsars do have some crazy patterns - real lightshows despite being 
so old. But I gotta go for our classic old yellow stars - the G-type ones. 
They keep us alive and warm, so I can't see them being beat!" 


"Oh come on, you just like the color yellow!" 
"I do, I do - but can you blame me?" 


"Sure I can! It's bright and garish most of the time-" 


She turns it off as soon as they get too loud, switching to another 
channel. 


--U.A-- 


[Shirakumo Oboro] 


He tunes in to listen to his friend's words a little later than usual - 
therapy had taken longer today. 


"-oah woah woah, you can't just call my taste in color bad and get away 
with it!" 


"I can and I did! White's timeless!" 

Oboro can agree with that. 

"That sounds like what a Villain would say!" 

"Yeah, and? They're people - they have opinions too, you know!" 
"You know I don't mean it like that, Heinz." 

"... Yeah, I do. But it does remind me of something." 

"Oh? What might that be?" 


"A lot of people just... toss everyone who breaks the law under that whole 
'Villain' moniker. There's gotta be some kind of clearer classification than 
that! Criminal, Villain, Vigilante, Super Villain-" 


Super Villain? 
"Super Villain?" 


"Like-okay, so this isn't really a thing here from what I know, but a Super 
Villain is basically someone that does the whole routine of EVIL without 
the actual, you know, aim for destruction? They're basically very good 
method actors that commit crime while acting." 


"So the whole thing is just a bit to them?" 


"Matters the Super Villain, but some would agree with that, yeah! They 
find the presentation real important, but winning or anything like that isn't 
really important. Anyway! Criminals kinda just commit crimes, I get that 
much. Villains do it with Quirks, which okay, but why the differentiation 
there?" 


"Because Quirk use in the act of a crime is a separate, more severe 
charge." 


"But is that really, uh, fair?" 

Now this is interesting. 

"Fair? Are you saying you think it's unjust?" 
"Well, yeah." 


"Why? I don't exactly disagree, but I'd love to hear your logic here." 


[All For One. ] 


"First of all, a Quirk is nothing but a fancy tool. Sure, it's a biological tool 
attached to you, but it's still just that - a tool. A guy with a flamethrower 
is just as dangerous as a guy that can spew fire from his hands. A lady 
with a gun is just as dangerous as someone that can spew out metal balls 
real fast. Body armor is the same as being naturally more durable." 


He's right, really. Quirks are tools. More effective and dangerous than 
traditional ones, sure, but that does not necessarily mean that Quirks 
can beat technology. 


It's something that he's considered over the years - though he's for the 
most part kept ahead in that metaphorical race. 


Doofenshmirtz continues on. "But the crimes aren't considered the same 
- both in the court and with the general opinion of the people. That's not 
really..." 


"Just?" 


"Not only that, but, ack, what's the word? Comprehensive! There we go, 
it's not really comprehensive. You have a bunch of grey areas because of 
that. For example, Heteromorphic Quirks are basically always active - 
they can't just not use them. That's the same as saying someone being 
stronger than average should net them a harsher sentence and public 
hate!" 


"It's certainly a concern in our modern time, I can't argue that. But could 
you really compare Quirks to tools? Tools require interfacing and tend to 
need more practice than something you're born with. Is it fair to treat 
them the same way?" 


"Of course it's the same! Experience with a tool or weapon or whatever 
doesn't change it from being what it is. A biological gun is still a gun. A 
biological flamethrower is still a flamethrower. A biological knife is still a 
knife. Biological armor is still armor. It doesn't matter if it's more effective 
or not!" 


Good answer. 


"I can't help but agree! It's a travesty how frequently Quirk Use charges 
are added to cases where it truly isn't deserving - and the disparity 
between ‘Assault with a Weapon' and ‘Assault with a Quirk' - despite the 
similarities. However, change doesn't come easy, and there's a storied 
history to the origins of the explicit criminalization of Quirks." 


Which they did because of Quirkism. 


"If I remember right, that happened back in the early to mid 21st century - 
like I was talking about in the podcast - ‘cause there was a lot of Quirkism 
that grew into civil war." 


See? Doofenshmirtz gets it. 


"Yeah, but much of those laws have been repealed - only a handful 
remain. I'm not saying they should remain! I'm saying that modern 
liberties leave us much better off than we could be. Still, the lawmakers 
should do more. It's just not something Put Your Hands Up Radio tends to 
cover. We usually keep it a lot more chill and apolitical." 


"That's... fair. I just find it stupid, you know? Nobody thinks it's a good 
idea except people that profit from it - and there's only one reason why 
politicians wouldn't. For profit!" 


"I feel like that's saying a little too much." 

"Eh? No it isn't! I'm being just as fair as they are with their laws!" 
",..I think we'll move on." 

"Now LISTEN HERE-" 


All For One leans back, listening to the arguments with a grin. 
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{Saturday, June 4th, 23XX - 16 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


[All For One. ] 
The sunrise is a beautiful thing. 


He's lived on this earth for over two hundred and fifty years. For 
most of that life, he could watch the sun and moon and stars without 
issue. He never really saw much of a reason to, however - because he 
could see his own little galaxy in his body and mind, one of Quirks 
instead of celestial bodies. 


Half a decade of blindness made him reconsider. 


Food, drink, smell, and sound have been something he'd grown a 
taste for over the years, and they'd never been taken away from him - 
even while his nose was mostly ruined. Admittedly, he did have a 
taste for art, so saying he wasn't one for beauty would be a lie. 


But anyone can make art. Quirks are proof of that, in a sense of the 
word. Stars cannot be made by man, not in any reasonable 
timeframe. They are works of millennia. Works of eons. 


So he enjoyed a private meal made by a hired chef, quiet music 
playing as he watches the sun rise instead of looking over the better- 
than-ever financial reports on his table. 


He will see about getting One For All back. He probably can only 
barely handle its power, and All Might must've given it to the next 
user. It cannot be someone who had a Quirk, who had power 
beforehand - the aging would've already been obvious in photographs 
taken. Only one student matched the bill, fitting in nicely when the 
blond oaf went to 'teach'. 


Midoriya Izuku is the Ninth Holder. A once-Quirkless child that 
undoubtedly faced hell for most of his life before being given a 
chance under the pressure and gaze of 'The Number One’. The only 
question is how he would take One For All from him. 


Pressuring him will not work - the boy went through a crucible of 
suffering. Payment or Bribery wouldn't, either; his family is well-off, 
and he clearly cares about heroism. Kidnapping might be on the 
table, but the kid lives at U.A. - so that isn't on the table until he 


decides to go elsewhere. 


He'll do it when the kid least expects it, then. No reason to do it now, 
better to hold off and play dead. He's got all the time in the world, 
now. 


Instead, he's gonna spend the next few decades having fun. Enjoying 
the fruits of his labor, keeping who he is and what he's up to entirely 
under wraps except for being a successful businessman. Maybe 
twenty or thirty years from now, he'll kidnap them from their own 
home and torment them to giving up the Quirk. Or just rip it out by 
making him a rudimentary Nomu - he still had the machinery and 
knew the process, and that was enough to remove his will to give up 
the Quirk. 


For now, he had a meal to finish, reports to wrap up, a meeting or 
two to attend - then a podcast to record. 


--U.A-- 


[Aizawa Shota - Erasure Hero: Eraser Head] 
There's another episode. 


Another episode of history and life-shattering revelations that he's 
really not sure he wants to listen to before he goes onto patrol. 


With a sigh, he puts it on. 


"Welcome everyone, to the second episode of Demon and Doctor! I am 
your host, Hitsuji Urufu, and with me is Doctor Heinz Doofenshmirtz!" 


"Still happy to be here!" 
"I think we both are, Heinz. I think we both are." 


"Huh. You know, that's fair. You think I should say something else when I 
start?" 


"That's up to you. I'm just letting the audience know that neither of us are 
unhappy to be here." 


"Oooh, gotcha. Right, so what're we talking about today?" 


"I was thinking about continuing on with the War - or at least, its 
immediate causes beyond the civil unrest. Like we talked about last time, 
Japan went into a hyper-conservative isolation and attempted to remove 
all of their population that possessed Meta Abilities. But that's not what 
every country did, not by a long shot." 


"Like the United States." 


"Hah! No, they collapsed because of political strife, not because of Meta 
Ability hatred." 


"I can see it. It's probably the only reason the states are mostly intact!" 


"You got that right. If they fought themselves in the name of Quirk Rights, 
we'd have lost a continent altogether." 


They're probably right. The power of Quirks across a population three 
times as large as Japan's with far fewer laws surrounding them? A 
nightmare scenario. 


"IT mean, I honestly would've thought the US would've just..." 
"Lashed out with civil right issues?" 


"Yeah. They had it bad in the late 1900s and early 2000s. Racism, 
Sexuality issues, just - hate and love side by side. The land of the Free 
meant freedom to hate what others love, yeah sure, but it's just common 
sense to keep that kind of stuff to yourself." 


Shota bites back a chuckle. He knew that lesson a little too well. 


"...I'm a little lost on what you're talking about, actually. My memory is 
mostly Asia and somewhat Europe-focused on these topics, so you'll have 
to fill me in here." 


Doof-San sighs. "Look. The United States had some... bad things going 
on. They claimed to be good for everyone - that your skin and gender and 
partner preference didn't matter. But in their old laws, people were being 
treated differently for those very things. There were in-built biases, habits 
of segregation and poorer funding that were done no matter what. It was 
wrong! It was stupid! But that didn't stop them, did it?! No, no it didn't." 


"That's only skin color, though." 
"Oh don't you worry - I'm getting to that. Do you know what HIV is?" 


"Vaguely. I know it tends to come from biological fluids, but beyond that I 
know little." 


"HIV is short for Human Immunodeficiency Virus. It causes your body's 
immune system to fail, meaning just about anything that gets you sick can 
kill you. It does come from biological fluids - but it's usually considered 
an STD due to how it mostly comes from, uh... intercourse. There was a 
huge, huge pandemic of it in the United States in the 1900s, specifically 
the seventies onward. But a lot of people simply didn't care - they blamed 
those who wanted to love each other instead of seeing it as a tragedy. 
They didn't care that they struggled with something they couldn't control, 
they just... wanted to see them hurt because they were different." 


"That sounds awfully like Quirkism." 
...It really does. 


"And it effectively was, just for a different reason. Some people just hate 
things they don't understand, I think? I don't know, honestly. I have things 
I hate, and with how old you are I'm sure you have things you hate!" 


"I plead the fifth." 
"In Japan?" 
"Yep. " 


"You know what? Fair play! Alright, moving on from the super depressing 
stuff of hatred and stupid decision making before I get all ranty." 


"Yes, let's. The main reason the US didn't collapse like that is because, 


well, everyone was getting Quirks. So they just moved on like nothing 
happened, putting new laws in place to standardize it before throwing 
several billions at both genetics and military research. At the same time 
though, existing political issues led to things simply collapsing inwards." 


"Great. Political actors doing stupid things. That's just a universal constant 
for history, isn't it?" 


"No, actually. Korea handled it fairly well on the political level. But the 
culture clash caused civil unrest in spite of the intelligent policies set in 
place." 


"Oh? What happened?" 


[Bakugo Katsuki - 1-A Student] 


"Well, the government basically made it clear that having a Quirk didn't 
make them inhuman - and with that definition, and the growing 
population of them, made it clear that it was probably not gonna go away. 
The people, however, thought that was too accepting. So things went 
poorly fast." 


"For... both Koreas?" 


"Ack, I knew I was forgetting something! No, South Korea specifically. 
North Korea collapsed in on itself in short order. They'd been dealing with 
supply issues since the 2020s, and China shattering apart didn't help. Too 
little manpower and too much resource concentration had Kim Jong-un 
killed by his own armies. Then South Korea subsumed the land and 
became Korea once again." 


That's a pretty damn important factor. People don't like a change of 
government - no shit the unrest was there and a big deal. 


"Okay, so both populations had to deal with each other and then just, 
what, banded together against people with Quirks?" 


"Effectively, yes. The Korean government did their absolute best and 
people still hated it, so protests formed and the country nearly split into 
two again. Which led to a very similar state that Japan had - warlords. 


But fascinatingly, these weren't formed by the people, but by Korea's own 
government!" 


"WHAT?! I'm sorry, you didn't just say that!" 


"Ah, but I did. But I'm also embellishing here, so let me explain. Korea 
decided to... tch, what's the word for politicians moving electoral 
boundaries?" 


"Well, I'm pretty sure the English word for that is Gerrymandering, but I 
don't know how to say that in Japanese." 


"Doesn't matter. Point is, Korea did something like that and split the 
entirety of their country into twenty-six Districts using the English 
alphabet, A through Z. The capital of the country was moved to the center 
of it, where the border once was held between the two disparate countries. 
This was done as a sign of unity - and for easy access to the militarized 
garrisons. Easy to maintain order when you have all those soldiers lying 
around." 


"And they just built a city atop that borderline? Do you have any idea 
how much infrastructure is involved in making a city from scratch?!" 


"I know enough. It took them years, but it kept people paid and helped 
reconnect both countries. It was, in fact, a success. The effective 
terraforming of the rest of the country into a self-sustained region was... 
less so." 


"So they united, then became isolationist again? To the point where they 
wanted to have no need to any kind of trade?" 


"More or less." 
"Was that... was that the people's fault?" 


"Yep. The people wanted to keep others out - which included kicking out 
the United States support, which they surprisingly obliged with given 
everything that was happening on their own soil - and keep their own in. 
Borderline cultish behavior from them at the time, but it's probably why 
their country is still around today." 


...It does sound cultish, actually. Was it an early Quirk that kept 


everyone together? Or was it something else? Realistically, he's never 
heard of any fuckin' large-scale mind control Quirk before - not large 
enough to control a whole damn country. 


"I wonder how much their new culture deviated from their old culture." 


"Quite significantly. Since their initial isolation, The Country of Korea has 
retained their Districts - but the country itself looks like it came out of a 
cyberpunk film. It's also gained a caste system of sorts, and is just as 
dystopian as the films it looks like." 


"Huh. Not sure if that's the better option, honestly." 


"I disagree. If the government is made to see reason, the worst of it could 
probably be undone. It'll take time, sure, but that's millions of people kept 
alive rather than dead from pointless conflicts." 


But they have a fucking reason to fight, old asshole! Their liberties 
were at stake! 


"I guess? If everything else is going wrong and the rest of the world kind 
of... breaks, I can sorta see why people would accept a bad life instead of, 
yknow, no life. But I lived in the US for a while and uh, I don't see 
anyone over there accepting any of that." 


"Pfft, no, they'd probably gun down the president with the army cheering 
them on!" 


"Speaking of which, guns. You'd think they would've evolved alongside 
Quirks, but I still see Colt M1911s being sold as 'new' which really either 
says a lot about weapon development or about they guy that invented 
them. What's his name, John something-" 


"-I think you mean John Moses Browning?" 
"Yeah, him! How did you know that name?" 
"I had a bit of a phase." 

"A gun phase?" 


"... Yes, let's call it that. I could show you some after we're done here, if 


you'd like." 


"Only if I can take pictures - I know a guy that'd love to see what you 
got!" 


"Fine by me. Now, let's get back on track. Africa fell back into Warlord 
behavior after support and supplies ran thin given how everywhere else 
was reacting. Do you want to get into that or-?" 


"Why not Europe first? Africa, even before all of this, was always a place 
of... conflict. Like you said, fell right back in! But uh, I'm not saying that's 
the case across the country, just that a lot of central Africa had issues for 
a while that came from British colonialism." 


"Those people really put their hands all over the world, once upon a time." 


"Well, yeah. There's a reason why people used to say that 'The Sun never 
sets on the British Empire’. Well, jokes on them, because it did!" 


"Everyone that said that is already dead, Heinz." 
"Yeah, and?" 


"... Touche. Moving on, Europe. Let's talk about the Scottish Rebellion and 
move from there." 


"I'm sorry the Scottish what-" 


He groans as the commercial cuts in. 


[Sako Atsuhiro - Mr. Compress] 


He sighs as they come off of commercial, listening as he looks over 
progress reports from the various teams. 


"And were back!" 


"Wait, are you telling me that I've been yelling for the past five minutes for 
nothing?!" 


"I'd say no because that rant is going to be behind paywall." 


"We have a subscription service now? Ugh." 


"It's not for the episodes themselves, Heinz, but instead for optional bits 
that get cut out. Is that really unreasonable?" 


"Well, no, but subscriptions suck." 


"We can talk about this later - let's get back on track, alright? The Scottish 
Rebellion is actually fairly well known in the modern day, if only because 
the Scots, Irish, and Welsh don't want their actions to be forgotten. Now, 
for those unfamiliar, all three of those countries - Scotland, Ireland, and 
Wales - all have a rather bloody history with British. The British 
specifically were rather harsh with them for the centuries leading up to the 
First World War." 


"Like the famines and plagues they didn't really help with." 
"Let's not get into that again, alright?" 
"Fine, fine. Invite me on and not let me talk, why don't you." 


"You are talking, though! Just not about that specifically. It's only 
tangentially relevant to the main point here. What is important is that the 
three countries had problems with Britain. Add that in with the slow 
dissolution of the European Union, the three banded together to get their 
pound of flesh in the 2050s. Scotland was considered the leading country 
of the three, with Wales acting more as a space for Ireland to act from 
rather than an active military power. Great Britain was undeniably a 
powerhouse within the early 21st century, but as time passed and chaos 
grew from consecutive country-wide collapses across the globe, they lost 
much of it to try and quell their own populace. They never expected the 
attacks, and with two separate angles of attack and the rapid takeover, 
Great Britain was removed from the map, and The United Kingdom was 
reformed through bloodshed." 


"Yeah, but I don't think the British would just roll over and take it, right?" 


"You'd be right. There were protests and infighting, disagreements and 
violence. But Great Britain is still gone, and the main languages across the 
region are Scots and Welsh, not English. The three countries have 
remained a united block and are probably the most stable set of countries 


you could live in now. Go back a century, however..." 
"And it'd be war." 


"Not just war, but constant strife from the populace and from neighboring 
countries trying to capitalize. It was probably one of the bloodiest regions 
in the world - worse than Japan, worse than Africa, worse than 
everywhere else. But France blew up and became two different countries-" 


"Otheon and Klayd, right?" 


"-right, Germany got subsumed into the two after attempting to take over 
what was once France, Belgium facing the same fate, Switzerland was 
surprisingly left intact before falling into conflict due to the formation of 
Humarise, Norway, Sweden, and Denmark formed the Coalition of 
Scandanavia, or as they call it, Skandinavia-Justeringen-" 


"The... Scandinavian Alignment?" 
"You speak Norwegian?" 
"I speak a lot of languages!" 


"Fair enough. But yes, they basically became their own Union-state similar 
to that of the European Union but with a standardization that reminds of 
the United States. If you want the region with the least land-bound 
conflict, it's there." 


"I don't like that you're specifying land-bound there. Ugh, don't tell me 
we're dealing with Pirates again!" 


"Unfortunately for you, yes we are! There's a reason that Europe remained 
relatively uncontested via sea - and it's because of these three countries 
building an absolutely stunning fleet of ships to stonewall any advances. 
They didn't claim land with it or take over, just provided security in 
exchange for being left alone - and for resources, from time to time." 


"The price of safety from jpirates'?" 


"Both from their ships and from actual pirates, yes. Piracy was 
surprisingly rampant and alive, even up until the late 2200s. Quite a few 
records on it exist, and there is a truly fascinating amount of history to be 


found on how piracy developed following the vast majority of societal 
collapse. I'll see if we can't add a link to the description for it." 


"Sounds pretty neat! I might read up on it later." 
"I think youll enjoy it." 


He cuts it there, sighing as yet another email comes in about the 
Prosthetics department. "I am not allowed to Compress any of them. I 
am an upstanding citizen running a company for a madman, but I am 
not allowed to Compress any of them." 


Chapter 18: ...FINALS STILL APPROACH! MENACINGLY. 


I made a Patreon! Take a look: https://www.patreon.com/Skibro836 


And Discord Link: https://discord.gg/ Vw2BD6 Wnya 


...Quick Note before you begin reading. 


I like chatting with y'all, but Please. This is a Teen Rated Quest, so no 
Lewd, no NSFW, none of that and no racially or politically charged shit. 
You will be bonked with the hammer for asking to post it, I've had enough 
people fail to read WoG and the Tags to spend any more time or sanity 
correcting it. 


Be respectful, that's all I ask. Thank you for Reading, and without further 
ado..! 


TOP SIX. — Voting closed — 29 voters 


It's been a while. Make an Inator! *9/13 
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the curve’? Hm. 

SCHEMES. 

followed, and you're not so sure 

it's nice any more. 
—-(MOONBASE)-It's-done—and-new—_—_—"——— #4 7/22- 
you can flaunt it to some friends! 

Maybe. You're not actually sure 

what you'll do with it right now. 

Maybe a vacation spot? 


—(Charlene~Sorta-Social) Honestly, 14718- 
you're doing this for Mei's sake 

more than anything. 
—Aizawa/Yamada/Shirakume—————_————————-k6/7- 
Social) You're being dragged off 

for drinks. Neat! 
—Neztt/Power——hoader——Soeial—_————*5- 
You're being brought in to help 

improve school defenses. You're, 

uh, not sure why they're asking 

now and not, you know, after the 

break in? 


LIGHTNING. — Voting closed — 12 voters 


INATOR! *4/6 
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Last-second votes? From unverified? IN MY DOOFQUEST? 


SCHEMES IT IS. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
87 + 30 = 117 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
71 + 30 = 101 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
38 + 30 = 68 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
35 + 30 = 65 


QUIRK GENOME CAPSTONE COMPLETE! 


Chase has served his purpose. BIG LAB IS NO LONGER DOOF'S 
PROBLEM DUE TO NEZU GETTING NEW PEOPLE ON BOARD. 


ALL THAT DOOF HAS FOR RESEARCH NOW... IS DOOFENSHMIRTZ 
HERO INCORPORATED! 


TOP THREE for the larger focus. — Voting closed — 21 voters 


MOONBASE * 10/14 
—NEZU/APE SOCAL * 9A 
—CHARLENTIN-*6/6-- 
t+A++43- oH - 
SCHEME 78- 


TOP OPTION ONLY! DOOF'S PERSONAL PROJECT. — Voting closed 


— 22 voters 


Find this Universe's *11/15 
Doofenshimrtzes (??? Weeks) 
[REDACTED] 


—Under-erust—Base—(2—_Weeks}—__________#6/9-- 
[Secretive Vs Moonbase, _ but 

slower to grow due to a need of 

digging out space] 

SCHEME! 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
57 + 140 = 197 


Dice: 1d100 + 240 
6 + 240 = 246 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
14 + 140 = 154 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
56 + 140 = 196 


Dice: 1d100+ 140 
40 + 140 = 180 


FOR NEXT LIVE - I need Doof Schemes. Gimme. (NO INVENTING 


INATORS. Should've made some for it before picking this.) — 
Voting closed — 144 voters 


Troll the HSPC. How? I dunno, but * 13/14 

it'd be funny to prank em. 
Baking —Soda—-Voleano—Smear————-#43/19- 

Campaign 
—QOM-NOTE-FThe-Here-Gommission,g—-——__# 35/48 

the MLA, and Overhaul are the 

biggest targets. GIVE ME IDEAS 

ON HOW DOOF WILL MESS WITH 

THEM. *Keep it within the realm 

of the law for the best results. 

from home. 
-Replace—alt-of—Overhatt's—trig ger -————————#197/23- 

shipments with ketchup 
—Orchestrate—a—smear—campaign—————————*42/49- 

against the MLA. You haven't 

messed with the quirk nazis in a 

bit, and you want to rectify that. 

the city or residents legally buy 

mechanical heroes, the HPSC can't 

stop them. 


Put up a big sign pointing out *6/7 
their exact location and all their 

crimes down to stealing extra 

napkins at restaurants, and let the 

Pro Heroes sort it out 


HSPC and then withdraw it right 

before they process it 
—Haek-—inte—the-HSP€—and—update————______k7/8- 

their antivirus software to 

something that actually works. 
—Perform—a—spentaneotts—musieat ke 4/6- 

number on Re-Destro's front step 

they click it, they deserve what 

they get 


unleash them upon the HPSC HQ. 
Have the results livestreamed via a 
number of drones. 

4 on the side. Use Quirked 
Genome to give 1 super speed, 2 
some flavor of phasing, and 4 the 
ability to teleport. 

2 


parking lots. Nobody will be safe. 
Every vehicle will be in a different 
place at the end of the day than 
they parked in. 

p | ewe 
update wikipedia in real time 

Invalid. 


unique alloys found ONLY in specific 
denominations of Yen, Doofenschmirtz 
will be able to control ALL laundromats 
in the TRI-STA-er, TRI-PREFECTURE 


AREA! 
Not the Inator vote. 

(Taken from Evil Plans) THE EVIL eee 
SCHEME TO HELP STUDENTS WHO 
LEARN DIFFERENTLY TO MAKE GREAT 
STRIDES IN THEIR SCIENTIFIC 
EDUCATION: For Students who watch X 
Videos/Episodes of Vetted And Approved 
Science Shows/Channels, They Receive 
[THUNDER CRACKLES] EXTRA CREDIT! 
Said shows/channels would be things like 
subtitled OG Bill Nye and the Myth 
Busters. Try to see if there's something 
Local for the Students to watch as well, to 
support SCIENCE, but otherwise dig up 
shows in the Ist Dimension that would 
have been lost in the 2nd Dimension and 
make them available for students to 
watch for Extra Credit. It helps the less 
Book Smart but still Trying/Enthusiastic 
Students to Learn as well as Pass the 
class. It also allows students that don't 
feel comfortable asking for help an out to 
attempt to learn the information again 
while rationalizing it as "Extra Credit." 
This is not for Doof the Teacher. 

The_Mi : ; | Wa 
printed/written text backwards, use it to 
greatly inconvenience the HSPC. 

Not the Inator vote. That was an option 
for you that you didn't vote for. 

You have decided that the costumes of eee 
this day and age are a little...bland. Now, 
with the High-Fashioninator, you shall be 
able to turn all costumed crooks and 
heroic hairdos into the PERFECTLY 
IMPRACTICAL fashion statements that 
you, in your professional opinion~ feel 
they should be. After all, Style is what 
puts the Super in Super-Hero/-Villain! 
Not the Inator vote. 

—Tranlata-nator it translates all of the hero eee 
commissions paper work into (roll for 
each 10%) xxx language. inconveniencing 
and ruining thousands of work hours. 
[also might fuck with data storage on 
some high end computers totally an 
accident of course] 


No Inators, wrong Vote for that. 


president of the HPSC and deliver a rant 
printed in your patented mind control 
font 

Nezu has it, and Doof wouldn't do that. 


I'm Feeling under the weather at the moment - so, One or the 
Other. — Voting closed — 87 voters 


Shorter Live TODAY 0 
-tonger-Live SATURDAYPW__—\*75787- 


Right, let's try this one more time, with a bit more clarity and detail 
for those that weren't in chat. 


OPTION A: MAKE AN INATOR! 


-Make an Inator to do something, to have for some larger SCHEME 
perhaps. This will lower Doof's stress levels and keep him happy. 
Doof is currently Slightly Stressed (-10). 


OPTION B: BEGIN A SCHEME 


-A multi-week project based on the whims of chat. Due to Doof's 
position as a public figure, legality or obfuscation of origin are 
necessary to pull this off well. ALL Inators used must be prepared and 
not re-used more than once. 


Pick. — Voting closed — 20 voters 


INATOR! *12/15 
—S€HEMEds]--_H-,)},-,__—_+_{]_]!_—+#+{_———3f5-— 


INATOR DUMP LIST - Ideas for folks to bounce off of and for 
followup voting. — Voting closed — 13 voters 


BEHOLD, The Bulk-Up-Inator! You *6/7 
see, being surrounded by so many 
people with rippling muscles has 
left me a little envious. I know, I 
know, beauty in the eye of the 
beholder, or whatever, but come 
on! So I decided to do something 
about it! But uh... it's actually only 
good with exercise and I tend to 
forget to use it for that. I use for 
hanging laundry, now. 

QM NOTE - Reminder that the 3/4. 
Inators Topic Thread is still a 
thing; it's in the top right of the 
website, now under 'COMMENTS' 
but above 'CHAT'. 
his mapping of the quirk genome. 
What better time than now to 
create an Inator to show your 
newfound mastery. Allows you to 
focus anyone's quirk with a single 
blast! (IE, focus on endurance, 


power, etc) 
Deushectechtied AKA] 1 
Anything-Inator!: A little 


attachment for both guns and 

Inators alike that lets them, you 

know, hit ANYTHING! 

—Fhe-RE-BONE-NATORF had-ne——______-k678-- 
idea something like this would be 

useful for medical purposes. I just 

really don't like boneless chicken 

wings, and for some reason they 

were always cheaper at the local 

grocery store." 

-franlata-nator—it—translates—all——_ M—______+}+- 


paperwork into (roll for each 

10%) XXX language. 

inconveniencing and ruining 

thousands of work hours. [also 

might fuck with data storage on 

some high end computers totally 

an accident of course] 
—Behotd——the—Afro-inater it M\_———____—*t- 
accelerates the hair growth of the 

individual creating an Afro in 

whoever is shot with it in a matter 

of seconds! 
—Fhe—Brink-Inator;—Makes—EVIt-—+_—__—*”6 
Drinks, namely by not paying the 

company who own the drink 

patents in the first place! 

—-Fhe Rock-Inator:-So,-you-know-the—H_—————————_++- 
saying of monkeys throwing 

rocks? Well, this is a rock, with a 

cannon on it that fires monkeys! 

Well, that was the first draft, then 

I realized, wait, I'm a monkey! So 

now instead it's a really big 

slingshot that fires rocks! Sure, it's 

not the most _ technologically 

advance, but going back to basics 

sometimes is important! 
—Fhe—NOFT-PHARMAEGEIST-INAFOR—+__—_———————_____———k-4/6-- 
Makes everyone hit wear a lab 

coat and being seen’ as 

pharmacists! 

Perry the Platypus, long ago, 

donuts were some one of the few 

small comforts afforded me in my 

childhood. Even if if my brother 

had upstaged me, the parties 

thrown in his honor always made 

sure to cater the delicious fried 

comfort food. But then it dawned 


on me... The holes. Even the full 
tastiness of the donut was being 
denied! A-and sure, later on I 
learned that it's because they 
make those nice little donut hole 
treats, but really those aren't quite 
filling enough if you have two, but 
if you eat like three, it's just too 
much, a-and it's just not great. 
Anyways, my Hole-fill-in-inator 
can fill in any hole it's pointed at, 
by replicating and _ displacing 
matter in an adjustable radius 
around the target! A quarry would 
be filled with dirt and the material 
being mined! Trashcans would be 
filled with, uh, trashbags and can! 
And most importantly, donuts will 
be filled with donut! 
MWAHAHAHAHA! 


Deploys a 70s soundtrack and 
Dance Floor anywhere. 
comprehensive description of someones 
quirk including things that even the user 
might not know and also gives a 
flowchart of possible quirk evolutions 
and triggers for them 

Doof's Inators are not Scanners. 


{Monday, June 6th, 23XX - 14 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


Today was gonna start off with a bang! ...Not like a gun bang but 
more like with pizzazz and pomp. Y'know, 'pomp' is such a weird 
word when you think about it. It sounds pretty silly when you say it 
but it's a pretty intense word - 'a show of magnificence’ or something 
like that. Like, like the word splendor sounds serious and means the 
same thing, so what gives, English? 


...Now that morning 'bang' is tarnished. Great going, linguistics. 
Really had to come swinging first thing at dawn, huh? Well you know 
what? You're gonna keep going with a bang anyway! 


Your classtime is free period for study and presenting projects at this 
point so unless students are coming up to ask questions, you'll be free 
to do whatever you really want. Sure, you'll be stuck in the classroom, 
but that was kind of par for the course with this whole thing. It's still 
useful planning time, and you're gonna make the most of what you 
got. 


It's been a while, and you have been really wanting to scratch that 
Inator-making itch. 


Already, you have a few ideas! 


Like, get this! Back at the Tri-State Area, they had these amazing 
chicken wings. You don't really feel like going back there just for 
those wings though, so you go out and buy wings here which are 
even better than your regular wings! Except... they're boneless. How 
are you supposed to eat boneless wings?! You shudder when you 
imagine the blobby chickens - yeah yeah you know it's not made like 
that, but come on just imagine it for a second. Blobby chicken, no 
bones except for the skull and tiny claws. That's not a life. So, you're 
gonna fix that - and give the boneless chicken wings their rightful 
wing bones! 


Or there's this little thing! Patents, oh how you HATE dealing with 
those! So many patents and annoying laws for each and every one. 
It's especially absurd when it comes to just wanting to make a drink 
with the original recipe! 'Oh, this company won't let you do that, 
they'll sue' or ‘wait, that's the secret formula, you can't have it' BLAH 
BLAH BLAH. You won't stand for it! You're gonna make it so 
NOBODY can stop your drink-making by making an Inator to take all 
of those recipes and make them. On demand! Doesn't matter if it's out 
of stock, no longer in stores, whatever - it'll do it and it'll taste just 
like their originals! ...Cocaine? What does that have to do with 
anything? 


Oh oh, and THEN there's this one thing that's gotten to you since 
you've gotten over here. Most of the people at the school are built! 
Like, not house built but muscle built. You know, like Arnold 
Schwarzenegger or Squirrel Girl or-or Captain America (Or ROGER) - 
peak physique. You're not the most physically active - or physically 
attractive. There's little anyone can really do to change your mind 
sans maybe Charlene, but you don't find yourself the best-looking 
guy. So you've been a little envious of the healthy and strong bodies - 
and want to get one yourself. You're certainly not going to steal that 
from students, so you'll need to make something that just helps bulk 
you up! Just enough to be in good - or at least better - health, or 
maybe more? 


These are the thoughts that swirl in your head throughout class until 
you return to your office, sticking to the hours and beginning 
prototyping in the suddenly cramped-feeling space before you rush 
back to your Big Lab to get to work. 


Top 1. — Voting closed — 16 voters 
RE-BONE INATOR *11/12 


~EVIL-DRINK-INATOR 6/7 
-BULKUPINATOR 5/5 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 150 
89 + 150 = 239 


Dice: 1d100+ 150 
36 + 150 = 186 


Dice: 1d100+ 150 
16 + 150 = 166 


You work away at it for a good seven-ish hours, then test it on some 
takeout with SUCCESS! 


Those chicken wings are gone in half an hour, sure, but it's a small 
price for progress. You'll remember their flavor - err, their sacrifice - 
properly! ...Until you want some again, probably. Eh, problem solved 


anyway! 


With a good night text to your daughter and ex - and a curse to Perry 
the Platypus - you head to bed, satisfied and fulfilled in mind, belly, 
and heart. 


--U.A-- 


{Tuesday, June 7th, 23XX - 13 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


[Sako Atsuhiro - Mr. Compress - CFO and COO of DHT] 


Warily, he looks to the assorted team leads. It's the afternoon, he's 
had his morning coffee and time to mentally prepare himself. "... 
Alright, let's get this meeting over with. What have you all got for 
me?" 


The two heads of the Biomechanics Department stand as one, glaring 
at each other before Atsuhiro's sigh makes one of them sit down. 
"We've had... difficulties with having the general-use prosthetics 
completed and rolled out for public testing due to unruly teams. They 
have been reprimanded accordingly. We will need only one more 
week to complete what we've come up with." 


He gives them a nod, one Biomechanics project head switching for 
the other. "On the other hand, we've had some extraordinary success 
developing tools for students curious about their own Quirks. We 
believe you will be more than satisfied with our work - as will Doof- 
Sama." 


...Atsuhiro will keep to himself that the damned madman thought it 
could use less colors - they were for children, making them toylike 
helped ward off fear of use and the utilitarianism so many-calm it. 


"I believe he will be. Your written report had some questionable 
additions, however. An adult line of tools for Quirk use? The law 
might consider that too far and strike it down in its infancy." 


"Sako-Sama, I understand there are risks. But Japan's rules are... 
stifling. We may be able to use the growing Hearts and Minds party in 
Parliament alongside Doof-Sama's own public standing to ease these 
restrictions, or to allow for testing and control sites to help those in 
need." 


He hesitates, thinking it over briefly before tabling the idea for later. 
"Your input will be kept in mind. Anything else not in the report?" 


"No, Sako-Sama." 
"Then we will move on. Materials?" 


An old European man stands up, salt-and-pepper mustache twitching. 
"We have... shall we say, appropriated an older material that was 
rejected for public use by I-Island. Duracrete - a much-enhanced form 
of even modern concrete. I believe an overeager team's medical filing 
in the report also shows our initial struggles with reliably forming it. 
With a second attempt, however, we accomplished what we set out to 
do." The man offers a one-armed bow, spectacles glinting in the light. 
"I hope it was satisfactory, Sir." 


"It was, Archibald. Thank you." 
"The pleasure was mine, Sir." He takes his seat. 
"Next up... Biology." 


A dark-skinned woman stood, nervously adjusting a pen clipped to a 
notepad. "I'm excited to confirm the report with another set of two- 
hundred test cases in lab settings. We've done it, Mister Sako." 


Atsuhiro leans back in his seat, covering his eyes. "...How long will 
deployment take?" 


"We will need approval from the government, and perhaps the World 
Health Organization. But after that? No more than a year." 


"This was another thing from I-Island's Vault, yes?" 


She nods. "A portion of it was, yes. We also have the original 
scientists who worked on said cure prior to its Vaulting." 


"I want their names on this cure." 
" Sir?" 


"We are many things, in this corporation." He pulls his hand away, 
eyes intense. "But I will not steal such a fundamental work from its 
maker. Have the living scientists discuss a good meeting time - your 
teams will get their proper rewards in good time, but stolen valor is 
forever tainted." 


He earned his position as a Thief from his descendants. He stole a 
Vault of secrets from its city of keepers. He will not, however, take 
credit for their work. 


There's a few moments of silence. "Am I clear?" 
",,.Crystal." 


"You will have your time of greatness, like I said. But it cannot be for 
something you have not done." He glances over to Archibald. "The 
same goes for you and Duracrete." 


He nods. "I am well aware, Sir. I put as much in the report already." 


"Yes, you have, but I wish to make it clear that I will not tolerate 
stealing the work of others regardless of department or severity. With 
that out of the way, Let me hear your thoughts and ideas." Before 
anyone speaks, he raises his hand. "Oh, and Team Fifteen lead? We 
will need to talk later." 


They gulp in the silence. 


And then, the floodgates opened. 


DHI IDEA DUMP DOS — Voting closed — 18 voters 


FROM TEAM 14 LAST WEEK: *5/6 
Survivalist and camping 

equipment that was considered a 

'risk allowing Villains to hide 

anywhere’. 

not a vote, but a list of ideas. The 

higher-rated ones ARE more likely 

to be in the final vote, but that's a 

guideline and not a Rule. 

Low-Cost to build, with no need 

for electricity, simpler materials 

and construction, and a wish to 

make it viable for civilian 

purchases and use, maybe 

potentially has use in developing 

country type environment? 
—BIOMEGHANIGAL——bEPTH———*22- 
SUGGESTION: ADULT = Quirk 

Counseling Support Gear. 


market? Although the tech could 

potentially be weaponised, its 

main uses would be for prisons, 

police actions and _ medical 

procedures to help when a quirk is 

detrimental 

meant to protect public/private 

property 

—€ompanion-Robots-for-the—Lonel y+ 
Elderly. 


Less than Lethal weapons *1/2 
research: Think phasers, stun 

batons, instant soap grenades, ect. 

i ; tn SOS tee K4/9 
with mutant quirks and _ their 

different nutrition needs 

pees Se ere 

This isn't Doof. 

Home Defense System: Now you can eee 
market all your traps! 

This. Isn't. Doof. 


Already exists. 


Initial Results come in within short order. 
All Projects last week were Civilian in nature. (1/2) for Partial Burnout. 
One Project remains Ongoing - General Populace Prosthetics. 


Quirk Counselling Gear (Child) increases Budget by 2. Current Budget: 
15/12. 


Duracrete increases Budget by 1. Current Budget: 16/13. 


Cure for HIV/AIDS/Etc is currently entering Testing phase. Results to be 
seen later. 


You have Thirteen Teams to work with, and Sixteen 'Tokens' of Budget. 


The Project with the most interest so far has been the development of 
Collapsible Aeroponics gardens. Based on observations of the BROKEN 
ECHO's Hydroponics, these gardens are meant for less water-accessible 
places or environments. This is overall intended to both lover the civilian 
cost of food by allowing for an alternative and to allow for more food to 
grow in places of higher demand with lacking farming infrastructure. 
There is a Moderate Demand for this improvement to Civilian Quality 
of Life. It would require Two Teams and Two Tokens. 


Following this in a similar vein is a Vaulted set of Survivalist and 
Camping Gear, redesigned in advance by Team 14 during the last week 
in an attempt to increase appeal. Relatively cheap for camping equipment, 
it offers just about everything one might need while outdoors - alongside 
the ability to generate enough electricity from solar power for reliable 
water electrolysis and filtration, plus recharging for small equipment - like 
flashlights, basic cellphones, and geolocation gear. There is a Small 
Demand for this improvement to Civilian Quality of Life. It would 
Require One Team and One Token. 


In a fundamental flip, there is talk of working on a Military and Heroic- 
oriented project despite the very recent recovery away from Heroics 
anything. Namely, Quirk Suppressants. The very idea was laughed out 
of the room until a USB was brought in by Dr. Doofenshmirtz's secretary, 
Penny Hatsume, regarding the completed Quirk Genome. At this time this 
data is considered a Trade Secret of DHI, but its knowledge can be used 
to make this pipe dream a very real tool... and very real Weapon. There 
is a Maximum Demand for this improvement to Military and Heroic 
activities. It would Require Four Teams and Eight Tokens. There are 
additional risks due to the power of such medication, so beware the 
consequences of its creation and propagation. 


In a similar vein, another idea had come to mind. The creation of 
Mechanized Security Units similar to that of I-Island's original highly- 
revered robots for the use of public and private businesses and property is 
not a novel concept. However, keeping them safe from hackers is still just 
as important as it was on I-Island. Unlike the city built from the ground up 
with them in mind - including the security built into every network and 
connection possible - the only real solution is minimizing its use of the 
network in favor of more limited, but much harder to intercept or modify 
communication tools. They will be stupider, in other words, and less 
durable for the sake of material costs, but they should be able to keep 
people out and guard locations with minimal damages to the suspect or 
environment. There is a Very High Demand for this improvement to 
Civilian Quality of Life. It would Require Two Teams and Three 
Tokens. This may be contested by legal actions due to the 'risks' it holds 
against Heroics and Police. 


Right besides this is the development of improved Non-Lethal Weapons. 
Stunner Batons, enhanced Mace, Soap bombs, Phasers, and more - all of 


them safely used and no less effective for it, but questionable all the same. 
Moderate Demand from Civilians, but Very High Demand from the 
Military. It would Require Four Teams and Seven Tokens. This may be 
contested on all sides - but it's undeniably the second-most profitable 
option on the docket this week. 


The Biomechanical Depart brings forward two more projects to round out 
everything thus far. 


First is the Quirk Counselling Gear for Adults - to be used within 
specialized facilities. After a check over online surveys and censuses, there 
seems to be a surprisingly High Demand for this from all walks of 
Civilian life. It would require Four Teams and Eight Tokens. There is 
likely to be pushback for this, but there is also a very high profit margin - 
and an easy way to win over more civilian appeal, regardless of success. 


Their second suggestion is much more mundane, based on the Mechanized 
Security Units in consideration: Care-Giver Robots. Similarly based on 
the designs from I-Island, these would be for the benefit of Hospice and 
Medical assistance. Similarly to the cures from the Biology department, 
these will have to undergo some testing before being admitted for use. 
There is, however, a High Demand from the Civilian medical market. It 
would require Two Teams and Four Tokens. 


Again, you have Thirteen Teams and Sixteen Tokens. 


You have 13Teams/16Budget. — Voting closed — 24 voters 


Collapsible Aeroponics (2T/2B) * 15/18 
(Moderate, Civilian] 
—Eamping—Gear—(+¥/18)—{Smah,—_——_——*$444- 
Civilian] 
—Quirk——Suppressants —{(4T/8B}———______-k6/6- 
[MAX, Heroics/Military] 


(2T/3B) [V. High, Civilian] 
—Nontethal—Weapons——(4F47B}—______________—_*#10/10-- 


[Moderate, Civilian. V. High, 

Military] 
—Q:-—Gounselling——Gear,—Adelt—_—_——_——_——_—_——————_—6/7- 
(4T/8B) [High, Civilian] 

Hospi p (oF /4B) —fHigh; 


Civilian] 


Dice: 3d100 
Options: Individual. 
45,41,52 


Three teams work together to test the viability of various 
options for improved renewable energy. Two of them don't pan 
out, but the third works something out that they will present 
next week. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
59 + 30 = 89 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
71 + 30 = 101 


The Biomechanics Department quickly step up to the plate and correct 
their blunders, bringing up more than acceptable designs for the populace. 
Five Successes, Results next week. These teams are available for next 
week, 


"Heinz is not allowed to see this, alright Penny?" 
"But-" 


"Penny, he's going to judge them and make another team cry. This is good 


work for anyone not him. He's not. Allowed. To see this. Okay?" 


"...Okay, Sako-San." 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
56 + 30 = 86 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
68 + 30 = 98 


The farm designs were put together in surprisingly short order. Three 
Successes, Results next week. These teams are available for next week. 


"Funky little green leaves, baby." 

"I hate gardening with you." 

"Well that's unfortunate for you, isn't that right little lettuce?" 

"You will learn if you can fly right out the window if you don't stop that." 


" " 
eee 


-Moments before an attempted defenestration from the twenty-second 
floor. 
Reader Posts — Posting Closed — 1 posts 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
95 + 30 = 125 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
60 + 30 = 90 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
30 + 30 = 60 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
8 + 30 = 38 


/roll 1d100 + 30 


With surprising abandon, the teams put together several designs in short 
order. The enthusiasm some have with it are... worrisome, to say the 
least. Six Successes, Results next week. These teams are available for next 
week. 


"You're up against the wall and I AM THE FUCKING WALL!" 
CLINK-CLANK 

"This might sting a little." 

"Wha." 


-Two scientists testing the batons, the security protection gear, and a ‘pain 
spray’. On-hand medical attention was needed, but no injuries beyond 
bruising were sustained. 


Reader Posts — Posting Closed — be the first to post. 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
83 + 30 = 113 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
89 + 30 = 119 


There's even more fervor from the Biomechanics department when they 
realized their attempt for Adult Quirk Support fell through for weapons. 
They clearly want to prove themselves here to get that project rolling. Six 
Successes, Results next week. These teams are available for next week. 


"Move the tray carefully-CAREFULLY!" 
THUNK. 


"Get me the bastard that coded these limbs - that tray just impaled the 
dummy!" 
Reader Posts — Posting Closed — 1 posts 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
98 + 30 = 128 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
67 + 30 = 97 


Dice: 1d100+ 30 
48 + 30 = 78 


Titanfall 3 


Much of the baseline code for the Hospice Bots can be pulled for the 
Security robots. As such, things moved similarly fast for their design. Five 
Successes, Results next week. These teams are available for next week. 


"SHOVE 'EM!" 


"Acknowledged." 


THUNK. 


Dice: 2d100 
Options: Individual. 
21,77 


The Public is overall accepting of the additions for Nonlethal 
weapons to the police and military's docket - albeit this may be 
because the public can access these same weapons. 


Dice: 2d100-20 
Options: Individual. 
58,71 - 20 = 38,51 


The Commission, on the other hand, is Not so accepting. 


Dice: 2d100 + 20 
Options: Individual. 
43,62 + 20 = 63,82 


Big Military tells them to shut up. 


WHO'S COMIN' TO THE MOOOOOOOOOOOON? — Voting closed — 


38 voters 


Poke your friends in *11/13 
L.O.V.E.M.U.F.F.I.N.! You've gotta 
show off your new place. 
her up, and, well, might as well let 
her meet some of your friends! 
busy, so having him on-site to 
handle everything would be for 


the best. 

N ee oon i 47/49 
he's... not bad, actually. 

doing the podcast with! He's 

pretty chill! 


-Baloony!—He—might—be—able—to—— MH —#143/15- 


attend. 
Dice: 1d100+70 
14 +70 = 84 


Nezu joins ENTHUSIASTICALLY. 


Dice: 1d100 
74=74 


Balloony is on his way. 


Dice: 1d100+50 
6+ 50 = 56 


Lawrence cannot make it. 


Dice: 1d100 +100 
76 + 100 = 176 


Dice: 1d100+100 
24 + 100 = 124 


"I am here because I am required to be!" 


--U.A-- 


{Thursday, June 9th, 23XX - 11 Days until Finals Week [June 
20th-27th]} 


You take a deep breath, a taste on your tongue. Some sorta... faint 
stale chip flavor. Like a bread-y smell. Not the best thing to have for 
a recycled air, but honestly? It could be way worse. And this was 
done by robots, so it's also a miracle it doesn't just reek! 


Still, you get to work on checking all of the life support systems, just 
in case anything's a little off. The construction robots haven't failed 


you yet, but this is a little more important: you're going to have a 
celebration here, for crying out loud! That means double and triple 
checking for any possibility of disaster. And of course, just in case, 
you called a friend! 


"T'll take the airlocks and oxygen recyclers, you check the vents?" 
"Grerererer." 


"Great! We got a few hours, Perry the Platypus, so don't feel rushed! 
...Or well, maybe feel a little rushed - there's a lot of vents around 
here to make sure every room's got oxygen and a few backup 
networks just in case, so there's a bit more legwork in it than you 
might think. I'll be suffering right beside you though, so don't worry!" 
You pause. "Well, not literally right beside you, but-but you know 
what I mean and all that. See you!" 


me Ve 


[All for One] 


All for One does not traditionally accept invitations. His time is 
important, and few have either the power nor the value that pushes 
All for One to actually follow through and respond, let alone accept 
such requests. 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz is somewhat of an exception, however. 


Heinz is a Quirkless man of the modern era, with a truly exceptional 
mind when it comes to the sciences and history. He desires little to 
nothing from All for One, and doesn't play favorites like many would. 
Instead, the scientist simply... acts. Not mindlessly, like the modern 
Heroics industry, but simply without caring. Heinz acts as if 
consequences are beneath him, despite being traditionally powerless 
in modern Japanese society. 'Quirkless are Worthless', as some might 
say. He's playing all of them, every last one, as the greatest fools of 
their time. And it doesn't even bother him - it's second nature to the 
man! 


The Drusselsteinian man has no fear in what would terrify most, and 
it is that very confidence that makes All for One all the more 
interested in him. Heinz is an anomaly that willingly consorts with 
both extremes of the spectrum, that plays games he should not, that 
toys with traditional ideas of morality and ethics with a glee that so 
few hold. And yet he is not unsettling to the common person like his 
last doctor was. And yet he is not seen as a terror or a threat, but a 
paragon of virtue and heroic qualities, albeit one with his own little 
‘quirks’. 


Heh. 


That is why All for One willingly accepted the invitation as soon as it 
came. At least, that's the reason he would willingly admit, and not 
because it's a goddamn supervillain's wet dream to have a secret base 
on the moon. Of course, he dressed appropriately: a Hawaiian shirt 
and shorts, a pair of sunglasses, a pair of horns from a Quirk, and 
some nice cologne; he didn't want to risk cigarettes let alone cigars on 
the offset. No, that'll wait until he has confirmation it's alright to use 
from Heinz directly. 


When the portal to the moonbase opened up, All for One stepped 
through without pause - and felt his breath catch at the full view. 


The base was nestled within a crater - filling it entirely. A faint ripple 
of something protected the whole crater, a dome of flickering light 
hard for even his eyes to see. His position was elevated, giving view 
of both the kilometers of industry - and of the earth. 


...Oh, how beautiful. 


He flicks the sunglasses down, turning away from the view burned in 
memory - he will look again, later. For now, he had niceties to follow 
and conversations to hold. 


He was the first to arrive, of course; he specifically requested that 
Heinz would allow him to come first - if only to have a few moments 
in peace before anything social would begin. As it was, he was only 
applying two more Quirks as he stepped out of the ‘portal room': one 
for sharper teeth, and another to make him look older - instead of a 
man in his prime with uniquely white hair, he was an aged man with 
greyed hair, a pair of horns on his head, and sharpened teeth. 


The inside of the facility was a pale white, mixed in with gratuitous 
use of dark purple and spearmint green. It looked almost like a 
mechanical infection in some places, the flowing colors equal parts 
methodical and tasteful despite the conflicts in brightness and 
intensity. Unlike the walls, the floors were a consistent gunmetal grey 
with purple highlights, colored lights blinking along the path. 
Presumably meant to identify safety? Hard to tell, but the green was 
different from the one on the walls. 


Still, All for One walked on to the only thing at the end of the hall, a 
vertical lift with railings but no roof nor proper walls. A small stand 
and screen sat in front of one of the rails, and with an ease of a body 
well-used he stepped onto the lift and selected the floor labeled 
‘viewing deck. 


Heinz didn't specify the floor, but the party symbols gave it away. 


Up the lift went, reinforced glass giving a view of the entire base 
properly. Unfortunately, it seemed about half of it was unviewable 
due to the light of the sun polarizing said glass, but what he could 
properly look at was awe inspiring. 


It was a mechanical city, down there. Larger than the entirety of 
Tokyo's land area if his mental calculations were right, by a factor of 
two. Still only a fraction of the actual living area of Tokyo - the 
buildings there totaled the actual living space to be closer to thirteen 
thousand square kilometers; versus the roughly five thousand square 
kilometers of the crater, there would have to be at least three layers 
deep of living space to match that. 


He's certain there's at least twice that. Heinz is the sort of person to 
go above and beyond; this, already, is absurd. Knowing Heinz, 
however, this was the metaphorical tip of the ice berg. 


For a moment, he thinks he sees a patch of grass and cows - but then 
it's gone as metal takes over his sight yet again. 


Heinz himself sat on a table, playing a game of cards with a-wait. No 
Quirk? 


The scientist was playing a game of cards with an mammal of kind, 


inhuman but still operating with human intelligence. It taps a claw 
on the table twice and Heinz sighs. "Yeah, I have some twos." Then 
he leans in all the way. "NOT! Go Fish, Perry the Platypus~!" 


All for One clears his throat. "Am I interrupting..?" 


Heinz nearly falls out of his chair, eyes wide with surprise. "Wha-oh 
man, I forgot entirely about the timer! No, no you're not interrupting 
at all. I gotta head down to make sure nobody gets lost. Keep him 
company Perry the Platypus, will you? I'll be right back!" 


And like that, All for One was alone with the mammal. "Can you 
speak other languages, or are your vocal cords still that off a 
Platypus?" 


"Grerererer." 


"I'm not surprised, but I am somewhat disappointed. I thought 
Australia lost all of your kind, over a century ago. Good to know 
there's at least a few of you still thriving." All for One walks past the 
table, onto the honest-to-god balcony. In outer space. 


...He wasn't just seeing things with the cows, it seems. 


"I cannot begin to understand the genius at work here, but... most 
would be terrified. I have witnessed firsthand the rise and fall of 
societies. I have never seen something like this before, and I do not 
think I will live long enough to see another do something so... awe 
inspiring." 


All for One grips the metal rails tightly, staring at the earth and the 
stars with a whirlwind of emotion. 


He ruled a country with an iron fist, had all but one thing he wanted 
in his grasp. He has had pleasures few could afford or fathom. But 
this eclipsed most if not all but one of those pleasures. 


It's all so small, from here. Insignificant. What did owning it all 
matter? He had his fun playing Villain, playing Warlord. He should 
have died an old fool on life support, still seeking out that victory. 
Still aiming too kill All Might. 


He'll outlive All Might just on age alone. It doesn't matter right now, 
what's going on with One for All. It'll be transferred. He knows the 
current holder. All he needs is to sit back and wait. The 
grandstanding, the big messages, the violence... a waste of his time. 


All for One had more fun in decades just ranting about history and 
watching the scientist do whatever the hell he wanted. If this was 
what his retirement would be like, at least until Heinz retired 
himself, then it was a good deal. 


Perhaps he'll take it. 


[Nezu - Principal of U.A. Highschool] 


Humanity is fascinating in how it differs from the rest of the animal 
kingdom. The way humans stand above one another, the way they 
choose to live and choose to be buried. How they stand defiant to 
death rather than flee its approach - not to protect another, but 
purely out of a self-courage that they might win. 


The rules of nature still apply to mankind, however. The strong still 
climb up the societal ladder. Those best suited to survival last the 
longest, best greater foes, and still remain weak but intimidating. 
Survival in mankind is not just of teeth and blade, but of mind and 
stratagem. It is logistics, wealth, manpower - there are dozens more 
successful routes for one to take to hold a modicum of power in 
mankind's form of society. 


And it is ever more competitive for it. 


Nezu knows he's exceptional for how high he's climbed. He is not of 
Mankind. He does not follow their motions or rules, only the laws 
and even then only in a limited fashion. He holds great power, both 
within a country of over a hundred million and in a lesser sense 
globally. He is near the top of the food chain for his branch of 
survival, if not on the very top. 


Looking out through the reinforced glass, at the moon's surface, at 
earth tens of thousands of kilometers away... it reminds him that he 


is still not at the absolute top. That mankind has thousands more 
clever than he is, all clever in their own ways. 


All terrifying in their own ways. 


Heinz Doofenshmirtz was a Villain - albeit, a petty one. What caused 
such genius to be squandered? Why was it not nurtured? 


What could have happened, had he fell hard and fast through the 
cracks? What terrors would have been unleashed? 


What wonders would never have come to be? 


Thirteen's squealing pulls the mink from his musing, and he offers the 
exuberant girl a smile. "Enjoying the view, Kurose-San?" 


She swipes him up into a crushing hug. "YES! Oh my gosh, oh my 
gosh I wanna go out there so bad! It's so pretty!" 


He can hear distant footsteps approaching. 


"Well, I don't think you'll have to wait long." 


--U.A-- 


You wave as you hurry through the hall, seeing both Anan and Nezdu 
the Mink together in a hug - aww - and turning your way. "Hey, sorry 
if I'm late! The portal was timed and all, so I kinda got carried away 
with something and uh, lost track of time." 


"It's no problem, Doof-San." Nezdu waves you off, still in Anan's arms. 
"Or at least it will be, once I'm back on the ground." 


"Oops! Sorry, Nedzu-San!" She bends down and gently lets him go, 
patting down the ruffled fur and all. "I got a little too excited. But 
come on, it's the moon!" 


You laugh, walking over and gesturing to the window. "Well if you 
think this is a good view, you've got another thing coming! Come on, 
we're going up!" 


The two of them are quick to follow you, the lift large enough to 
easily hold everyone and then some. 


"I'm curious. Which crater is this built into, Doof-San?" 


You turn to look at the Mink with a hum. "Well, funny story about 
that! See, the first thing for all of this was actually picking a place to 
make the whole base. I was thinking that it'd be pretty neat to 
actually be on the surface itself, but uh... no dice on that. Too many 
startup issues. Did you know that moon dust rips through even 
reinforced clothes like a serrated knife? No erosion up here, so it just 
stays super sharp and clings to anything with a pulse. People sell it at 
hardware stores; I think it's called something like, uh, diet-oh-mashus 
earth?" 


"Ah, the anti-bug powder. Diatomaceous earth!" 


"Yeah, that! The surface is covered in dust that works like that, so it 
was easier to start somewhere that's easy to clean up and keep clean. 
Step one was to basically just suck all of that dust up, which meant I 
needed a small place with a fixed area that wouldn't keep sucking 
dust from everywhere else. So, smaller crater! Didn't want it too 
small, though, so I made a bit of a list of all the sorta-small ones and 
wrote a whole thing on a chalkboard about advantages and 
disadvantages and, well - here we are, in Aristarchus! Forty 
kilometers wide, a little under three kilometers deep, completely 
refurbished with about four hundred and fifty floors of... mostly 
empty space! For now. About as much usable land as France's total 
land before it blew up, all in here. Not sure what I'll put on or in it, 
but I've learned that having the extra space doesn't hurt~!" 


The lift starts with a tap. "...And how long did that take?" 


"Oh, about two months, ish? Planning and thinking about it took a 
while, and the building took what, a month? Really, making the 
shield operational took the longest. That dust sucks, and so does 
radiation!" 


Anan's breath hitches. "I don't... I can take off my space suit and still 
get the moon walk?" 


You raise an eyebrow. "Well, it's not really a moon walk if you're in a 
place with controlled gravity and atmosphere, is it?" 


Before you can comment on her sudden bout of giggles, Nezdu the 
Mink clears his throat. "Do you intend to migrate people here? Run a 
country?" 


"Oh, god no! I'd suck at running a place like this! It has no laws, no-no 
regulations! Imagine all the paperwork too, eugh!" You shudder. The 
Tri-State Area had all of those things covered! Not only that, it was to 
spite Roger! No, there's - there's no benefit to running a country like 
that! 


"Would you like to, if someone was to come up here and do all of 
that?" 


You shrug, looking away. "I... I don't really know. I just wanted a cool 
moonbase, you know?" 


Nezdu the Mink chuckles, and you think he nodded - you looked back 
too late to be sure. "Yes, I do." 


The lift comes to a stop to see your new friend and Perry the Platypus 
playing another card game. "Got any fours?" 


Perry the Platypus frowns, pulling out three fours and handing them 
over. "Thank you very much. I believe that will be game." 


",.Oh, dear." 


You blink. That wasn't a good tone, was it. "What's wrong? Do you 
and him, uh, have history?" 


Nezdu the Mink shakes his head. "No, I don't believe so. But I think I 
recognize him." 


"Oh! Well, feel free to talk to him! I need to go and fetch the 
catering." 


You head off back to the lift, leaving everyone to mingle once again. 


[All for One] 


He looked at one of his previous thorns in his side with a wide smile. 
"Ah, I should have expected the good doctor would bring his boss 
along for this! Frankly speaking, his genius terrifies me." That's only a 
partial lie, of course; Heinz concerns him like a clever flock of crows 
in a local neighborhood. Or like an clever underling that might go a 
little too far. Problematic if they're against you, but excellent to have 
on your side. Easily dealt with, either way. 


"T'll admit that I didn't quite expect the infamous Oni of podcasting 
fame to be here." Ah, of course Nezu of all people would recognize 
him like this. "Why are you here, if I could be so bold to ask?" 


"I'm not so sure myself, admittedly; he invited me and I don't 
exactly do much, nowadays, so I decided to accept. I retired a few 
years back for good, you see - most of my day is reading the paper 
and eating fancy food. Sometimes I peruse my collection of things 
over the decades, but... I don't do much else. It's been a nice change 
of pace. Meeting new people, doing new things - I don't think I'll do it 
for too long, but it's keeping this old man on his toes!" 


The other Hero with Nezu - Thirteen, space aficionado - walks right 
past, completely focused on that wonderful view. The two mammals, 
however, focus on the conversation. "Really? Fascinating! From what 
I can tell, he's mostly invited friends over. Doof-San must already 
consider you as a good friend to invite you here so fast." 


All for One blinks in genuine surprise. "Really? I... well, honestly, I 
thought we were more along the lines of acquaintances. We haven't 
known each other for long, after all - certainly a fraction of the time 
you must've known him for. I'm flattered." He shakes his head. "But 
it's rude to talk about others when they're gone. Would you like to 
play a game of cards? Otherwise I'm going to focus on the view and 
be a little melancholic - I don't think that's fun for conversation 
though." 


"Certainly. How's your poker face?" 


A grin, all teeth, slips on. "I think it's quite good, though my luck isn't 
the best. Perry, would you mind dealing us in?" The platypus nods, 


taking the laid out cards and beginning a fancy set of shuffles. 


"Thank you. Are we wagering anything, principal, or is this simply for 
entertainment?" 


"Hm... How about a question for each victory? Loser can veto the 
first question if they feel it untoward, but they must answer 
honestly." 


Ah, so he does recognize him. "Oh, that sounds fun. Alright! Best to 
get to know you anyway - Straight Poker, Stud, Draw... Texas Hold 
"Em?" 


Nezu's whiskers twitch. "Given only we're playing, I believe 'Cheat' 
may be most appropriate. Betting games are usually ill-suited to chip- 
free play." 


All for One can't help but cackle. "Hah! Prepare to lose more than you 
win, then. But, I think we would like a third player for that. Perry, 
would you mind joining in as player three?" 


Cheat. Also known as Bullshit or Doubt. Deck is split evenly between 
players, and starting with the player left of the Dealer and moving 
clockwise, cards must be played. First Aces, then Twos, then Threes 
and so on. Of course, you can lie about what cards you play, but then 
anyone else can call the bluff. If you were lying, you take the pile of 
cards. If you're not... then they take it. 


Lovely. 


Appendix: Doof's Inators (So Far) 


LIST OF INATORS IN MHA: 


DRAMATIC BACKSTORY INATOR: 


Hitscan Beam, handheld and requires batteries. On hit, will dredge 
up whatever Dramatic Backstory the target is thinking of, showing it 
like a recording in the sky and forcing them to mentally relive it. If 
they aren't thinking of one, it will pull up the most dramatic one. 


DRAMATIC BACKSTORY INATOR (BACKUP): 
Backup of the above. 
DISINTEGRATION RAY: 


Handheld high-speed beam that disintegrates inanimate targets. 
Confirmed on his possession due to P+F canon scenes (on his person, 
even in bed). 


-Can be used for partial disintegration instead of full disintegration, 
doing damage to structures and objects but not destroying them. 


REJUVEN-INATOR (V2): 


Cone-AoE or Targeted Beam effect when on, which heals major 
burns, bruises, cuts and broken or fractured bones. Can remove Scars 
if the target considers it an injury. Closes open wounds without need 
of stitching. 


-Doubles as a 'wake up' when used, removing sleepiness but cannot 
replace sleep, only delay it. 


-Can technically force out foreign materials that are exposed on the 
skin, such as splinters, but it can be painful. 


-Can technically undo internal damage, but requires extensive, 
constant use and a high caloric intake. 


FIRST DIMENSION INATOR: 


The way back to Doofenshmirtz's home dimension. On use, opens a 
portal to there. 


-Can technically be modified to calibrate to other Dimensions, but 
Doofenshmirtz (currently) has no reason to do so. 


WRAPPED UP IN A NICE LITTLE BOW-INATOR RAY: 


A Raygun-Modified Variant of the Wrapped Up In A Nice Little Bow- 
Inator, with a much lower rate of fire, and limited uses before 
recharging. Included in the setup wielding it is a battery pack worn 
across the back. 


ALTOIDS-INATOR: 


A Stationary Inator that fires projectiles; on the lowest setting, chills 
and cleans the target area. On higher settings, begins to generate 
artificial burning sensations and chills. On the highest setting, causes 
freezing. Untested on higher settings on living targets, but may cause 
ice to form. 


WALK-ON-WATER-INATOR: 


A pair of boots that allow the user to treat water like solid ground or 
ice, reaching high speeds simply thought 'skating' on its surface. Can 
also work on fluids with similar densities! 


MUTE-INATOR: 


A semi-mobile, single or multi-target Inator that makes the target(s) 
hit stop making any noise, be it from hitting things talking, or 
otherwise! It has a range of ~100 meters and lasts for up to half an 
hour! 


RE-BONE-INATOR: 


A handheld Inator that puts bones where they belong. Boneless 
chicken? Re-boned! Missing teeth? Re-boned*! Ribeye missing the bit 
in the middle? It's back now! 


*:Includes Wisdom Teeth 


Appendix: Doof's Opinions of U.A. Staff (&Related) 


THE DOOFENSHMIRTZ OPINION PAGE 


Self-explanatory. 


U.A. HIGH STAFF 


Principal Nezu Nedzu Nezdu: I like him! He gets my brand of Evil, 
even if he doesn't call it that! He likes my Inators, he likes my Traps, 
he laughs with me and gave me a job! He's the best boss I never had! 


I've also shown him some stuff about my dimension, brought him 
there for a bit! He met a tenant I rent out to and learned about my 
EVIL lies with Insurance companies! He liked that too! I think he just 
doesn't define it as EVIL because he's from his world, and me from 
mine. Huh. You know that makes a lot of sense now that I think 
about it! He's just like me, but that means I can be EVIL and nobody 
can do anything about it! AHA! 


Recovery Girl: She's nice. Sure, she got angry at me when I told her 
about the thing with Yagi, but that was entirely fair! She healed my 
bruise when I broke the table that one time, and she's nice and gave 
me vitamin gummies! 


Honestly I might just ask for a jar of her gummies. Sue me, they're 
great! 


Lunch Rush: He makes good food, and he's a great conversationalist 
even though he says so little. Kinda like Perry the Platypus in that 
respect, and that's some HIGH praise coming from me! 


He also doesn't find my taste in traditional Drusselstein Cuisine to be 


weird, and actually enjoyed it. Which, yeah, that's friend material. 


Thirteen: The lady in the partial spacesuit? She's nice. Also really 
likes space! Space is pretty and spacious, so despite the issues with 
being all the way up and around there I can see why she wants to go 
up there. But uh... 


Maybe she shouldn't have gone with the whole ‘Apollo Thirteen’ 
reference. ...Wait, does she not know that Apollo Thirteen 
EXPLODED?! 


Hound Dog: Therapists are usually a mixed bag. Hound Dog's 
definitely one of the good ones! He understood my concern over the 
students, and more than that he listened to me! He even wanted to 
share his coffee bean mix! 


He's also now aware that there are sometimes things people can't 
really, you know, notice, but hey he did help out with getting rid of 
them so that's a win/win in my book. 


U.A. HIGH 'TEACHERS' 


All Might/Yagi Toshinori: I don't think he knows what he's doing. 
But at least he's trying to improve? 


And he is trying to! He's been practicing teaching like I told him to! 
He read my pamphlet! He got a suit instead of spandex! 


Eraser Head/Shouta Aizawa: Now, I know you shouldn't say 
anything about someone or whatever if it isn't anything good. Nope, 


not following that! 


I don't like him. He's been nothing but rude, doesn't teach his 
students, doesn't care about obvious problems that he can actually 
fix, and just makes me pretty angry! I'd do something ESPECIALLY 
EVIL if he wasn't working for Nezdu, because I like Nezdu the Mink 
and don't want to make him disappointed! 


...Though he has been nicer to me recently. He's one of those 
'soondare' (tsundere) things..? 


Present Mic/Hizashi: A little loud, but he's nice. He can speak 
English fluently too! 


He got me some nice Labcoats, and he clearly seems to care even if 
he's sometimes a little... annoying? Is it rude to call him that? I don't 
like people just shouting in my ear, but he doesn't seem to mean it so 
can I really blame him? ...Yes, yes I can! 


He's also been great with trying to get me involved with other staff 
members, which is pretty nice! 


Cementoss: Who? Wait-They teach fine arts?! How is that more 
important than SCIE- 


Oh, the stone guy. He's... well I know he likes books. History books 
fictional and real, literature, some other kinds I'm not exactly sure on 
all the details. And he likes gardening! 


Midnight/Nemuri: ...She teaches 'Modern Hero Art History’. Is-is 
this a joke? What even is that-you know what, don't tell me. I'm 
curious, but the fact she's teaching it in that outfit gives me little 
hope. She's nice as a person, but she really needs to switch her outfit 
out. She's teaching children, after all! 


I uh, haven't talked with her much since I got her that outfit; not sure 


if that's just because of scheduling or because of something else 
entirely. 


Snipe: Japanese Cowboy. Weird but I can sorta get it? I mean, 
Japanese gun laws are probably still restrictive so why work here if 
he's from the states? He speaks English perfectly fine after all! We 
had a talk during the Entrance Exam, so I at least know that he's an 
alright guy. Then when he came by my lab! 


He is uh... how do I put this? Southern. Like, genuinely from the 
states. I would guess South-Southeast because there's definitely some 
kind of accent and it's not Spanish; odds are it's not New Mexico, 
Arizona, or Florida because of that and his love of guns (in JAPAN of 
all places, it's impressive that he's allowed them). 


I got to work on two of his guns, speaking of, and man that was a fun 
little side-thing. Gives me ideas, you know? 


Ectoplasm: My fellow Amputee! He has a dark sense of humor, a big 
grin, and he likes to ask good questions! 


I actually get to hold some nice conversations with him when I see 
him now, though it usually goes along the lines of one of us 
complaining about the week and the other nodding and offering some 
advice, sometimes useful and sometimes absolutely useless. It's nice 
though! And very helpful. 


Power Loader: A fellow inventor! I scared him a little but he's good. 
He likes my works even if they surprise or bother him, and he's been 
pretty helpful when I need help! If he asks for something, I'll 
probably lend a hand. 


I offered him to use Chase, and from what I know he's been a big help 
with him! But uh... I had to get Chase back for my own stuff recently. 
He understands though he's also kinda out of it given the whole 
Eldritch Parasite thing. He's not angry, just tired and stressed! 


Vlad King: He has a bit of an 'Avengers' issue, in the sense that he 
wears tight spandex. That wouldn't be a problem if he was durable 
for one, or if he wasn't teaching a classroom full of hormonal teenagers. 
At least he realized it when I told him! He seems to care. 


OTHER 


Detective Tsukauchi: He's nice but he gets nervous around me. . 
And around Chase. That seems like it's my fault, so I sent him the 
best possible gift! Mic said he really liked it. 


Ms. Joke: The two of us got off on the wrong foot, but she was pretty 
nice! A lot of puns, but I can handle that in smaller doses. 


Mr. Compress: You mean Mr. Robber Man, because he never told me 
his name! Anyway, he's going to be a guy I vent to, and I will find 
him when I need to vent! 


Put a tracker on him, thanks to Chase. 


Gentle Criminal / LaBrava: Basically two peas in a pod! Pretty nice 
overall but the heart for Villainy isn't really... there? Like they're 
joining L.O.V.E.D.A.R.T. for their own ends, which, fair, but I want to 
make sure they get the role that they want rather than trying to force 
them into anything, just to make sure they put 100% effort! 


Appendix: CHASE Page 
C.H.A.S.E.: 


Short for Calculating Human-Analog Simulacra Equivalent. Advanced 
robot with Personality Matrix AI, empowered by an ARC Fusion 
Reactor requiring only Water for Fuel. Acting as a human-turned- 
machine from a Technology-Assimilation Quirk. 


-Primary focus is as a Research and Student Aide, possessing a 'built- 
in' (from Doofenshmirtz's own knowledge) plethora of information in 
all manner of science and Evil, but also for more variable pursuits 
including baking, smoking, curing, and grilling. + 25 to All Research 
Rolls with Chase as an Aide. 


-Secondarily, Chase possesses a Bioscanning implement. This grants 
him the ability to not only perceive biological life through walls, but 
also gives an approximation of genetic information after a close range 
observation; this will require an upgrade once the Genome is 
complete, as the scanning implement would have to be rebuilt to 
fully facilitate genetic scans. +10 to Biological Research and Inators 
with Chase as an Aide. 


-Third, Chase has the ability to 'slave' technology to his own built-in 
Intranet, and can hack into servers and terminals or initiate DDOS 
attacks. Based on the willingness of the device and the degree of AI it 
possesses, Chase can, at an upper limit and in Optimal Conditions, 
handle the entire array of robots in the Entrance Exam, boosting their 
general intelligence and allowing for more realistic behavioral 
patterns. The only ones aware of this are Principal Nezdu, 
Doofenshmirtz, and Chase himself. +45 to Hacking Rolls, but -10 
when done with Subtlety. 


-Finally, Chase has the ability to modify his own body, adding armor 
plating, gadgetry, and more without issue or concern, only requiring 
time, a blueprint, and resources. If he isn't busy with a task, he may 
do so of his own volition to pass time. 


Possible Additional Modules: 


-Armed (ARC Reactor Variant): Chase will gain access to basic Hard 
Light and Stun weapons, both Melee and Ranged. Will increase fuel 
consumption. 


-Armored (ARC Reactor Variant): Chase will gain basic Shielding, 
allowing him to absorb damage before it impacts his (arguably basic) 
frame. Will increase fuel consumption. 


-Harder, Better, Faster, Stronger [REQUIRES METAMATERIAL 
RESEARCH]: Making use of Metamaterials, Chase's body is rebuilt 
and enhanced. Decreased fuel consumption and weight, Increased 
durability and strength. 


-Superior Research Machine: Additional servers are built to improve 
the bulk of what Chase can search and research, increasing research 
speed and ability while also making his efforts more robust. Research 
results above 150 will be free, allowing for an extra research. 


[TAKEN]-Enhanced Hacking Module: Chase's existing suite of 
hacking tools and abilities are enhanced with more custom additions 
and focused kits. +25 becomes +45, and the -15 becomes -10. 


Appendix: STUDENT APPENDIX 


1-A DESPERATES 


Seat/Name Quirk Personality Notes Gift 
1 - Misaka EMF Control UncooperativdWVilling toCharging 
Mikoto Studious, learn. AlwaysStation, 
Physical wearing aBattery Pack 
hairpin. Gear, and 
Superconductor 
Hairpins. 


Maybdivia afimoxk Body dintrwversich, bGamlallerwithobably more 
dutabliteand is she's comfoQabde, with it, Fastlepitikan a person! 
Add in a toolkit and instruGtodaitsookletsntr hertoots! work! 


Probably 
from practice 
with the 
'pody' she's 
using... 
3 - Hajime Vector Unmotivated, Engagement Ball Bearing 
Ogawa __ Rotation Curious, makes himArmor? 
Argumentativenore active. Maybe a nice 
Warhammer... 
Séns¥usitd tesaoly Eager, Just needs a 
JS¥@awas widomtashbang/Sumkbingb/etti@stionséxtra 
Dense time and 
help. 
5-Yuu Sound Absorb Quiet, Non-Autistic and...Maybe 
Gozen aggressive, Abused, butVibranium 
Studious now gettingGauntlets to 
the help sheuse the sound 
needs. she pulls to 
herself? 
6-Kenji Chesire Unfocused, Might needNet Gun, 
Nojima Self- medication. Grappling 
Conscious gear, 
Tripwires... 


Traps! Traps 


7 -Kana_ Environ 
Ichinose Control 


in a_ utility 
belt! A watch 
too? 


Haughty, Worst studentReactive 
Aggressive, to handle,Material 
'God but not bad.Grab-bag (ala 
Complex' Dealing withChemistress, 


grief? 


Big Hero 6) 
to force 
reactions in 
specific 

environments, 
huge __ utility 
boost. 

Enzymes, am 
I right? She'll 
need extra 
lessons to use 
it properly, 
though. 


G&osGdyialer FidmpddoswithCllssging WflebsildVistweathe seat less 


Gift 


insKlaord, heat from the enimspgrihleto Gsya. but a 
Maybe also a portable HeafSoused? quick study! 
1-A 
Seat/ Quirk AcademicsPersonality Notes 
Name 
MediergasNMevdiédser Bivgh Defecthi@defil Related). 
Jadyamms. Vain, 

Flamboyant 
2-Mina Acid Low Cheerful, In Dorms. 
Ashido Sociable 

3 - Tsuyu Frog Above Avg. Aloof, Possible 
Asui Blunt, Disorder- 
Collected Related 


Social 


Issues? 
Sorlefthe EidgirtamilyExcellent Professional, 


In dans. Stickler 
Sm@ahatstéato Above Avg. Bubbly, 
QuatkalsaWGongity Empathetic 
In Dorms. 
6 - Tail Above Avg. Calm, In Dorms. 
Mashirao Sheepish, 
Ojiro Hardworking 

BulBedki Electrificatiohow Outgoing, 
KamiAdtricks during Exams. Sociable, 

In Dorms. Flirtatious 
SonkijhiagavderdngitAtgs given Ressnvellty. 
Karidbimes Manly 
1ji'KejBoyscmatce Above Avg.Near-Mute, 
Td&odad of Bugs. Pacifist 
Check if he can talk to Perry the Platypus! 

In Dorms. 


Disk8iminaBediwigainsngpbove Avg. Stoic, 
Pilétdshis with powerful Quirks. Perceptive, 


BchinmmaliA buse. Conversational 
In Dorms. 
11 - Mezo Dupli-Arms Avg. Friendly, In Dorms. 
Shoji Empathetic, 
Mature 
12 -KyokaEarphone Avg. Pragmatic, Trouble 
Jiro Jack Dour with group 
work. 
13 - Hanta Tape Below Avg. Confident, In Dorms. 
Sero Charismatic, 
Flirtatious 
14- Dark Above Avg. Loner Has trouble 
Fumikage Shadow with some 
Tokoyami rules. 
Somshotesalp Golh hisxpedlétet infolonation. 
Redomrokendelf- Hot 
In Dorms. 
Iiéer Toork Inw¥ifatipy* Above Avg.Cheery, 
Ha Palcunse Social 


Bull¥ing Piobllasion Excellent Abrasive, 


IKdteuks. Arrogant, 
Bakugo Focused 
Te alizmkth@sighlesoineAdmearpoweSlfittishre. 
MislArademic grade isAygestionabkeséivedight due to Aldera. Also, 
he nailed the Written Portion so.. Friendly 
Gets out of his 'shell' with teamwork. 
19- Pop Off Excellent Perverted, He has... 


Minoru possibly Problems. 
Mineta Mentally Why? 
Troubled 
20-MomoCreation Excellent Dignified, Recommended. 
Yaoyorozu Prudent, 
Polite 
1-B 
Seat/ Quirk AcademicsPersonality Notes Gift 
Name 
lsst¥asetsth/ gelding StaAtbadie Avg. Willful, 
Atwd3erms. Intense 
2Knows Rhutygaaphy. Above Avg.Calm, 
Kbilaoams. Mature 
3He talgasuaznrafter pAysieweactiviggressive, 
KBasaiziatiowharth Bugs. Passionate 
In Dorms. 
4 - ShihaiBlack Below Avg. Tricksy, | Had issues 
Kuroiro Scheming lying to 
teachers. 
5 - ItsukaBig Fist Excellent Cheerful, In Dorms. 
Kendo Empathetic 
6 - YuiSize Average Quiet, In Dorms. 
Kodai Asocial 
7HackanokinghpooblerAverage Shy, 
Konidorms. Uncooperative 
8 -  IbaraVines Average Modest, _ ...Possibly 
Shiozaki Passionate a Bully? 


9CensistemaleusiunteerExcellent Respectful, 


Shishakms. Social 


10 -Twin Above Avg.Humble, In Dorms. 
Nirengeki Impact Cooperative 
Shoda 
10rigi®abybHorsidered Averege in Miligation. 
TBimeedrd aj@arasen 

In Dorms. 
12 - KoseiSolid Air Above Avg.Enthusiastidn Dorms. 
Tsuburaba Competitive 
13 -Steel Average Hotheaded,In Dorms. 
Tetsutetsu Confident, 
Tetsutetsu Loudmouthed 
1Hecommeridedrd TailExcellent Social, 
ShisDnams. Splitter Confident, 
Tokage Reliable 
16onKistegaWvomianteerAverage Expressive, 
Firkidasinis. Dramatic 
1Becommmnfitetening Excellent Calm, 
Heeherd of Ectoplasm. Competitive 

In Dorms. 
17 - KojiroCemedine Average CooperativeStutters. 
Bondo Quiet 
1BuHiddeitoCopy Excellent Eccentric 


Mobteaezot something wrong with him. 
19 - ReikoPoltergeist Average Quiet, 


Yanagi Timid 
20 - HiryuScales Above Avg. Cooperativdn Dorms. 
Rin Diligent, 


Serious 


Appendix: The List. 


THE LIST: 


THIN ICE: 


SHOTA AIZAWA - ERASER HEAD 


CRIMES AGAINST DOOF: Gross Negligence, Disregard for Doof and 
others, Just generally Mean, Stupidity. 


PLANS: One's been done, and he never came after you, so it maybe 
didn't work. Huh. 


NOTES: If he does one more stupid thing, I'm going to do something 
serious about it. The only reason I haven't actually tried anything 
serious yet is that I like Principal Nezdu, and the fact that the 
stupidity at least comes from a good place. That would be a good 
place to hit if it comes to that. 


VENDETTA: 


THE HERO COMMISSION 


CRIMES AGAINST DOOF: Stupid Darwinist Practices, Disregard for 
Child Safety, Disregard for the First Amendment Child Endangerment 
Via Propaganda and Information Control, Lack of Oversight, They 
Just Sound Rude. 


PLANS: Nothing yet, and probably not something I can act against 
right now. There'll probably be an opportunity in the future... Hm. 


NOTES: They hold a lot of power, apparently. Government leaves 'em 
alone to do their thing, which includes influence over Heroes and 
what they can do in turn. Not really a good system to be honest. 


KAI CHISAKI 


CRIMES AGAINST DOOF: Nearly Child Abuse. 
PLANS: Nothing yet. 


NOTES: Chase is keeping an eye on them, and said he's got something 
he wants to do sooner or later. Never hurts to let him try! 


VENGEANCE COMPLETE: 


ALDERA JUNIOR HIGH 


CRIMES AGAINST DOOF: Terrible School. Negligence. 
PLANS: Destruction of the School (Accomplished!), Defiance of 


Insurance (Accomplished... Sorta!), Gossip Leak of Teachers and Staff 
(Accomplished, thanks Chase!) 


TAKAHARU-MOJI SUPPORT INDUSTRIES 
FEEL GOOD INCORPORATED 


CRIMES AGAINST DOOF: Subpar Products, Overcharging, Deceiving 
a member of Team Amputee. 


PLANS: Get their main Reporter to openly broadcast the failings of 
the company (Check!), destroy their major factories within the 
densest cluster (Check!), steal what they have there (Check!), and do 
it while disguised as Der Kinderlumper (Check!) 


NOTES: This went... Really well! 


I-ISLAND 


CRIMES AGAINST DOOF: Capitalistic Gilded Cage, Information 
Withholding, Terrible Research Practices. 


PLANS: None set in stone, but the idea of kidnapping the place or 
taking it overJS appealing... It'd need a lot of work and an 
infiltration, but I'm not the best with stealth. DEALT WHIIMITH~! 


